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KING  Henry  VI. 

Humphry  Duke  of  Gloucefter  7  ^^^^^^ 

Cardinal  Beauford,  Bp,  of  Winchefter,  > 
Duke  f  York,  pretending  to  theCroivn, 
Duke  Of  Buckingham,  "1 

Dukt  of  Somerfet,        >  Of  the  King's  Psrty. 

Duke  of  Suffolk,  3 

:par!  of  Salisbury,  1  ^  .      y^^.^^  Fa^loM, 

Earl  of  Warwick,  J 

Lord  CUflford,  of  the  Kirgs  Party. 

Lor  J  Say. 

Lpr^/  Scales,  Go'y?r«fr  o/  /^tf  Tower, 

Sir  Humphry  Stafford. 

Tcung  Stafford,  bis  Brother, 

Alexander  Iden,  a  Kentifh  Gentleman, 

YoHttg  Clifford,  Son  to  the  Lord  Clifford. 

Edward  Plantagenet,  7   ^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^y,. 

Richard  Plantagenet,  ^ 

Vaux,    Sea-Captain,  and  Walter  Whitmore  Pirates. 

'  A  Herald. 
Hume  and  Southwel,  2  Pnefis, 
Bolingbrook,  an  AJirokger, 
A  Spirit,  attending  on  Jordan  the  Witcb. 
Thcmas  Horner,  an  Armourer. 
Peter,  his  Man, 
(  /^r/^  Chatham. 
Mayor  of  St.  Albans. 
Simpcox,  an  Impojior, 

Tack  Cade,  Bevis,  Michael,  John  Holland,  Dick  Butcher, 
Smith  theWeaver,  and  fe-verai  others,  Rebels, 

Margaret,  ^een  to  King  Henry  VI.  fecretly  in  love  ivitb  tbi 

Duke  of  Suffolk. 
T)  j.'f  Eleanor,  Wife  to  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter. 
M.ri).r  Jordan,  a  Witch,  emphfd  by  the  Dmhefs  of  Glouecftcr. 
jyife  to  Simpcox. 

Petitioners,  Aldermen,  a  Beadle,  Sheriff  and  Offxers, 
Citizens,  'With  Faulconers,  Guards,  Meffcngers,  and 
$ther  Attendants. 

31^^  S  C  E  N  E  is  hid  very  dlfperfedly  in  fever al 
farts  of  England. 


The  Second  Part  of  (i) 

King  H  E  N  RT  VI. 


A    C    T  1. 

SCENE,    ne  Palace. 

Flotirljh  of  Trumpets  :  then,  Hautboys.  Enter  King 
Henry,  Duhe  Humphry,  Salisbury,  Warwick, 
ond  Beauford  on  the  one  fide  :  The  ^ieen,  Sui- 
folk,  York,  Somerfet,  and  Buckingham  m  th^ 
oth^r. 

Suffolk. 
S  by  your  high  imperial  MajeHy 
I  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  for  France, 
As  procurator  for  your  Excellence, 
To  marry  Princeis  Margaret  fur  vcur 
Grace  ; 

s^^^  (Ti^^^^^'  So  in  the  famous  ancient  city,  Tours, 
In  prefence  of  the  Kings  of  Fra-nce  and  Sicil, 
The  dukes  of  Orleans,  Calaber,  Bretaigne,  A! an  fan. 
Seven  Earls,  twelve  Barons,  twenty  reverend  Bilhops, 
I  have  perform'd  my  task,  and  was  efpous'd  : 

And 

(i)  Tbefecond  Part  of  K.  Henry  VI.]  This  and  the  third  pare 
of  K.  Henry  VI.  contain  that  troublefomc  Period  of  this  Prince's 
Reign,  which  took  in  the  whole  Contsnticn  betwixt  the  two 
Houfcs  of  Tork  and  Lancafier  :    And  under  that  Title  were 
A  3  tliefc 
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-And  hambly  now  upon  my  bended  knee, 
In  fight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers 
Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  Queen 

\^PreJentbig  the  ^lecn  to  the  King^ 
To  your  moft  gracious  hand  ;  that  are  the  fubftance 
Of  that  gre.it  lhadow  I  did  reprelent : 
'I'he  bappie;l  gift  that  ever  Marquifs  gave. 
The  fa  ire  it  Queen  that  ever  King  received. 

K.  Henry.  Suffolk,  arife.  Welcome,  Queen  Margarei  ; 
I  can  exprcfs  no  kinder  fign  of  love, 
Than  this  kind  kiis.    O  Lord,  that  lend'fl  me  life. 
Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thankfulnefs ! 
For  thoa  hal^  giv'n  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 
A  v/orld  of  earthly  blelnngs  to  my  foul ; 
If  fympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

Q.  Mar.  Great  King  of  England,  and  my  gracious 
lord. 

The  muturd  conference  that  my  mind  hath  had, 
By  day,  by  night,  waking,  and  in  ray  dreams, 
Jn  courtly  company,  or  at  my  bead??. 
With  yon  mine  alder- liefeil:  Sovereign  ; 
Iv!l!lCl  H.C  ih-  td^^r     faiute  my  King 
With  ruder  terms ;  fuch  as  raj  :*.Tc:i!, 
And  over  joy  of  heart  doth  miniller. 

K.  //</7n'/Her  fight  did  ravith,  but  her  grace  in  fpeech. 
Her  words  y  clad  with  wifdom's  miajefty, 
Ivlake  me  from  wcndring  fall  to  weeping  joys, 
Sucli  is  the  fulnefs  cf  my  heart's  content. 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice  welcome  my  love. 

y///  buel.  Long  live  Queen  Margaret,  Englstnd's  hap- 
pinefs ! 

Q,  Mar,  We  thank  you  all.  \TloiiriJh. 
Svff.  i\Jy  lord  protedor,  fo  it  pleafe  your  grace. 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contracted  Peace, 

thefe  two  Plays  firfk  a£led  and  publillied.  The  prefent  Scene 
opens  with  K.  Henry\  Marriage,  which  was  in  the  23d  Year  of 
his  Reign  ;  and  clcfes  with  the  tirfl  Battle  fought  at  St  Albans^ 
and  won  by  ih^Tork  Faction,  in  the  33d  Year  of  his  Reign.  So 
th  it  it  comprizes  the  Hillory  and  Tranfadicns  of  10  Years. 

Between 
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Between  our  Sovereign  and  the  French  King  Charles^ 
For  eighteen  months  concluded  by  confent. 

Glo.  \reads^  Imprimis,  It  is  agreed  hetnveen  the  French 
King,  Charles,  and  William  de  la  Pole  Marquifs  of  Suf- 
folk, A}nha£'ador  for  Henry  King  of  England,  that  the 
faid  Henry  Jhall  efpoufe  the  lady  Margaret,  daughter  unto 
Reignier  King  of  Naples,  Sicilia,  and  Jerufalem,  a7id 
cro^jjn  her  ^een  of  England,  ere  the  thirtieth  of  May 
next  en  filing. 

Item.  7 hat  the  Dufchy  of  Anjoa,  and  the  County  of 
Maine,  fjall  he  releafed  and  deii'vered  to  the  King  her 
father.  [Lets  fall  the  faper. 

K.  Henry.  Uncle,  how  now  ? 

Glo.  Pardon  me,  gracious  lord  ; 
Some  fudden  qualm  hath  ilruck  me  to  the  heart, 
And  dimmed  m.ine  eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further. 

K.  Henry.  Uncle  of  Winchefter^  I  pray,  read  on. 

Win.  Item,  7hat  the  Duichies  of  Anjou  and  Maine 
f:all  be  releafed  and  delinjered  to  the  King  her  fat  her ,  and 
frje  fent  over  of  the  King  of  England^  onjcn  proper  cofl  and 
charges,  nxjithout  hamng  any  dowory. 

K.  Henry.  They  pleafe  us  well.  Lord  Marquifs,  kneel 
you  down  \ 

We  here  create  thee  the  nrft  duke  of  Srjfolk, 
And  gird  thee  with  the  f word.    Coufin  of  Tcrk, 
We  here  difcharge  your  Grace  from  being  Regent 
l*th'  parts  of  France,  'till  term  of  eighteen  months 
Be  full  expir'd.    Thanks,  uncle  Winchefier^ 
Glofer,  York,  Buckingham^  and  Somerfet^ 
Salisbury  and  Warnjjick  ;• 
We  thank  you  for  all  this  great  favour  done. 
In  entertainment  to  my  princely  Queen. 
Come,  let  us  in,  and  with      fpeed  provide 
To  fee  her  coronation  be  performed. 

{Exeunt  King,  ^ueen,  and  Suffolk. 

Manent  the  refi, 

Glo.  Brave  peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the  ftate, 
To  you  Duke  Humphry  muft  unload  his  grief. 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 

A  4  What! 
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What !  did  my  brother  Hefiry  fpend  his  youth. 

His  valour,  coin,  and  people  in  the  wars? 

Did  he  fo  ofren  lodge  in  open  field, 

In  winter's  cold,  and  fummer's  parching  heat, 

To  conquer  Frar.ce,  his  true  inheritance  ? 

And  did  my  brother  Bedfzrd  toil  his  wits 

To  keep  by  policy  \\\i2X  Henry  got  ? 

Have  ;  ou  yourfelves,  Somerfet,  BucktTigham, 

Xrave  Tcrk,  and  Salisbury^  vidlorious  War^j:ickt 

Keceiv'd  deep  fears  in  Trance  and  Normand)  ? 

Or  hath  mine  uncle  Beaiford,  and  myfelf, 

V/ith  a]]  the  learned  council  of  the  realm, 

Studied  To  long,  fat  in  the  council- houfe. 

Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro, 

Hov/  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe, 

-And  was  his  Highnefs  in  liis  infancy 

CrovvT.ed  inP^^m,  in  defpight  of  foes? 

/\nd  fhail  thefe  labours  and  chefe  honours  die! 

Shali  Henry's  Conquell,  Bed/or d\  vigilance. 

Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  cur  counfel  die  ! 

O  peers  of  EnglarJ,  fnameful  is  this  league, 

Fatal  this  marriage;  cancelling  your  fame, 

iniotdng  your  names  from  books  of  memory ; 

Razing  the  characters  of  your  renown, 

Defacing  monuments  cf  conquered  France^ 

Undoing  all,  as  ail  had  never  been. 

U;  Cur.  Nephew,  what  means  this  pafTionate  difcourfe? 

This  peroration  with  fuch  circumftances  ? 

For  France^  'tis  ours ;  and  we  v/ill  keep  it  ^ix'A. 

Glo.  Ay,  uncle,  v.e  will  keep  it  if  we  can  ; 
But  now  it  is  impoiuble  v/e  iho^ld. 
^ufo:k,  the  new-made  Duke  that  rules  the  roaft. 
Hath  giv'n  the  Dutchy      Anjou  and  Maine 
Unto  tne  poor  King  Rdgrder,  whofe  large  flyle 
.Agrees  not  with  the  leanneis  of  his  purle. 

ZaL  Now,  by  the  death  of  him  who  dy'd  for  all, 
Thefe  counties  were  the  keys  of  }^5rn:andj  : 
But  wherefore  weeps  War^^ick,  my  valiant  fon  ? 

War,  For  grief  that  they  are  pai^  recovery. 
For  were  there  hope  :o  conquer  ihem  again, 
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My  fword  fliould  fhed  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no  tears. 
j^njou  and  Maine  !  myfelf  did  win  them    Dth  : 
Thofe  provinces  thefe  arms  of  mine  did  conquer. 
And  are  the  cides,  that  I  got  with  wounds. 
Delivered  up  again  with  peaceful  words  ? 

Tork,  For  Suffolk's  Duke,  may  he  be  fufFocate, 
That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  ifle  ! 
France  (hould  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart. 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 
I  never  read,  but  England^  Kings  have  had 
Large  fums  of  gold,  and  dowries  with  their  wives : 
And  our  King  Henry  gives  away  his  own. 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Gio,  A  proper  jeft,  and  never  heard  before. 
That  Suffolk  ftiould  demand  a  whole  fifteenth. 
For  coll:  and  charges  in  tranfporting  her  : 
She  fhould  have  ftaid  in  France^  and  llarv'd  in  France^ 
Before  —  

Car,  My  lord  of  Glojier,  now  ye  grow  too  hot : 
It  was  the  pleafure  of  my  lord  the  King. 

Glo,  My  lord  of  Winchcjler,  \  know  your  mind. 
'Tis  not  my  fpeeches  that  you  do  miflike. 
But  'tis  my  prefence  that  doth  trouble  you. 
Rancour  will  out,  proud  prelate ;  in  thy  face, 
I  fee  thy  fury    if  I  longer  ftay. 
We  fhall  begm  our  ancient  bickerings. 
Lordings,  farewel ;  and  fay,  when  1  am  gone, 
I  prophefy'd,  France  will  be  loil  ere  long.  {Exit 

Car.  So,  there  goes  our  protestor  in  a  rage  : 
'Tis  known  to  you,  he  is  mine  enemy: 
Nay  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all  ; 
And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  King. 
Confider,  lords,  he  is  the  next  of  blood. 
And  heir  apparent  to  the  Englijh  crown. 
Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage. 
And  all  the  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  weft. 
There's  reafon  he  fhould  be  difpleas'd  at  it. 
Look  to  it,  lords,  let  not  his  fmoothing  words 
Bewitch  your  hearts ;  be  wife  and  circumfped. 
What  though  the  common  people  favour  him, 
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Calling  liim  Hurrphry,  the  good  Duke  of  Glo'fter, 

Clapping  their  hands  and  crying  with  loud  voicCj 

Jefu  maintain  your  royal  excellence  ! 
V/ith,  God prefer'ue  the  good  Duke  Y\\Jim^\iry\ 

I  fear  me,  lords,  for  all  this  fl:ttering  glofs. 

He  w'l^l  be  found  a  dangerous  proc?;^lor. 

Buck.  Why  fliould  he  then  protecl  our  fovereign, 

Ke  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himfelf  ? 

Coufin  of  Sojnerfef,  join  you  with  me, 

.And  altogether  with  the  Duke  of  Suffolk^ 

We'll  quickly  hoift  Duke  Humphry  from  his  feat. 
Car.  This  weighty  bufinels  will  not  brook  delay. 

ril  to  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  prefently,  [Exit. 
Som.  Coufin  of  Buckir.gham,  though  Humphry'' %  pride 

And  greatnefs  of  his  place  be  grief  to  us, 

Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  Cardinal : 

His  infolence  is  more  intolerable 

Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  befide  : 

If  Glg\f!er  be  difplac'd,  he'll  be  prote£tor. 
BucL  Or  SoTjierfety  or  J,  will  be  protedor,  , 

Defpight  Duke  Humphry,  or  the  Cardinal. 

{_Exe.  Buckingham  and  Somerfefii 
Sal.  Pride  went  before,  ambition  follows  him. 

While  thefe  do  labour  for  their  own  preferment. 

Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 

J  never  fau' ,  but  Humphry  Duke  of  Glo'Jler 

Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman  : 

Oft  have  I  feen  the  haughty  Cardinal 

More  like  a  foldier,  than  a  man  o'  th'  church. 

As  ftout  and  proud  as  he  were  lord  of  all. 

Swear  like  a  ruffian,  and  demean  himfelf 

Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  common  weal. 

Warwick,  my  fon,  the  comfort  of  my  age  ! 

7hy  deeds,  thy  plainnefs,  and  thy  houfe  keeping. 

Have  won  the  greatefi  favour  of  the  commons. 

Excepting  -none  but  good  Duke  Humphry. 

And  brother  Tork^  thy  a6ls  in  Ireland^ 

In  bringing  them  to  civil  difcipline  ; 

Thy  late  exploits  done  in  the  heart  of  France^ 

When  thou  wert  regent  for  our  fovereigft, 

Have 
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Have  made  thee  fear'd  and  honoured  of  the  people. 

Join  we  together  for  the  publick  good, 
Jn  what  we  can,  to  bridle  and  fupprefs 
The  pride  of  Suffolk,  and  the  Cardinal, 
With  Somerfet's  and  Buckingham  %  ambition  ; 
And,  as  we  may,  cheriOi  Duke  Hu?yifhry\  deeds. 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  tneland. 

War,  So  God  help  Warwick,  as  he  loves  the  land. 
And  common  profit  of  his  country  I 

York.  And  fo  fays  Torky  for  he  hath  greateft  caufe. 

Sal,  Then  let's  make  haf'!e,  and  look  unto  the  main. 

TVar,  Unto  the  main  ?  Oh  father.  Maine  is  loft; 
That  Maine,  v/hich  by  main  fo.  ce  War^-ick  did  win, 
And  would  have  kept,  fo  long  as  breath  did  lall:  : 
Main-chance,  father  you  meant ;  but  I  meant  M^/W, 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  elfe  be  fl:iin. 

[^Exe  Warwick  and  Salisbury. 

Manet  York. 

Tork,  Aijou  and  Maine  Kve  given  to  the  French  i 
Paris  is  loft ;  the  ftate  of  Normandy 
S  ;i  'ds  on  a  tickle  point,  now  :hey  are  gone: 
Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles. 
The  peers  agreed,  and  He7iry  was  well  pleas'd 
To  change  two  dukedoms  for  a  duke's  fair  daughter. 
I  cannot  blame  them  all;  what  is't  to  them  ? 
Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  may  make  cheap  pennyworths  of  their  pillage, 
And  purchafe  friends,  and  give  to  courtezans, 
Still  revelling,  like  lords,  till  all  be  gone: 
While  as  the  filly  owner  of  the  goods 
Weeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  haplefs  hands. 
And  fhakes  his  head,  and  trembling  ftands  aloof. 
While  all  is  fhar'd,  and  all  is  borne  away  ; 
Ready  to  ftarve,  and  dares  not  touch  his  own. 
So  York  muft  fit,  and  fret,  and  bite  his  tongue, 
While  his  own  lands  are  bargain'd  for,  and  fold. 
Methinks,  the  realms  of  England,  France,  and  Ireland^ 
Bear  that  prooortion  to  my  fieih  and  blood. 

As 
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As  did  the  fatal  brand  A!theah\xxv\t, 

Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Calydoiu 

Arjou  and  iliW;;^,  both  giv'n  unto  the  Trench! 

Cold  news  for  nie  :  for  I  had  hope  of  Fratice^ 

Ev'n  as  1  have  of  fertile  England^  foil. 

A  day  will  come,  when  Tork  fl^all  claim  his  own; 

A?;d  therefore  I  will  take  the  hc^jilW  parts, 

And  make  a  (l.ew  of  love  to  proud  Duke  Humphry ; 

And>  when  I  fpy  advantage,  claim  the  Crown; 

For  that's  the  golden  mark  I  feek  to  hit. 

T\or  ihall  proud  Lancafler  ufurp  my  right, 

Kor  hold  the  fcepter  in  his  childiih  filt. 

Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 

Whofe  church- like  humours  fits  not  for  a  Crown. 

Then,  York,  be  ftill  awhile,  till  time  do  ferve : 

Watch  thou,  and  wake  when  others  be  afleep, 

To  pry  into  the  fecrets  of  the  State  ; 

1  ill  Henry,  furfeiting  in  joys  of  love, 

With  his  new  bride,  and  England's  dear-bought  Queen, 

And  Hu?^?thry  with  the  Peers  be  falFh  at  jars. 

Then  will  1  raife  aloft  the  milk-white  Rofe, 

With  whofe  fvveet  fm.eil  the  air  fhall  be  perfum'd'; 

And  in  my  Standard  bear  the  Arms  of  Torkj 

To  grapple  with  the  houfe  of  Lancafter\ 

And  force  perforce,  I'll  make  him  yield  the  Crown, 

Whofe  bookifh  Rule  hath  puU'd  fair  Engh/nd  down. 

yExit  York, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter'/ 
Houfe, 

Enter  Duke  Humphry,  and  his  Wife  Eleanor. 

Ehan.X  T  7  H  y  droops  my  lord,  like  over- ripen 'd  corft 
VV  Hanging  the  head  with  Ceres'"  plenteous  load? 
Why  doth  the  great  Duke  Hu?nphry  knit  his  brows, 
As  frowning  at  the  favours  of  the  world? 
W^hy  are  thine  Eyesfixtto  the  fullen  earth, 
Gazirg  at  that  which  feems  to  dim  thy  fight? 
Whatieeft  thou  there  ?  King  Henry  s  Diadem, 
laci.as  d  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world  ? 
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If  fo  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face. 
Until  thy  head  be  circled  with  the  fame. 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  Gold  : 
What!  is't  too  (hort?  TU  lengthen  it  with  mine. 
And,  having  both  together  heav'd  it  up, 
Weil  both  together  lift  our  heads  to  heaven  ; 
And  never  more  abafe  our  fight  fo  low, 
As  to  vouchfafe  one  glance  unto  the  ground. 

Glo,  O  Nell^  fweet  Nell,  if  thou  doft  love  thy  lord, 
Banifh  the  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts : 
And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagine  111 
Againil:  my.Kmg  and  nephevv,  virtuous  Henrys 
Be  uiy  iaft  Breathing  in  this  mortal  world  ! 
My  troublous  dreams  this  night  do  make  me  fad. 

'Elean.  What  dream'd  my  lord  ?  tell  me,  and  I'll  re- 
quiie  it 

With  fweec  rehearfal  of  my  morning's  dream. 

Glo.  Meti.ought,  this  Staff,  mine  office  badge  in  Court, 
Was  broke  in  twam ;  by  whom  I  have  forgot ; 
But,  as  1  think,  it  was  by  th'  Cardinal : 
And,  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  wand. 
Were  piac'd  the  heads  of  £^/AaWDuke  of  Somerfeff 
And  William  de  la  Pole  firft  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
This  was  the  dream ;  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 

Elean,  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  argument. 
That  he,  that  breaks  a  ftick  of  Glofier\  grove. 
Shall  lofe  his  head  for  his  Prefumption. 
But  lift  to  me,  my  Humphry^  my  fweet  Duke : 
Methought,  1  fat  in  feat  of  Majefty, 
In  the  Cathedral  church  of  Wejiminjler^ 
And  in  that  Chair  where  Kings  and  Queens  were 
crown'd  ; 

Where  Henry  and  Marg\et  kneePd  to  me. 
And  on  my  head  did  fet  the  Diadem. 

Glo.  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  muft  I  chide  outright : 
Prefumptuous  Dame,  ill- nurtured  Eleanor ^ 
Art  thou  not  fecond  woman  in  the  Realm, 
And  the  Protedor's  wife,  belov'd  of  him  ? 
Haft  thou  not  worldly  pleafure  at  command. 
Above  the  re^ch  or  comjpafs  of  thy  thought  ? 

And 
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And  wilt  thou  ftill  be  hammering  treachery, 
To  tumble  down  thy  Husband,  and  thyfelf. 
From  top  of  honour  todifgrace's  feet? 
Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 

Elean,  What,  what,  my  lord  !  are  you  fo  cholerick 
With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream  ? 
Next  time,  I'll  keep  my  dreams  unco  myfelf. 
And  not  be  checked. 

G/c.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. 
Enter  Meffenger. 

Mef.  My  lord  Protedlor,  'tis  his  Highncfs'  pleafure. 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  St.  Albans^ 
Whereas  the  King  and  Queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 

Glo.  I  go:  come,  IS! ell,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us  ? 

{^Exit  Gloucefler. 

Eleaft^  Yes,  my  good  lord,  Til  follow  preiently. 
Follow  I  muft,  I  cannot  go  before, 
While  Gwjier  bears  this  bafe  and  iiumble  mind. 
Were  I  a  man,  a  Duke,  and  next  o;"  blood, 
I  would  remove  thefe  tedious  ftumbling-blocks ; 
And  fmooth  my  way  upon  their  nv-idlefs  necks. 
And  being  a  woinan,  I  will  not  be  Hack 
To  play  my  part  in  Fortune's  pageant. 
Where  are  you  there?  S'lv  John  y  nay,  fearnot,  man. 
We  are  alone;  here's  none  but  thee  and  I. 

Enter  Hume, 

Hume.  Jefus  preferve  your  Royal  Maj efty  ! 

Elean.  What  fay'it  thou?  Majeily  ?  I  am  but  Grace. 

Hume.  But  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  Hume's  advice. 
Your  Grace's  title  (hall  be  nmltiply'd. 

Elean,  Whac  fay'il  thou,  man  !  haft  thou  as  yet  con- 
ferred 

With  Margery  Jordan,  the  cunning  witch; 
And  Roger  Bolingbrook  the  conjurer, 
And  w.li  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ?  [nefs 
Hume.  I'his  they  have  promifed,  to  fhew  your  High- 
A  Spirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  under  ground, 
That  lliall  make  anfwer  to  fuch  quefiions, 
As  by  your  Grace  lhall  be  propounded  him. 
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Eleafj.  It  is  enough,  I'll  think  upon  the  Qaeflions : 
When  from  St.  Albans  we  do  make  return. 
We'll  fee  thofe  things  efFeded  to  the  full. 
Here,  Hume,  take  this  reward ;  make  merry,  man. 
With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  caufe. 

]^Exif  Eleanor. 

Hume,  'Hume  mull  make  merry  with  the  Dutchefs' 
gold: 

Marry,  and  lhall ;  but  how  now,  Sir  John  Hume  ? 

Seal  up  your  lips,  and  give  no  words,  but  mum  ! 

The  bulinefs  asketh  filent  fecrecy. 

Dame  Elea?wr  gives  gold  to  bring  the  witch : 

Gold  cannot  come  amifs,  were  ihe  a  devil. 

Yet  have  f  gold,  flies  from  another  coaft  : 

I  dare  not  fay  from  the  rich  Cardinal, 

And  from  the  great  and  new-made  Duke  of  Suffolk; 

Yet  I  do  find  it  fo :  for  to  be  plain. 

They  (knowing  Dame  Eleanors  afpiring  humour) 

Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  Dutchefs  i 

And  buz  thefe  conjurations  in  her  brain. 

They  fay,  a  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker  ; 

Yet  am  I  Suffolk's,  and  the  Cardinal's,  broker. 

Hume  J  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  (hall  go  near 

To  call  them  both  a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 

Well,  fo  it  Hands;  and  thus  I  fear  at  M, 

Hu?ne''s  knavery  will  be  the  Dutchefs'  wreck. 

And  her  Attainture  will  be  Humphry  s  Fall :  . 

Sort  how  it  will,  I  lhall  have  gold  for  all.  [Exit^ 

SCENE  changes  to  an  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  three  or  four  Petitioners,  Peter  the  Armourers  man 
being  one* 

1  Pet,  T%  yr  Y  mafters,  let's  Hand  clofe;  my  lord  Pro- 
IVI  tedorwill  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and 
then  we  may  deliver  our  fupplications  in  the  quill. 

2  ?et.  Marry,  the  Lord  proted  him,  for  he's  a  good 
man,  Jefu  blefs  him ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Suffolk,  and  en. 

1  Pet.  Here  a'  comes,  methinks,  and  the  Queen  with 
him :  FU  be  the  firft,  fure. 

2  Pet.  Come  back,  fool,  this  is  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
and  not  my  lord  Protedor. 

Suf.    How  now,  fellow,  would'fl  any  thing  with  me  ? 

I  Pet.  I  pray,  my  lord,  pardon  me ;  I  took  ye  for 
my  lord  Protedor. 

Q.  Mar.  To  my  lord  Protestor,  [f  eading]  Are  your 
fupplications  to  his  lordfhip.?  let  me  fee  them ;  what  is 
thine  ? 

1  Pet.  Mine  is,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace,  againft  John 
Goodman^  my  lord  Cardinal's  man,  for  keeping  my  houfe 
and  lands,  and  wife,  and  all  from  me. 

Suf,  Thy  wife  too  ?  that's  fome  wrong,  indeed. 
What's  yours?  what's  here?  \_Reads.']  Againji  the  Duke 
of  Suffolk,  for  inclofing  the  Commons  of  Long  M^lford, 
How  now.  Sir  Knave  ? 

2  Pet  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of  our 
whole  Townfhip. 

Suf  [reads."]  Againft  my  mafler,  Thomas  Horner,  for 
fayingy  that  the  Duke  of  York  ^ujas  rightful  heir  to  the 
Cronjon. 

Q^Mar,  What!  did  the  Duke  of  2^^?^/^  fay,  he  was 
rightful  heir  to  the  Crown  ? 

Peter.  That  my  miilrefs  was  ?  no,  forfooth ;  my 
inafter  faid,  that  he  was ;  and  that  the  King  was  an 
nfurper, 

Suf  Who  is  there  ?  Take  this  fellow  in,  and  fend 

for  his  mafter  with  a  purfuivant,  prefently ;  we'll  hear 
Hiore  of  your  matter  before  the  King. 

[Exit  Peter  guarded, 

Q_  Mar.  And  as  for  you,  that  love  to  be  prote(5led 
Under  the  wings  of  our  Protedor's  Grace, 
Begin  your  fuits  anew,  and  fue  to  him. 

\Tears  the  fuppltcationsl 
Away  bafe  cullions  :  Suffolk,  let  them  go. 

AIL  Come,  let's  be  gone.  lExeunt  Petitioners, 


Mar. 
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Q,  Mar,  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  fay,  is  this  the  guife  ? 
Is  this  the  falhion  in  the  Court  of  England? 
Is  this  the  Government  of  Britain  s  ifle  ? 
And  this  the  royalty  of  Albion  s  King  ? 
What  !  (hall  King  Henry  be  a  Pupil  ftill. 
Under  the  furly  Glo'Jiers  governance? 
Ami  a  Queen  in  title  and  in  ftyle. 
And  muft  be  made  a  Subjedl  to  a  Duke  ? 
I  tell  thee,  Pole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 
Thou  ran'ft  a- tilt  in  honour  of  my  love. 
And  ftorft  away  the  ladies'  hearts  of  France  ; 
I  thought,  King  Henry  had  refembled  thee 
In  courage,  courtfhip,  and  proportion  : 
But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holinefs, 
To  number  J^ve  Maries  on  his  beads ; 
His  champions  are  the  Prophets  and  Apoftles ; 
His  weapons  holy  Saws  of  facred  Writ ; 
His  ftudy  is  his  tilt-yard  ;  and  his  loves 
Are  brazen  images  of  canonizM  faints. 
I  would,  the  College  of  the  Cardinals 
V/ ould  chufe  him  Pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 
And  fet  the  triple  Crown  upon  his  head  ; 
That  were  a  ftate  fit  for  his  holinefs ! 

Suf.  Madam,  be  patient ;  zz  I  ivas  the  caafe 
Your  Highnefs  came  to  England,  fo  will  I 
In  England  work  your  Grace's  full  content. 

Mar,  Beiide  the  proud  Protedor,  have  we  Beauford 
Th'  imperious  Churchman ;  Somerfet,  Buckingha?ny 
And  grumbling  York  ;  and  not  the  leaft  of  thefe 
But  can  dc^more  in  E^igland,  than  the  King. 

Suf,  xAnd  he  of  thefe,  that  can  do  moft  of  all. 
Cannot  do  more  in  England  than  the  Ne^iils  ; 
Salisbury  zvA  Warnjoick  are  no  fim pie  Peers. 

Q^A/^r.  Not  all  thefe  lords  do  vex  me  half  fo  much. 
As  that  prcud  Dame,  the  lord  Protedor's  wife: 
She  fvveeps  it  through  the  Court  with  troops  of  ladies. 
More  like  an  Emprefs  than  Duke  Humphry  %  wife. 
Strangers  in  Court  do  take  her  for  the  Queen  j 
She  bears  a  Duke's  revenues  on  her  back. 
And  in  her  heart  fhe  fcorns  our  poverty, 

ShaH 
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Shall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her  ? 
Contemptuous,  bafe-born,  Callot  as  (he  is. 
She  vaunted  'mongft  her  minions  t'other  day. 
The  very  train  of  her  worft  w^earing  gown 
Was  better  worth  than  all  my  father's  lands; 
Till  Svffolk  gave  two  Dukedoms  for  his  daughter ! 

Suf.  Madam,  my  felf  have  lim'd  a  bulh  for  her. 
And  plac'd  a  quire  of  fuch  enticing  birds. 
That  (he  will  light  to  liflen  to  their  lays ; 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So,  let  her  reft;  and,  Madam,  hit  to  me; 
For  I  am  bold  to  counfel  you  in  this ; 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  Cardinal, 
Yet  muft  we  join  with  him  and  with  the  lords, 
Till  we  have  brought  Duke  Humphry  in  difgracc. 
As  for  the  Duke  of  Tork,  this  late  complaint 
Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit. 
So,  one  by  one,  well  weed  them  all  at  laft  ; 
And  you  your  felf  (hall  fleer  the  happy  Realm. 
To  them  enter  iT/V^  Henry,   Duke  Humphry,  Cardinal^ 

Buckingham,   York,  Salisbury,  Warwick,    and  the 

Dutchefs  of  Gloucefler. 

K.  Henry,  For  my  part,  noble  Lords,  I  care  not  which, 
C:  Zzr^zvfzt.  cr  Tzrh,       one  to  me. 

Tork.  If  York  have  ill  demean'd  himfelf  in  France^ 
Then  let  him  be  deny'd  the  Regentfhip. 

Som.  If  Somer/ethQ  unworthy  of  the  Place, 
Let  Tork  be  Regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 

JVar,  Whether  your  Grace  be  worthy,  yea  or  no, 
Difpute  not  that ;  Tcrk  is  the  v;orthier. 

Car,  Ambitious  Warwick,  let  thy  Betters  fpeak. 

War,  The  Cardinal's  not  my  better  in  the  field. 

Buck,  AilinthisPrefenceare  thy  betters,  V/ar^ick. 

War,  Warwick  may  live  to  be  thebeft  of  all. 

Sal.  Peace,  Son  ;  and  (hew  fome  reafon,  Buckingham, 
Why  So7nerfet  (hould  be  preferred  in  this.  ^ 

M^zr.  Becaufe  the  King,  forfooth,  will  have  it  fo, 

Glo.  Madam,  the  King  is  old  enough  himfelf 
To  give  his  Cenfure ;  thefe  are  no  woman's  matters. 
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Q.  Mar,  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your  Grace 
To  be  Protedor  of  his  Excellence  ? 

Glo.  Madann,  I  am  Protedlor  of  the  Realm  ; 
And,  at  his  Pleafure,  will  refign  my  Place. 

Suf,  Refign  it  then,  and  leave  thine  infolence. 
Since  thoiiwert  King,  (as  who  is  King,  but  thou?) 
The  Common  wealth  hath  daily  run  to  wreck. 
The  Dauphin  hath  prevaiPd  beyond  the  feas. 
And  all  the  Peers,  and  Nobles  of  the  Realm, 
Have  been  as  bond-men  to  thy  fov'reignty. 

Car,  The  Commons  hafc  thou  rack'd  ;  the  Clergy's 
bags 

Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

Som,  Thy  fumptuous  buildings,  and  thy  wife's  attire, 
Have  coft  a  mafs  of  publick  treafury. 

Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution 
Upon  offenders  hath  exceeded  law  ; 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

Q^AIar,  Thy  fale  of  offices  and  towns  in  France^  * 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  fufped  is  great, 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  head. 

{Exit  Glo. 

Give  me  my  fan  ;  what,  minion?  can  ye  not  ? 

\^She gi'ves  the  I>tit chefs  a  box  on  the  ear. 
I  cry  you  mercy.  Madam,  was  it  you? 

Elean,  Was'tl?  yea,  I  it  was,  ^xowd.  Frenchwoman  : 
Could  I  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
rd  fet  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face. 

K.  Henry.  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet;  'twas  againfl  her  will. 
Elean.  Againft  her  will,  good  King?   look  to't  in 
time, 

She'll  hamper  thee  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby : 
Though  in  this  place  moft  Mailer  wears  no  breeches. 
She  lhall  not  ftrike.  Dame  Eleanor  unrevenged. 

{Exit  Eleanor, 
Buck.  Lord  Cardinal,  I'll  follow  Eleanory 
And  liften  after  Humphry,  how  he  proceeds : 
She's  tickled  now,  her  fume  can  need  no  fpurs; 
She'll  gallop  fall  enough  to  her  deftru£lion. 

l^Exit  Buckingham.^ 
Re-entsr 
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Re-enter  Duke  Humphry. 

GIo.  Now,  lords,  my  choler  being  over-blown 
With  walking  once  about  the  Quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth  affairs. 
As  for  your  fpightful  falfe  obje£lions. 
Prove  them,  and  I  lye  open  to  the  law. 
But  God  in  mercy  deal  fo  with  my  foul. 
As  I  in  duty  love  my  King  and  Country  ! 
But  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand : 
I  fay,  my  Sovereign,  York  is  meeteft  man 
To  be  your  Regent  in  the  Realm  of  France, 

Suf.  Before  we  make  election,  give  me  leave 
To  fhew  fome  reafon  of  no  little  force. 
That  York  is  moft  unmeet  of  any  m.an. 

Torh  Til  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  I  am  unmeet  : 
Firft,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride  i 
Next,  if  I  be  appointed  for  the  Place, 
My  lord  of  Somerfet  will  keep  me  here 
Without  difcharge,  mony  or  furniture, 
Till  France  be  won  into  the  Dauphin's  hands. 
Laft  time,  I  danc'd  attendance  on  his  will. 
Till  Paris  was  befieg'd,  famifn'd  and  loll. 

IVar,  That  1  can  witnefs,  and    foukr  fa^ 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit. 

Suf.  Peace,  head-ftrong  Warnxnck* 

War,  Image  of  pride,  why  fhould  I  hold  my  peace  ? 

"Enter  Horner  the  Armourer^  and  his  Man  Peter,  guarded* 

Suf.  Becaufe  here  is  a  man  accus'd  of  treafon : 
Pray  God,  the  Duke  of  Tork  excufe  himfelf ! 

tork.  Doth  any  one  accufe  Tork  for  a  traitor  ? 

Yi,  Henry,  What  mean'll  thou,  Suffolk?  tell  me,  what 
are  thefe  ? 

Suf  Pleafe  it  your  Majelly,  this  is  the  man. 
That  doth  accufe  his  mafter  of  high  treafon  : 
His  words  were  thefe ;     that  Richard  Duke  of  Tork 

Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  Englijh  Crown  ; 
"  And  that  your  Majefty  was  an  ufurper. 

Y^.  Henry.  Say,  man;  were  thefe  thy  words  ? 

Arm,  Axii  iliall  pleafe  your  Majefly,  I  never  faid  nor 

thought 
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thought  any  fuch  matter:  God  is  my  witnefs>  I  am  falfly 
accused  by  the  villain. 

Pet,  By  thefe  ten  bones,  my  lord,  he  did  fpeak 
them  to  me  in  the  garret  one  night,  as  we  were  fcow'r- 
ing  my  lord  of  Tork*^  armour, 

TorL  Bafe  dunghil  villain,  and  mechanical, 
I'll  have  thy  head  for  this  thy  traitor's  fpeech  ; 
I  do  befeech  your  royal  Majefty, 
Let  him  have  all  the  rigor  of  the  Law. 

Arm,  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me,  if  ever  I  fpake  the 
words.  My  accufer  is  my  prentice,  and  when  1  did  cor- 
real him  for  his  fault  the  other  day,  he  did  vow  upon  his 
knees  he  would  be  even  with  me,  I  have  good  witnefs 
of  this;  therefore,  I  befeech  your  Majelly,  do  not  caft 
away  an  honeft  man  for  a  villain's  accufation. 

K.  Henry,  Uncle,  what  (hall  we  fay  to  this  in  Law  ? 
Glo.  This  doom,  my  lord,  if  I  may  judge: 
Let  Somerfet  be  Regent  o'er  the  Frenchy 
Becaufe  in  York  this  breeds  fufpicion. 
And  let  thefe  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  fingle  Combat  in  convenient  place  ; 
For  he  hath  witnefs  of  his  fervant's  malice. 
This  is  the  law,  and  this  Duke  Humphry^  doom. 

K.  Hemy.  Then  be  it  fo:  My  Lord     Somerfet y  (2) 
W e  make  your  Grace  Regent  over  the  Trench* 
Som  I  humbly  thank  your  royal  Majeily. 
Arm,  And  I  accept  the  Combat  willingly. 
Peter,  Alas,  my  lord,  I  cannot  fight ;  for  God's  fake, 
pity  my  cafe  ;  the  fpight  of  Man  prevaileth  againft  me. 
O  lord,  have  mercy  upon  me !   I  lhall  never  be  able  to 

light  a  blow  :  O  lord ,  my  heart  !  • 

Glo.  Sirrah,  or  you  muft  fight,  or  elfe  be  hang'd. 
K,  H^nry.  Away  with  them  to  prifon  ;  and  the  day  of 
Combat  (hall  be  the  laft  of  the  next  month.  Come, 
Somerfet^  we'll  fee  thee  fent  away.  [^Flour,  Exeunt, 

(2)  K.  Henry,  nen  be  it  fo,  &c.]  Thefe  two  Lines  I  have 
inferted  frofn  the  Old  ^arto  j  and,  as  I  think,  very  neceflarily» 
For,  without  them,  the  King  has  not  declared  his  Aflent  to 
Ghucefter''%  Opinion  :  and  the  Duke  of  Somerfet  is  made  to  thank 
kim  for  th«  Rerencyy  before  the  King  has  deputed  him  to  it. 

SCENE, 
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S  C  E  N  E,  /y^^  mtch's  Cave. 

Enter  Mother  Jordan,  Hume,  Southwel,  ^;7^/Bolingbrook* 
Hume.  O  M  E,  my  mafters  ;  the  Dutchefs,  1  tell 
V>i  you,  expeds  performance  of  your  promifes. 

Baling,  Mafter  Hume^  we  are  therefore  provided  :  will 
her  ladyfliip  behold  and  hear  our  exorcifms  ? 

Hume,  Ay,  what  elfe  ?  fear  not  her  courage. 

Baling,  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  woman  of 
an  invincible  fpirit  ;  but  it  lliall  be  convenient,  Matter 
Hume,  that  you  be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be  bufy  below  ; 
and  fo  I  pray  you,  go  in  God's  name,  and  leave  us.  [Exit 
Hume.]  Mother  Jordan^  be  proHrate  and  grovel  on  the 
earth  ;  John  SouthiAjel,  read  you,  and  let  us  to  our  work. 

Enter  Eleanor,  alo^e. 

Elean,  Well  faid,  my  mailers,  and  welcome  to  all : 
to  this  geer,  the  fooner  the  better. 

Baling.  Patience,  good  lady :  wizards  know  their  times. 
Deep  night,  dark  night,  the  filent  of  the  night. 
The  time  of  night  when  ^roy  was  fet  on  fire, 
The  time,  when  fcreech-owls  cry,  and  ban- dogs  howl ; 
When  fpirits  walk,  and  ghoHs  break  up  their  graves; 
That  time  bell  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Madam,  fit  you,  and  fear  not ;  whom  we  raife. 
We  will  make  fall  within  a  hallow'd  verge. 

\Here  they  -perform  the  Ceremonies,  and  make  the  circle  ; 
Bolingbrook  or  Southwel  reads,  Conjuro  te,  £5* c.  It 
thunders  and  lightens  terribly  ;  then  the  Spirit  rifeth* 

Spirit,  Adfum* 

M,  Jord,  Afmiith,  by  the  eternal  God,  whofe  name 
And  power  thou  trembleil  at,  tell  what  I  ask  ; 
For  till  thou  fpeak,  thou  flialtnot  pafs  from  hence. 

Spirit.  Ask  what  thou  wilt.  That  I  had  faid,  and 

done  ! 

Baling,  Firft,  of  the  King :  What  (hall  of  him  become  ? 
Spirit.  The  Duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  (hall  depofe  : 
But  him  out-live,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

\^As  the  Spirit  /peaks  j  they  ^rite  the  answer. 

Bo  ling. 
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Bolhig*  Tell  me,    what  fates  await  the  Duke  of 

Stcffolk  P 

Spirit.  By  Water  fhall  he  die.  and  take  his  end. 

Boling,  What  fliall  befal  the  Duke  of  Somer/et  P 

Spirit,  Let  him  fhun  Callles, 
Safer  ftiall  he  be  on  the  Tandy  plains. 
Than  where  Callles  mounted  jftand. 
Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 

Bolitig.  Defcend  to  darkneis,  and  the  burning  lake : 
Falfe  fiend,  avoid  ! 

[Thunder  and  Lightning.    Spirit  defcends. 

Enter  the  Duke  ofYoxVy  and  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
<voith  their  Guards  and  break  in. 

York.  Lay  hands  upon  thefe  traitors,  and  their  traffi : 
Beldame,  I  think,  we  watch'd  you  at  an  inch. 
What,  Madam,  are  you  there  ?  the  King  and  Realm 
Are  deep  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains  \ 
My  lord  Protedor  will,  I  doubt  it  not. 
See  you  well  guerdoned  for  thefe  good  deferts, 

Elean.  Not  half  fo  bad  as  thine  to  England"^  King, 
Injurious  Duke,  that  threat'll:  where  is  no  caufe. 

Buck.  True,  Madam,  none  at  all:  What  call  you  this? 
Away  with  them,  let  them  be  clap'd  up  clofe. 
And  kept  apart.    You,  Madam,  fliall  with  us. 
Stafford^  take  her  to  thee. 
We'll  fee  your  Trinkets  here  forth-coming  all. 

{Exeunt  Guards  ^ith]oxA^Xiy  Southwel,  ^c. 

York.  Lord  Buckingham,  methinks,  you  watch'd  her 
A  pretty  Plot,  well  chofe  to  build  upon.  [well ; 

Now,  pray,  my  lord,  let's  fee  the  devil's  Writ. 
What  have  we  here  ?  {Reads^ 
the  Duke  yet  li^es,  that  Henry  Jhall  depofe  ; 
But  him  out-li^e,  and  die  a  'violent  death. 
Why,  this  isjuft,  Aio  te,  JEacidaj  Romanos  mncere  poj/i. 
Well,  to  the  reft: 

Tell  me,  what  fate  awaits  the  Duke  of  Suffolk? 
By  mjater  Jhall  he  die,  and  take  his  end, 
•What -fhall  betide  the  Duke  of  Somer/et P 
Lit  him  Jhun  Cajiles, 
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Safer  Jhall  he  he  on  the  fandy  plains  ^ 
Than  nxhere  cajiles  mounted  jland^ 
Come,  come,  my  lords ; 
Thefe  Oracles  are  hardily  attained,  (3) 
And  hardly  underftood. 

The  King  is  now  in  progrefs  tow'rds  St.  Alhani\ 
With  him,  the  husband  of  this  lovely  lady : 
Thither  go  thefe  news,  as  faft  as  horfe  can  carry  them  ; 
A  forry  breakfaft  for  my  lord  Protedor. 

Buck,  Your  Grace  (hall  give  me  leave,  my  lord  of 
York^ 

To  be  the  Pofl,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 

York.  At  your  pleafure,  my  good  lord. 
Who's  within  there,  ho  ? 

Enter  a  ^er'vlng-man. 

Invite  my  lords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwcky 

To  fup  with  me  to  morrow  night.    Away  !  \Exeunt. 

(4)  neje  Oracles  are  hardly  attain' d. 

And  hardly  underjiood,']  Not  only  the  Lamenefs  of  the  Verifi- 
cation, but  the  Imperfedlion  of  the  Senfe  too,  made  me  fufpeft 
this  paffage  to  be  corrupt.  The  Meaning  is  very  poor,  as  it 
ftands  in  all  the  printed  Copies  ;  but  I  have  formerly,  by  the 
Addition  of  a  fmgle  Letter,  both  helpM  the  Verfe  and  the  Sen- 
timent. Torky  feizing  the  Parties  and  their  Papers,  fays,  he'll 
f«e  the  Devil's  fVrit  5  and  finding  the  Wizard's  Anfwers  intri- 
cate and  ambiguous,  he  makes  this  general  Comment  upon 
fuch  fort  of  Intelligence,  as  I  have  reftor'd  the  Text : 

Tbefe  Oracles  are  hardily  attain  d, 

And  hardly  underjiood, 
i.  e.  A  great  Rifque  and  Hazard  is  run  to  obtain  them,  fwx, 
going  to  the  Devil  for  them,  as  'twas  pretended  and  fuppos'd  :) 
and  likewife  the  incurring  fevere  Penalties  by  the  Statute-Law 
againfl  fuch  Pradices  j  and  yet^  after  thefe  hardy  Steps  taken, 
the  Informations  are  fo  perplex'd  that  they  are  hardly  to  be 
^nderflood. 
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ACT  IL 

SCENE,       Sl  Albans. 

Enter  King  Henry,  ^een^  ProteSior^  Cardinal^ 
and  Suffolk,  with  Faulkner 5  hallooing. 

^Margaret. 

BELIEVE  me,  lords,  for  flying  at  the  brook, 
I  faw  not  better  fport  thefe  fev'n  years' day  ; 
Yet,  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high,  . 
And,  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

K.  Henry.  But  what  a  point,  my  lord,  your  Faulcou 
made. 

And  what  a  pitch  fhe  flew  above  the  red  ! 
To  fee  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works  ? 
Yea,  man  and  birds  are  fain  of  climbing  higho 

Suf.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  your  majeily. 
My  lord  Protedor's  Hawks  do  towre  fo  well ; 
They  know,  their  Mafter  loves  to  be  aloft, 
And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  Faulcon's  pitch, 

GIo.  My  lord,  'tis  but  a  bafe  ignoble  mind. 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  foar. 

Car»  I  thought  as  much,  he'd  be  above  the  clouds, 

Glo.  Ay,  my  lord  Cardinal,  how  think  you  by  that? 
Were  it  not  good,  your  Grace  could  fly  to  heav'n  ? 

K.  Henry.  The  treafury  of  everlafting  joy  ! 

Car,  Thy  heaven  is  on  earth,  thine  eyes  and  thoughts. 
Beat  on  a  Crown,  'the  treafure  of  thy  heart : 
Pernicious  Protedlor,  dangerous  Peer, 
That  fmooth'ft  it  fo  with  King  and  Common- weal ! 

Glo.  What,  Card'nal !  Is  your  priefthood  grown  fo 
peremptory  ?  Tant^Jie  animls  Ccelefiibus  ir^  ? 
Churchmen  fo  hot  ?  good  uncle,  hide  fuch  malice. 
With  fuch  Holinefs  can  you  do  it  ? 

^f.  No  malice,  Sir,  no  more  than  well  becomes 
So  good  a  quarrel,  and  fo  bad  a  Peer. 

L.  V,  B  Gh. 
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Glo,  As  who,  my  lord  ? 

Suf.  Why,  as  yourfelf,  my  lord  ; 
An't  like  your  lordly,  lord  Protedorfhip. 

Glo.  Why,  Suffolky  England  knows  thine  infolencc. 

<^  Mar.  And  thy  ambition,  Glo^Jler. 

K.  Henry,  I  pr'ythee,  peace,  good  Queen  j 
And  whet  not  on  thefc  too  too  furious  Peers, 
For  blefled  are  the  peace- makers  on  earth. 

Car,  Let  me  be  blefTed  for  the  peace  I  make> 
A  gain  ft  this  proud  Protestor,  with  my  fword  ! 

Glo,  Faith,  holy  uncle,  'would  'twere  come " 
to  that. 

Car,  Marry,  when  thou  dar'il. 
Glo.  Make  up  no  fadlious  numbers  for  the 

matter,  ^\,4fide^ 
In  thine  own  perfon  anfwer  thy  abufe. 

Car,  Ay,  where  thou  dar'ft  not  peep  :  and 
if  thou  dar'ft, 
This  Evening  on  the  eaft  fide  of  the  grove. 
K.  Henry.  How  now,  my  lords? 
C«r.  Believe  me,  coufin  Glo^Jiery 
Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  fo  fuddenly, 
We'd  had  more  fport  >  Come  with  thy  two-hand 

fword.  (4)  \^JJide  toGlo, 

Glo.  True,  uncle. 

Car.  Are  you  advisM?— The  eaft  fide  of  the  Grove. 
Glo.  Cardinal,  I  am  with  you.  \^AJide. 
K .  Henry,  Why,  how  now,  uncle  Glo'fter  ? 
Glo,  Talking  of  hawking ;  nothing  eife,  my  lord.— 

(4)  Come  nvlth  thy  tivo-band  Sivcrd, 

Glo.  True.  Uncle,  are  ye  ad^vis^d  f  The  Rafi-Jide  of  the  Grove^ 
Cardinal,  I  am  luitb  Tou.']  Thus  is  the  whole  Speech  placM  to 
Clcucefier,  in  all  the  Editions :  but  furely,  with  great  Inadvcr- 
tcTice.  It  is  the  Cardinal,  v/ho  firft  appoints  the  Eaft-fide  of  the 
Crove  for  the  place  of  Duel :  and  how  finely  does  it  exprefs 
the  Rancour  and  Impetuofity  of  the  Cardinal,  for  fear  Glott" 
tefier  (hould  miftake,  to  repeat  the  Appointment,  and  ask  his 
Antagonift  if  he  takes  him  right  !  So  I  have  ventur'd  to  re- 
gulate the  Speeches  j  as  it  improves  a  Beauty,  and  avoids  an 
Abfurdity. 

Kow, 
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Now,  by  God's  mother,  Prieft,  Til  (have  your  crown 
for  this. 

Or  all  my  fence  fhall  fail.  \^4fide. 

Car,  \_JJtde.']  Me  dice  ^  teip/um* 
Protestor,  fee  to't  well,  protedl  yourfelf.  \\QTd.%. 

K.  Henry.  The  winds  grow  high,  fo  do  your  ftomachs. 
How  irkfome  is  this  mufick  to  my  heart  ! 
When  fuch  firings  jar,  what  hopes  of  harmony  ? 
I  pray,  my  lords,  let  me  compound  this  (Irife. 
Enter  One^  crying^  A  Miracle  ! 

Glo,  What  means  this  noife  ? 
Fellow,  what  miracle  doll  thou  proclaim  ? 

One,  A  miracle,  a  miracle ! 

Suf.  Come  to  the  King,  and  tell  him  what  miracle. 

One,  Forfooth,  a  Wind  man  at  St.  Alban'^  fhrine, 
"Within  this  half  hour  hath  received  his  fight ; 
A  man,  that  ne'er  faw  in  his  life  before. 

K.  Henry.  Now  God  be  prais'd,  that  to  believing  fouh 
Gives  light  in  darknefs,  comfort  in  defpair  f 

Enter  the  Mayer  of  St,  Albans,  and  his  brethren^  leaving 
Simpcox  befMeen  tnvo  in  a  chair^  SimpcoxV  ^ife fol- 
lowing. 

Car.  Here  come  the  townfmen  on  procelfion. 
Before  your  Highnefs  to  prefent  the  man. 

K.  Henry.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthly  vale, 
Though  by  his  fight  his  fmbe  multiply'd. 

G!o.  Stand  by,  my  mailers,  bring  him  near  the  King, 
His  Highnefs'  pleafure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

K.  Henry.  Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circumftance. 
That  we,  for  thee,  may  glorify  the  Lo.d, 
What,  haft  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  reftor'd  ? 

Simp.  Born  blind,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Wife.  Ay,  indeed,  was  he. 

Suf  What  woman  is  this  ? 

Wife.  His  wife,  an't  like  your  worlhip. 

Glo.  Had'ft  thou  been  his  mother,  thou  couldft  have 
better  told. 

K.  Henry,  Where  wert  thou  born  ? 

Simp,  At  Berwick  in  the  north,  an't  like  your  Grace. 

B  Z  K.  Hemy. 
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K.  Henry,  Poor  Soul !  God's  goodnefs  hath  been  great 
to  thee  : 

Let  never  day  or  night  unhallowed  pafs, 
But  ftill  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

^een.  Tell  me,  good  fellow,  cara'ft  thou  here  by 
chance. 

Or  of  devotion,  to  this  holy  fhrine  ? 

Simp.  God  knows,  of  pure  devotion  ;  being  called 
A  hundred  times  and  oftner,  in  my  fleep, 
By  good  Saint  who  faid,      SimpcoXy  come;  (5} 

**  Come,  offer  at  my  fhrine,  and  I  will  help  thee. 

Wife.  Molt  true,  forfooth ;  and  many  a  time  and  oft 
Myfelf  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  himfo. 

Car.  What,  art  thou  lame  ? 

Si;;!p.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me  \ 

Suf,  How  cam'il  thou  fo  ? 

Simp.  A  fall  off  of  a  tree. 

IVtfe.  A  plum-tree,  mafler. 

GIo.  How  long  hafl  thou  been  blind  ? 

Simp.  O,  born  To,  mafter. 

Glo.  What,  and  would'fl:  climb  a  tree  ? 

Simp.  But  once  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youths 

Wife.  Too  true,  and  bought  his  climbing  very  dear^ 

Glo.  Mafs,  thou  lov'dft  plums  well,  that  would'll  ven- 
ture fo. 

Simp.  Alas,  good  Sir,  my  wife  defir*d  fome  damfons. 
And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  life. 

Glo.  A  fubtle  knave !  but  yet  it  fhall  not  ferve  : 
Let's  fee  thine  eyes  i  wink  now,  now  open  them  ; 

(5)       '         — -^fvho faidf  Simon,  come; 

Come  offer  at  my  Shrine ^  and  I  zvill  help  thee.]  The  Editlont 
liere  are  all  at  odds  with  the  Hiftory.— For  why,  Simon?  The 
Chronicles,  that  take  notice  of  Glo'pr's  detefting  this  pre- 
tended Miracle,  tell  us,  that  the  Impoflor,  who  aflerted  him- 
felf  to  be  cur'd  of  BUndnefs,  was  callM  Saunder  Simpcox,—- 
Stmon  was  therefore  a  Corruption  thro'  the  Negligence  of  the 
Copyills,  and  continued  by  the  Indolence  of  (he  Editors.  Nor 
have  we  need  of  going  back  to  Chronicles  to  fettle  this  Point, 
fince  our  Poet,  in  the  Courfe  of  this  very  Scene,  gives  us  the 
JeUow'$  Names  correfponden:  with  th«  Hiftory, 

la 
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In  my  opinion,  yet,  thou  fee'ft  not  well. 

Simp.  Yes,  mader,  clear  as  day ;  I  thank  God  and 

Saint  Alhan. 

Gio.  Say 'ft  thou  me  To  ?  what  colour  is  this  cloak  of? 
Simp,  Red,  mafter,  red  as  Wood. 
Glo.  Why,  that's  well  faid  :  what  colour  is  my  gown 
of? 

Simp.  Black,  forfooth,  coal-black,  as  jet. 
K.  Henry.  Why  then  thoa  know'ft  what  colour  jet  is 
of? 

Suf.  And  yet,  I  think,  jet  did  he  never  fee. 
Glo.  But  cloaks  and  gowns,  before  this  day,  a  many- 
Wife*  Never  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life, 
Glo.  Tell  me,  Sirrah,  whaf  s  my  name  ?. 
Simp.  Alas,  mafter,  I  know  not. 
Glo.  What's  his  name  ? 
Simp,  I  know  not. 
Clo.  Nor  his  ? 
Simp,  No,  indeed,  mafter. 
G/<7.  What's  thine  own  name  ? 
Simp.  Saunder  Simpcoxy  an  if  it  pleafe  you*  mafler. 
Gh.  Saundery  fit  there,  the  lying'ft  knave  in  Chriften- 
dom. 

If  thou  hadft  been  born  blind,  ^ 
Thou  might*ft  as  well  know  all  our  names,  as  thus 
To  name  the  feveral  colours  we  do  wear. 
Sight  may  diftingui(h  colours  : 
But  fuddenly  to  nominate  them  all. 
It  is  impolEble. 

My  Lords,  Saint         here  hath  done  a  mirader 
Would  ye  not  think  that  Cunning  to  be  great. 
That  could  reRore  this  cripple  to  his  legs  ? 

Simp,  O  mailer,  that  you  could  ! 

Glo.  My  mailers  of  Saint  Alhansy 
Have  ye  not  beadles  in  your  town,; 
And  things  call'd  whips  ? 

Mayor.  Yes,  my  lord,  if  it  pleafe  your  Grace; 

Glo.  Then  fend  for  one  prefently. 

Mayor,  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  beadle  hither  flraight. 

\^xit  MeJlenger. 
B  3  Gk. 
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Glo.  Now  fetch  me  a  ftool  hither.  Now,  Sirrah,  if 
you  mean  to  fave  ycurfelf  from  whipping,  leap  me  over 
this  ftool,  and  run  away. 

Simp,  Alas,  mafter,  I  am  not  able  to  ftand  alone  :  yoa 
go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

E7tter  a  Beadle  ivith  Whips. 

Glo.  Well,  Sir,  we  muft  have  you  find  your  legs.  Sir- 
rah, beadle,  whip  him  'till  he  leap  over  that  fame  flool. 

Bead.  I  will,  my  lord.  Come  on.  Sirrah,  oiF  with 
yonr  doublet  quickly. 

Simp.  Alas,  mailer,  what  fhall  I  do  ?  I  am  not  able 
to  ftand. 

l^/fer  the  beadle  hath  hit  him  once^  he  leaps  over  the  Jlool 
and  rufjsaojuay ;  and  they  folloiu  and  cry y  A  miracle  I 

K.  Henry,  O  God,  feeft  thou  this,  and  bear'ft  fo  long  ? 

^leen.  It  made  me  laugh  to  fee  the  villain  run. 

Gio.  Follow  the  knave,  and  take  this  drab  away. 

Wife,  Alas,  Sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 

Glo,  Let  them  be  whipt  through  every  market  towHj 
'till  they  come  to  Ber^icky  from  whence  they  came. 

[Exit  Beadle  <ivith  the  Wman% 

Car,  Duke  Humphry  has  done  a  miracle  to  day. 

Suf,  True  ;  made  the  lame  to  leap,  and  fly  away, 

Qlo,  But  you  have  done  more  miracles  than  I  i 
Vou  made  in  a  day,  my  lord,  whole  towns  to  fly. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

K.  Henry,  What  tidings  with  our  coufin  Buckingham  f 
Buck.  Such  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold  : 
A  fort  of  naughty  perfons,  lewdly  bent. 
Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  lady  Eleanor,  the  Protedor's  wife, 
(The  ring- leader  and  head  of  all  this  rout) 
Have  prafiis'd  dangeroufly  againft  your  Hates 
Dealing  wiih  witches  and  with  conjurers, 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fad, 
Raifing  up  wicked  Spirits  from  under  ground  ; 
Demanding  of  King  Henry  %  life  and  death, 
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And  other  of  your  Highnefs'  privy  council^ 
As  more  at  large  yoar  Grace  fliall  underfland. 

Car,  And  fo,  my  lord  Protedor,  by  this  means 
Your  lady  is  forth  coming,  yet  at  London. 
This  news,  I  think,  hath  tiirn'd  your  weapon's  edge. 
'Tis  like,  my  lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

\^/ifide  to  Glo'/ler. 

Glo,  Ambitious  Church-man,  leave  t'  afilid  my  heart  T 
Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanquifh'd  all  my  powers ; 
And  vanquiffi'd  as  I  am,  I  yield  to  thee. 
Or  to  the  mean-eft  groom. 

K.  Hsnry.  O  God,  what  mifchiefs  work  the  wicked 
ones, 

Heaping  confuiion  on  their  own  heads  thereby  ! 

S^.een.  Glo'Jler^  fee  here  the  tainture  of  thy  neft. 
And  look,  thyfelf  be  faultlefs,  thou  wert  beft. 

Glo,  Madam,  for  myfelf,  to  heaven  I  do  appeal, 
How  I  have  lov'd  my  King  and  common -weal  : 
And  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  ftands. 
Sorry  am  I  to  hear  what  I  have  heard  v 
Noble  fhe  is ;  but  if  (he  have  forgot 
Honour  and  Virtue,- and  conversed  with  fuch 
Ae,  like  to  pitch,  defile  Nobility  ; 
I  banifh  her  my  bed  and  company  : 
And  give  her  as  a  prey  to  law  and  fhame^ 
That  hath  dilhonour'd  G  lowers  honed  name, 

K.  Henry.  Well,  for  this  night  we  will  repofe  us  here  i 
To  morrow  toward  London  back  again. 
To  look  into  this  bufinefs  thoroughly. 
And  call  thefe  foul  offenders  to  their  anfwers ; 
And  poife  the  Caufe  in  Juftice'  equal  fcales, 
Whofe  beam  flands  fure,  whofe  rightful  caufe  prevails. 

[Jlourijh.  ExeunK^ 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Duke  of  York';  Palace. 

Enter  York,  Salisbury,  and  Warwick. 
Tork.        O  W,  my  good  lords  of  Salisbury jixid  War^ 

Our  fimple  fupper  ended,  give  me  leave, 

B  4  Ih 
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In  this  clofe  walk  to  fatisfy  myfelf ; 
In  craving  your  opinion  of  my  Title, 
Which  is  infallible,  to  Etjgland'i  Crown. 
Sal.  My  lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  thus  at  full. 
War.  Sweet  Torky  begin  ;  and  if  thy  Claim  be  good. 
The  Ne'vllls  are  tliy  fubjedls  to  command. 

Tork.  Then  thus  : 
'Edixard  the  Third,  my  lords,  had  feven  fons : 
The  fixft,  EdiKjard^kit  black  Prince,  Prince  of  Walts 
The  fecond,  William  of  Hatfield  v  and  the  third, 
Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence  ;  next  to  whom 
Was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  Duke  of  Lancafier ; 
The  fifth  was  Edmond Langley,  Duke  of  Tork  ; 
The  fixth,  was  Thomas  oi  Woodjiock,  Duke  of  Gla'fier 
William  of  Windfor  was  the  feventh  and  laft. 
Edi.vard  the  black  Prince  dy'd  before  his  father^ 
And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  fon. 
Who,  after  Edivard  the  Third's  death,  reign'd  Kingj. 
'Till  Henry.  Bolingbroke,  Duke  of  Lancafier^ 
The  eldeft  fon  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt y 
Crown 'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Seiz'd  on  the  realm  ;  deposed  the  rightful  King  ; 
Sent  his  poor  Queen  to  France  from  whence  fhe  came^' 
j'\nd  him  to  Pom/ret ;  where,  as  all  you  know, 
Harmlefs  King  Richard  traitVoufly  was  murther'd.. 

War.  Father,  the  D«uke  hath  told  the  truth  5 
Thus  got  the  houfe  oi  Lane  after  the  Crown. 

Tork.  Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  and  notby  righti. 
For  Richard  the  firil  fon's  heir  being  dead. 
The  JfTue  of  the  next  fon  Ihould  have  reign'd. 

^al.  But  William  of  Hatfield  dy'd  without  an  heir. 

Tork,  The  third  fon,  Duke. of  Clarence^  from  whofe 
Line 

I  claim  the  Crown^  hadilTue  Thilip,  a  daughter, 
W^ho  married  Edmond  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March 
Edmond  had  iflue  ;  Roger  Earl  of  March  : 
Roger  had  ilTiife,  Edmond,  Anne^  and  Eleanor. 

SaL  T  his  Edmond,  in  the  reign  of  Bolingbroke^ 
As  I  have  read,  laid  Claim  unto  the  Crown  ; 
And,  b\Jii  {or  Q  wsn  Gkndoury  had.beea  King  f 
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Who  kept  him  in  captivity,  till  he  dy'd. 

But  to  the  reft  

York,  His  eldeft  Mer,  Jnney 
My  mother,  being  heir  unto  the  Crown, 
Married  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge ^ 
Who  was  the  fon  to  Edmund  Lemgley^ 
Eduuard  the  third's  fifth  fon. 
By  her  I  claim  the  Kingdom  :  ihe  was  heir 
To  Roger  Earl  of  March,  who  was  the  fon 
OF  Edmund  Mortimer ,  who  married  Philip, 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence. 
So,  if  the  iflue  of  the  elder  fon 
Succeed  before  the  younger,  I  am  King. 

War.  What  plain  proceeding  is  more  plain  than  this?? 
Henry  doth  claim  the  Crown  from  John  of  Gaunt y 
The  fourth  fon  ;  Tork  Kere  claims  it  from  the  third. 
Till  Lionel  ifTiie  fail,  his  fhould  not  reign : 
It  fails  not"yet,  but  flourilheth  in  thee 
And  in  thy  fans,  fair  flips  of  fuch  a  ftock. 
Then,  father  Salisbury,  kneel  we  together/: 
And  in  this  private  Plot  be  we  the  firft; 
That  fhall  falute  our  rightful  Sovereign 
With  honour  of  his  birth- right  to  the  Crown* 

Soth.  Long  live  our  Sov 'reign  Richard,  EngldnJ'i  ^ 
King ! 

TorL  We  thank  you,  lords  :  but  I  am  not  your  King^, 
'Till  I  be  crown'd ;  and  that  my  fword  be  ftain'd 
With  heart- blood  of  the  houfe  of  Lancajier: 
And  that's  not  fuddenly  to  beperform'd. 
But  with  advice  and  lilent  fecrecy. 
Do  you  as  I  do,  in  thefe  dangVous  Days, 
Wink  at  the  Daks  of  Suffolk's  Jnfolence, 
At  Beaufordi  Pride,  at  Somerfet's  Ambition^ 
At  Buckingham,  and  all  the  crew  of  them  ; 
Till  they  have  fnar'd  the  ftiepherd  of' the  flbcki'- 
That  virtuous  Prince,  the  good  Duke  Humphry  i: 
^Tis  that  they  feek ;  and  they  in  feeking  That  ^^ 
Siiall  feek  their  deaths,  if  Tork  td^n  prophcfie, , 

Sal,  Mybrd,  here  break  we  off ;  we  know  your imndi^. 

}^4$r.  My  heart  affures  me,  that  the  Earl  olWrnivick:- 

~  '  B- s  Shall! 


34  9^^^  Second  Part  of 

Shall  one  day  make  the  Duke  oiTork  a  King, 
Tork.  And,  Ne^vil,  this  I  do  aflure  myfelf : 
l^ichard  lhall  live  to  make  the  Earl  of  Warwick 
The  greateil  man  in  England,  but  the  King.  [Exeunt: 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Houfe  near  to  Smithfield. 
So7ivd  Trumpets.    Enter  King  Henry  and  Nobles;  the 

Diitchejsy  Mother  Jordan,  Southwel,  Hume,  and^Q* 

lingbrook,  under  guard. 
K.//^»r)' Q  T  A  N  D  forth,  Dame  Eleanor  Cahham^ 

l5  Ghyer'^s  wife. 

In  figlitof  G(  A  and  us  your  guilt  is  great; 
Keceive  the  fcntence  of  the  law  for  fins. 
Such  as  by  God's  Book  are  adjudg'd  to  death. 
You  four  from  hence  to  prifon*,  back  again  ; 
From  thence  unto  the  place  of  execution  ; 
The  witch  in  Smithfield  (hall  be  burn'd  to  afhes. 
And  you  three  fhall  be  ftrangled  on  the  gallows. 
You,  Madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  born, 
Defpoird  of  your  honour  in  your  life. 
Shall  after  three  days  open  Penance  done. 
Live  in  your  country  here,  in  Banifliment, 
With  Sir  John  Stanley  in  the  I/Ie  of  Man. 

Elean.  Welcome  is  exile,  welcome  were  my  death. 

Glo,  The  law,  thou  feeft,  hath  judg'd  thee,  Eleanor ; 
I  cannot  juftiiie,  whom  law  condemns. 

\Exeunt  Eleanor,  and  the  others,  guarded* 
Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  grief. 
Ah,  Humphry  I  this  difhonour  in  thine  age 
Will  bring  tliy  head  with  forrow  to  the  ground. 
1  befeech  your  Majcfty,  give  me  leave  to  go; 
Sorrow  would  Solace,  and  my  age  would  Eafe. 

Y^,  Henry  Stay  Humphry y  Duke  of  Glo'fieri  erethougO'; 
Give  up  thy  (laff ;  Henty  will  to  himfelf 
Protestor  be^  and  God  (hall  be  my  hope. 
My  flay,  my  guide,  and  lanthorn  to  my  fee?. 
And  go  in  peace,  Humphry,  no  lefs  belov'd. 
Than  when  tbcu  were  Protedlor  to  thy  King. 

Q.  Mar.  I  fee  no  reafon,  why  a  kmg  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  jprotcded  like  a  child  i 

Cod 
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God  and  King  Henry  govern  England's  realm : 
Give  up  your  ftaff.  Sir,  and  the  king  his  realm. 

G/o,  My  HafF?  here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  flafF; 
As  willingly  do  I  the  fame  refign, 
As  e'er  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine  ; 
And  even  as  willing  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it. 
As  others  would  ambitioufly  receive  it. 
Farewel,  good  King;  when  I  am  dead  and  gone. 
May  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne.  [£;^y/GIo'flero 

Q^Mar.  Why,  now  is  HenryKlng,  and  Margret  Queen* 
And  Humphry,  Duke  of  Glower,  fcarce  himfelf, 
That  bears  fo  (hrevvd  a  maim  ;  two  pulls  at  once;, 
His  lady  banifh'd,  and  a  limb  loptofF: 
This  ftafF  of  honour  raught,  there  let  it  (land. 
Where  belt  it  fits  to  be,  in  H^«ry's  hand. 

Suf,  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine,  and  hangs  his  fprayes;. 
Thus  Eleanors  pride  dies  in  her  younger  days. 

Tork..  Lords,  let  him  go.    Pleafe  it  your  Majefty, 
This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  combat, 
And  ready  are  th*  appellant  and  defendant. 
The  armourer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lifts. 
So  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  behold  the  fight. 

Q.Mi3r.  Ay,  good  my  lord;  for  purpofely  therefore 
Left  I  the  court,  to  fee  this  quarrel  try'd. 

K.  Henry.  A'  God's  name,  fee  the  lifts  and  all  things  fit  i  - 
Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  guard  the  right! 

TorL  I  never  fawa  fellow  worfe  beftead. 
Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  th'  appellant! 
The  Servant  of  the  armourer,  my  lords. 

Enter  at  one  door  the  ar^nourer  and  his  neighlom^s,  drinks 
ingto  htm  fo  much,  that  he  is  drunk  ;  and  he  enters  wtb 
a  drum  before  him,  and  his  Jlaff  ^ith  a  /and  bag  fan- 
ned to  it  f  SJ  i  and  at  the  other  door  his  rnan,  nvith  a 
drum  and  fand'bag^  and pnntices  drinking  to  him, 

\.  Neigh  Herei  neighbour  Horner,  I  drink  to  you  m 

a  cup 

{€)  JVitb  aS^M'hz^  fajien'd  to  it.l  As,  according  to  the 
OlijUaws  of.nCiels,.KViightS:Were.to  fight  with  the  Lance  and 
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a  cup  of  fack;  and  fear  not,  neighbour,  you  lhall  do 
well  enough. 

2  Neigb,  And  here,  neighbour,  here's  a  cup  of  char* 
neco. 

3  Neigh.  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  double  beer,  n-eigh- 
bour;  drink,  and  fear  not  your  man. 

Jrm.  Let  it  come,  iTaith,  and  ril  pledge  you  all; 
and  a  fig  for  Peter. 

1  Pren.  Here,  Petery  I' drink  to  thce^  and  be  not 
afraid. 

2  Preft,  Be  merry,  Peter^  and  fear- not"  thy  mafter; 
fight  for  the  credit  of  the  prentices. 

Peter,  1  thank  you  all;  drink,  and  pray  for  me^  I 
pray  you ;  for,  I  think,  I  have  taken  my  lait  draught  in 
this  world.  Here,  Robin:  if^  I  die^  1  give  thee  my  a- 
pron  J  and.  Will,  thou  ihalt  have  my  hammer  ^  and  here, 
^om,  take  all  the  money  that  I  have.  O  lord,  blefs  me 
J  pray  God  ;  for  I  am  never  able  to  deal  with  my  ma- 
iler, he  hath  learnt  fo  much  fence  already. 

Sal.  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to  blowSr 
Sirrah,  what's  thy  name? 

Peter.  Peter,  forfooth. 

Sal.  Peter?  what  more  ? 

Peter.  Thump. 

Sal.  Thump  F  Then  fee  thou  thump  thy  mafler  well. 

Jrm.  Mailers,  I  am  come  hither  as  it  were  upon  my 
man's  infligation,  to  prove  him  a  knave  and  myfelf  an 
honeil  man  :  and  touching  the  Duke  of  Tork,  I  will  takle 
my  death  I  never  meant  him  any  ill,  nor  the  King,  nor 
the  Queen  ;  and  therefore,  Peter,  have  at  thee  with  a 
downright  blow. 

Tork.  Difpatch :  this  knave's  tongue  begins  to  double. 
Sound  trumpets ;  alarum  to*  the  combatants. 

[They  fght,  and  Peter  Jirikes  him  doivn. 

Sword  ;  fo  thofe  of  inferior  Rank  fought  with  an  Ebon  Staff  or 
Battoon,  to  the  farther  end  of  which  was  fix'd  a  Bag  cram'd 
hard  with  Sand.  To  this  euftom  Hudibrai  has  alluded  in  thefe 
humourous  Lines  : 

Engaged  ^itb  Money-bags,  as  bold 

As  Men  tvitb  Sand  bags  did  cf  old,         Mr»  fFarburton, 
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jfrm.  Hold,  Pefer,  hold ;  I  confefs,  I  confefa  treafon. 

[Dies. 

Thrk.  Take  away  his  weapon:  felldw,  thank  God, 
and  the  good  wine  in  thy  mafter's  way. 

Peur.  O  God,  have  J  overcoma  mine  enemy  in  this 
prefence  ? 
O  Peter,  thou  haft  prevaiPd  in  right. 

K.  Henry.  Go,  take  hence  that  traitor  from  our  fight, . 
For  by  his  death  we  do  perceive  his  guilt. 
And  God  in  juftice  hath  reveal'd  to  us 
The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fell6w. 
Which  he  had  thought  to  murder  wrongfully.' 
Come,  fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  reward.  [ExeunU 

S  G  E  N  E,  the  Strett. 

Enter  Duke  Humphry  and  his  Men^  in  Mourning  Cloahi 

G/c7. ^nr^H US  fom€times  hath  the  hright^ft  day  a. 

X  cloud ; . 

And,  after  fummer,  evermore  fuccecds 
The  barren  winter  with  his  nipping  cold ; 
So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  feafons  fleet,^ 
Sirs,  what's  a'clock? 
Ser^,  Ten,  my  Lord. 

Glo,  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me. 
To  watch  the  coming  of  my  punilh'd  dutchefs: 
tinneath  may  ihe  endure  the  flinty  ftreets, 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender  feeling  feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  noble  mind. a- brook 
The  abje£l  people  gazing  on  thy  face. 
With  envious  looks  ftill  laughing  at  thy  ihame  5 
That  erft  did  follow  thy  proud  chariot  wheels. 
When  thou  didft  ride  in  triumph  thro'  the  ftreetSo 
But  foft ! '  I  think  fhe  comes ;  and  I'll  prepare 
My  tear-ftain'd  eyes  to  fee  her  miferies. 
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Enter  the  Dut chefs  in  a  ^hite  Sheets  and  a  Taper  burning 
in  her  hand,  ^ith  Sir  John  Stanley,  a  Sheriff  and 
Officers. 

Serv.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  we'll  take  her  from  the  * 
Sheriff. 

Glo.  No,  ftir  not  for  yoiir  lives,  let  her  pafs  by. 

Elcan.  Come  you,  my  lord,  ta  fee  my  apen  (hame  > 
Now  thou  doll  penance  too.   Look,  liow  they  gaze ! 
See,  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point. 
And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on  thee  ! 
Ah,  Glofier^  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks ; 
And  in  thy  clofet  pent  up,  rue  my  fliame. 
And  ban  our  enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

Glo,  Be  patient,  gentle  iV^//;  forget  this  grief. 

Elean,  Ah !  Glofter^  teach  me  to  forget  myfelf': 
.For  vvhilft  I  think  1  am  thy  marry 'd  wife, 
"  And  thou  a  prince,  protedlor  of  this  land  ; 
Methinks  I  fhould  not  thus  be  led  along, 
Maird  up  in  fhame,  with  papers  on  my  back ; 
And  follow'd  with  a  rabble,  that  rejoice 
To  fee  my  tears,  and  hear  my  deep-fetch*d  groan?,. 
The  ruthlefs  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  feet  ^ 
And  when  I  ftart,  the  cruel  people  laugh 
And  bid  me  be  advifed  how  I  tread. 
Ah!  Humphry i  can  I  bear  this  fliameful  yoak? 
Trow'ft  thou,  that  e'er  Til  look  upon  the  world. 
Or  count  them  happy,  that  enjoy  the  fun  ? 
No :  dark  fhall  be  my  light,  and  night  my  day^ 
To  think  upon  iriy  pomp,  (hall  be  my  hell. 
Sometime  I'll  fay,  I  am  Duke //i^»5r/^r)''s  wife. 
And  he  a  prince,  and  ruler  of  the  land  : 
Yet  fo  he  ruPd,  and  fuch  a  prince  he  was, 
That  he  flood  by,  whilft  I,  his  forlorn  dutcheis, 
Was  made  a  wonder  and  a  pointing- Itock 
To  every  idle,  rafcal  follov/er. 
But  be  thou  mild,,  and  blufh  not  at  my  fhame^ 
Nor  ftir  at  nothing,,  till  the  ax  of  death 
Hang  over  thee,  as,  fure,  it  Ihortly  will. 
For  Suffolk f  (lie,  that  can  do  all  in  all. 


King  H  E  N  R  y  VI.  3  j 

With  her,  that  hatcth  thee  and  hates  us  all) 

And  Torky  and  impious  Beaufordy  that  falfe  pricil. 

Have  all  lim'd  buihes  to  betray  thy  wings ; 

And  fly  thou,  how  thou  canft,  they'll  tangle thcc: 

But  fear  not  thou,  until  thy  foot  be  fnar'd. 

Nor  never  feek  prevention  of  thy  foes. 

Glo,  Ah,  }^elly  forbear;  thou  aimed  all  awry. 
I  muft  offend,  before  I  be  attainted  : 
And,  had  \  twenty  times  fo  many  foes, 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power. 
All  thefe  could  not  procure  me  any  fcathe. 
So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimelefs. 
Wouldil  have  me  refcue  thee  from  this  reproach  I 
Why,  yet  thy  fcandal  were  not  wip'd  away  ; 
But  f  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greatell  help  is  quiet,  gentle  l^ell: 
I  pray  thee,  fort  thy  heart  to  patience ; 
Thefe  few  days'  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn. 

Enter  a  Herald, 

Her,  I  fummon  your  Grace  to  his  Majefty's  parliamcftfe 
holden  at  Bury^  the  firft  of  this  next  month. 

Glo,  And  my  confent  ne'er  ask'd  herein  before  \ 
This  is  clofe  dealing.    Well,  I  will  be  there  ; 

{Exit  Herald, 
My  mlU  I  take  my  leave :  and,  mailer  Sheriff, 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  King's  commifhon. 
^her,  An't  pleafe  your  Grace,  here  my  commiffioa 
Hays : 

And  Sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now. 
To  take  her  with  htm  to  the  IJle  of  Man. 

Glo,  Mull  you.  Sir  Jehn^  protedl  my  lady  here  ? 

Stan*  So  am  I  giv'n  in  charge,  may't  pleafe  youi 
Grace. 

Glo\  Entreat  her  not  the  worfe,  in  that  I  pray 
You  ufe  her  well ;  the  world  may  laugh  again  i 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindnefs,  if 
You  do  it  her :  and,  fo.  Sir  Jobuy  fareweh 

Eiean^^yflidii  gone,  my  lord^  and  bid  me  not  farewel  I 
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GIo.  Witnefs  my  tears,  I  cannot  ftay  to  fpeak. 

{Exit  Glouceffcn 

Elean.  Art  thou  gone  too?  all  comfort  go  with  thcei. 
For  none  abides  with  me  !  my  joy  is  death  ; 
Death,  at  whofe  name  I  oft  have  been  afraid,. 
Becaufe  I  wilh'd  this  world's  eternity. 
Stanley y  I  pr'ythee,  go  and  take  me  hence, 
I  care  not  whither,  for  J  beg  no  favour ; 
Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 

Stan.  Why,  Madam,  that  is  to  the  ^^of  Mani 
There  to  be  usM  according  to  your  rtate. 

Elean.  T  hat's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  reproach  : 
And  Oia  I'l  then  be  us'd  reproachfully? 

Stan.  No;  like  a  Dutchefs,  and  Duke  Humfhrft^ 
lady. 

According  to  that  (late  you  (hall  be  us'd. 

Elean.  Sheriff,  farewel,  and  better  than  T fare  ; . 
Although  thou  haft  been  conduct  of  my  fhame. 

Sher,  It  is  my  office ;  madam,  pardon  me. 

Elean.  Ay,  ay,  farewel ;  thy  office  is  difcharg'd. 
Come,  Stanley^  fhallwego? 

Stan.  Madam,  your  penance  done,  throw  ofF  thi5; 
fheet. 

And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  journey. 

Elean.  My  fhame  will  not  be.fhifted  with  my  (heet: 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richeft  robes. 
And  fhew  itfelf,  attire  me  how  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way,  I  long  to  fee  my  prifon.  \Exeunu 
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ACT  IIL 
S  C  E  N  E,  ^/  Bury. 

Enter  King  Henry,  ^ueen,  Cardinal^  Suffolk,  York, 
Buckingham,    Salisbury  and  Warwick,,  to  ihi 
Parliament, 

K.  H  E  N  R  IT. 

IMufe,  my  lord  of  Glower  is  not  come  : 
*Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmoft  man, 
Whatever  occafion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 
Mar,  Can  you  not  fee  ?  or  will  you  not  obferVe^^ 
The  ttrangenefs  of  his  alter'd  countenance  I 
With  what  a  majefty  he  bears  himfel^ 
How  infolent  of  late  he  is  become. 
How  peremptory  and  unlike  himfelf ! 
We  know  the  time,  fince  he  was  mild  and  affable  i» 
And,  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  look. 
Immediately  he  was  upon  his  knee ; 
That  all  the  court  admir'd  him  for  fubmiffion. 
But  meet  him  now,  and  be  it  in  the  morn^ 
When  ev'ry  one  will  give  the  time  of  day. 
He  knits  his  brow  and  fhews  an  angry  eye 
And  palTeth  by  with  ftiff  unbowed  knee, 
Difdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Small  curs  are  not  regarded,  when  they  grin  ; 
But  great  men  tremble,  when  the  lion  roars  5 
And  Humphry  is  no  little  man  in  England, 
Firft  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  dcTccnt  ; 
And,  (hould  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount. 
Me  feemeth  then,  it  is  no  policy^ 
(Refpeding  what  a  i^nc'rous  mind  he  bears. 
And  his  advantage  following  your  deceafe) 
That  he  Ihould  come  about  your  royal  perfon, 
©r  be  admitted  to  your  Highnefs'  council. 
By  flatj'ry  hath  he  wpn  the  common  hearts : 

Ani 
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And  when  he'll  pleafe  to  make  commotion, 

*Tis  to  be  fear'd,  they  all  will  follow  him. 

Now  *tis  the  fpring,  and  weeds  are  (hallow- rooted. 

Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'er- grow  the  garden  ; 

And  choakthe  herbs  for  want  of  husbandry. 

The  reverent  care,  I  bear  unto  my  lord. 

Made  me  colledl  thefe  dangers  in  the  Duke. 

If  it  be  fond,  call  it  a  woman's  fear : 

Which  fear,  if  better  reafons  can  fupplant, 

I  will  fubfcribe,  and  fay,  I  wrong'd  the  Duke. 

My  Lords  of  Stifolk,  Buckingham,  and  York, 

Reprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can ; 

Or  elfe  conclude  my  words  efFedluaL 

Suf,  Well  hath  your  Highnefs  feen  into  this  Duke, 
And,  had  I  iirft  been  put  to  fpeak  my  mind, 
I  think,  I  fliould  have  told  your  Grace's  tale. 
The  Dutchefs,  by  his  fubornation, 
Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilifh  praftices : 
Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  thofe  faults. 
Yet,  by  reputing  of  his  high  defcent. 
As  next  the  King  he  was  fucceffive  heir. 
And  fuch  high  vaunts  of  his  nobility. 
Did  inftigate  the  bedlam  brain-fick  Dutchefs 
By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  fov'reign's  fall. 
Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep  $ 
And  in  his  (imple  ftiew  he  harbours  treafon. 
The  fox  barks  not,  when  he  would  ileal  the  lamb. 
No,  no,  my  Sovereign  ;  Glo^Jier  is  a  man 
Unfounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 

Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law, 
Devife  ftrange  deaths  for  fmall  offences  done  ? 

Yori,  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protedorfhip. 
Levy  great  fums  of  mony  through  the  realm 
For  foldiers'  pay  in  Trance,  and  never  fent  it  ? 
By  means  whereof,  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 

Buck.  Tut,  thefe  are  petty  faults  to  faults  unknown 5 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  fmooth  T>nke  Humphry. 

K.  He?iry.  My  Lords,  at  once;  the  care  you  have 
of  us. 

To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot. 
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Is  worthy  praife  ;  but  lhall  I  fpeak  my  confcience  ? 

Our  kinfman  Glofter  is  as  innocent 

Prom  meaning  treafon  to  our  royal  perfon. 

As  is  the  fucking  lamb  or  harmlcfs  dove  : 

The  Duke  is  virtuous,  mild,  and  too  well  given 

To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfal. 

Mar.  Ah  !  what's  more  dang  rous  than  this  fond 
affiance  ? 

Seems  he  a  dove  ?  his  feathers  are  but  borrowed ; 
For  he's  difpofed  as  the  hateful  Raven. 
Js  he  a  lamb  ?  his  skin  is,  furely,  lent  him  ; 
For  he's  inclin'd  as  is  the  ravenous  wolf. 
Who  cannot  fteal  a  fhape,  that  means  deceit  \ 
Take  heed,  my  Lord  ;  the  welfare  of  us  all 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  fhort  that  fraudful  man« 

Enter  Somerfet. 
Som,  All  health  unto  my  gracious  Sovereign  I 
K.  Henry,  Welcome,  hoxA  Somerfet ;  what  news  from 
France  ? 

Som.  That  all  yourint'reft  in  thofe  territories 
Is  utterly  bereft  you  ;  all  is  loft. 
K.  Henry.  Cold  news.  Lord  Somerfet ;  but  God's  will 
be  done  I 

York^  Cold  news  for  me  :  for  I  had  hope  of  Trance y 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England, 
Thus  are  my  bloffoms  blafted  in  the  bud. 
And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away. 
But  I  will  remedy  this  gear  ere  long. 
Or  fell  my  title  for  a  glorious  grave.  \^Afidei 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Gh,  All  happinefs  unto  my  Lord  the  King  ! 
Pardon,  my  Liege,  that  I  have  ftaid  fo  long. 

Suf  Nay,  Gloftery  know,  that  thou  art  come  tOQ 
foon, 

Unlefs  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art ; 
I  do  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon  here. 

Glo,  Well,  Suffolk,  yet  thou  lhaltnot  feemeblulh. 
Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  Arreft  : 
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A  heart  unfpotted  is  not  eafily  daunted. 
The  pureft  fpring  is  not  fo  free  from  mud. 
As  I  am  clear  from  treafon  to  my  Sovereign. 
Who  can  accufe  me?  wherein  am  I  guilty  ? 

York.  'Tis  thought,  my  Lord,  that  you  took  bribes  of 
France  ; 

And,  being  prote6lor,  (laid  the  foldiers'  pay  ; 
By  means  whereof  his  Highnefs  hath  loft  France, 

Glo,  Is  it  but  thought  fo?  what  are  they,  that  think  it? 
I  never  robb'd  the  foldiers  of  their  pay, 
Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 
So  help  me,  God  \  as  I  have  watch'd  the  night 
Av,  right  by  night,  in  ftudying  good  for  England^ 
Tnat  doit  that  e*er  I  wrefted  from  the  King, 
Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  ufe. 
Be  brought  againft  me  at  my  trial  day  f 
No ;  many  a  pound  of  my  own  proper  ftore; 
Becaufe  \  would  not  tax  the  needy  commons^ 
Have  I  dif  purfcd  to  the  garrifons,. 
And  never  ask*d  for  rcftitution. 

Car.  It  ferves  you  well,  my  Lord*,  to  fay  fo  much*. 

Gh  I  fay  no  more  than  truth,  fo  help  me,  God  I 

York.  In  your  protedorfhip  you  did  devife 
Strange  tortures  for  offenders,  never  heard  of; 
That  England  was  defam'd  by  tyranny. 

GIq.  Why,  'tis  well  known,  that,  whiles  I  was  prOi' 
tedor. 

Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me : 

For  I  fliould  melt  at  an  offender's  tears ; 

And  lowly  words  were  ranfom  for  their  fault : 

Unlefs  it  were  a  bloody  murtherer, 

Or  foul  felonious  thief  that  fleec'd  poor  paffcngers^ 

I  never  gave  them  condign  punifliment. 

Murther,  indeed,  that  bloody  fin,  I  tortur'd 

Above  the  felon,  or  what  trefpafs  elfe. 

Suf.  My  lord,  thefe  faults  are  eafie,  quickly  anfv/er'd^: 
But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  unto  your  charge. 
Whereof  you  cannot  eafily  purge  yourfelf. 
I  do  arreft  you  in  his  Highnefs'  name, 

here  commie  you  to  my  Lord  Cardinal 
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To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  tryal. 

K.Henry.  My  Lord  of  GUyer,  'tis  my  fpecial  hope. 
That  you  will  clear  yourfelf  from  all  fufpicion ; 
My  confcience  tell*  me,  you  are  innocent. 

G/o.  Ah,  gracious  Lord,  thefe  days  are  dangerous : 
Virtue  is  choak'd  with  foul  ambition. 
And  charity  chas'd  hence  by  Rancor's  hand; 
Foul  fubornation  is  predominant. 
And  equity  cxil'd  your  Highnefs'  Land. 
I  know,  their  complot  is  to  have  my  life  : 
And,  if  my  death  might  make  this  Jfland  happy. 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 
I  would  expend  it  with  all  willingnefs. 
But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play: 
For  thoufapds  more,  that  yet  fufpedt  no  peril. 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy. 
Bsau/or^s  red  fparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart's  malice 
And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow  his  formed  hate ;  ' 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburthens  with  his  tongue 
The  envious  load  that  lies  upon  his  heart  : 
And  dogged  Tork,  that  reaches  at  the  moon, 
Whofe  over- weening  arm  I  have  pluck'd  back. 
By  falfe  accufe  doth  level  at  my  life. 
And  you,  my  fovereign  lady,  with  the  reft, 
Caufelefs  have  laid  difgraces  on  my  head  ; 
And  with  your  bed  endeavour  have  ULixi'd  up. 
My  liefeit  Liege  to  be  mine  enemy : 
Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together  ; 
(Myfelf  had  notice  of  your  conventicles) 
And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltlefs  life, 
1  (hall  not  want  falfe  witnefs  to  condemn  me. 
Nor  {lore  of  treafons  to  augment  my  guilt ; 
The  antient  proverb  will  be  well  effedcd, 
^  fi^ff     ([uickly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

Cay.  My  Liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable. 
If  thofe,  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  perfon 
From  treafon's  fecret  knife  and  traitor^s  rage. 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid  and  rated  at. 
And  the  olFender  granted  fcope  of  fpeech, 
Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your  Gi-acc* 
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Suf,  Hath  he  not  twit  our  fovereign  lady  here 
With  ignominious  words,  though  darkly  couch t  ? 
As  if  flie  had  fuborned  fome  to  fvvear 
Falfe  allegations,  to  overthrow  his  ftate. 

Q.  Mar.  But  I  can  give  the  lofer  leave  to  chide. 

Glo,  Far  truer  fpoke,  than  meant ;  I  lofe  indeed  j 
Befhrew  the  winners,  for  they  play'd  me  falfe ; 
And  well  fuch  lofers  may  have  leave  to  fpeak. 

Buck.  HeM  wreft  the  fenfe,  and  hold  us  here  all  day. 
Lord  Cardinal,  he  is  your  prifoner. 

Car.  Sirs,  take  away  the  Duke,  and  guard  him  fure. 

Glo,  Ah,  thus  King  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch. 
Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  body ; 
Thus  is  the  fhepherd  beaten  from  thy  fide  j 
And  wolves  are  gnarling,  who  (hall  gnaw  thee  firft. 
Ah,  that  my  fear  were  falfe  !  ah,  that  it  were ! 
For,  good  King  Henry,  thy  decay  I  fear.  [Exit,  guarded. 

K.  Henry.  My  lords,  what  to  your  wifdom  feemethbeft. 
Do  or  undo,  as  if  our  felf  were  here. 

Q.  Mar,  What,  will  your  Highnefs  leave  the  Par- 
liament ? 

K.  Henry,  Ay,  Margaret ;  my  heart  is  drowned  with 
Whofe  flood  begins  to  flow  within  my  eyes ;  [grief. 
My  body  round  engirt  with  mifery  : 
For  what's  more  miferable  than  difcontent  ? 
Ah,  uncle  Humphry^  in  thy  face  I  fee 
The  map  of  honour,  truth,  and  loyalty; 
And  yet,  good  Humphry,  is  the  hour  to  come. 
That  e'er  I  proved  thee  falfe,  or  fear'd  thy  faith ; 
What  lowering  ftar  now  envies  thy  eftate  ? 
That  thefe  great  Lords,  and  Margaret  our  Queen, 
Po  feek  fubverfion  of  thy  harmlefs  hfe. 
That  never  didft  them  wrong,  nor  no  man  wrong. 
And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  calf. 
And  binds  the  wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  ftrives,  (7) 

(7)  And  as  the  Butcher  takes  a*ivay  the  Calf, 

And  binds  the  ivretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  ftraysj  But 
how  can  it  J^ray^  when  it  is  hound?  The  Poet  certainly  intend- 
ed, when  it  Jirives^  i.  e.  when  it  druggies  to  get  loofe.  And 
fo  he  elfewhere  employs  this  Word,  Dr^  Thirlhy, 

Bearing 
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Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  flaughter-houfe : 

Even  lb,  remorflefs,  have  they  borne  him  hence. 

And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down. 

Looking  the  way  her  harmlefs  young  one  went. 

And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darhng  lofs  : 

Even  fo my felf  bewail  good  Gld fieri  cafe 

With  fad  unhelpful  tears ;  and  with  dim'd  eyes 

Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good  : 

So  mighty  arc  his  vowed  enemies. 

His  fortunes  I  will  weep,  and  'twixt  each  groan 

Say,  who's  a  traitor  ?  Glofter  he  is  none. 

Q.  Mar,  Free  Lords,  cold  fnow  melts  with  the  fon's 
hot  beams. 
Henry  my  Lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs. 
Too  full  of  foolifh  pity  :  Glofterh  (hew 
Beguiles  him  as  the  mournful  crocodile 
With  forrow  fnares  relenting  paffengers  : 
Or  as  the  fnake,  roU'd  in  a  flowry  bank. 
With  fhining  checkered  flough,  doth  iting  a  child 
That  for  the  beauty  thinks  it  excellent. 
Believe  me.  Lords,  were  none  more  wife  than  I, 
(And  yet  herein  I  judge  my  own  wit  good) 
This  Gld^fier  (hould  be  quickly  rid  the  world. 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Car,  That  he  (hould  die,  is  worthy  policy  ; 
But  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  death  : 
'  Pis  meet,  he  be  condemned  by  courfe  of  law. 

Suf  But,  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policy : 
The  King  will  labour  ftill  to  fave  his  life. 
The  commons  haply  rife  to  fave  his  life. 
And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  argument. 
More  than  miftruft,  that  fhews  him  worthy  death. 

Tork,  So  that,  by  this,  you  would  not  have  him  die. 

Suf,  Ah,  York,  no  man  alive  fo  fain  as  L 

York,  *Tis  Yorky  that  hath  more  reafon  for  his  death. 
But,  my  Lord  Cardinal,  and  you,  my  lord  o^Suffolki 
Say  as  you  think,  and  fpe^k  it  from  your  fouls  : 
Were*  t  not  all  one*  an  empty  eagle  were  fet 
To  guard  the  chicken  from. a  hungry  kite. 
As  place  Duke  Humphry  for  the  King's  protcftor  ? 
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Q.  Mar,  So  the  poor  chicken  ftiould  be  fure  of  death. 

Suf,  Madam,  'tis  true  ;  and  wer't  not  madncfs,  then, 
To  make  the  fox  furveyor  of  the  fold  ? 
Who  being  accus'd  a  crafty  murtherer. 
His  guilt  fhould  be  but  idly  ported  over, 
Becaufe  his  purpofe  is  not  executed. 
No  ;  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox. 
By  nature  prov'd  an  enemy  to  the  flock ; 
Before  his  chaps  be  ftain'd  with  crimfon  blood. 
As  Humphry  prov'd  by  reafons  to  my  Liege ; 
And  do  not  ftand  on  quillets  how  to  flay  him  : 
Be  it  by  ginns,  by  fnares,  by  fubtilty. 
Sleeping  or  waking,  'tis  no  matter  how. 
So  he  be  dead ;  for  that  is  good  deceit. 
Which  mates  him  firft,  that  firft  intends  deceit. 

Qj\4ar.  Thxict  nohlQ  Suffolk,  'tis  refolutely  fpoke. 

Suf.  Not  refolute,  except  fo  much  were  done; 
For  things  are  often  fpoke,  and  feldom  meant; 
But  that  my  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue. 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious. 
And  to  preferve  my  Sovereign  from  his  foe. 
Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  prieft. 

Car,  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  lord  of  SuffofK. 
%e  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  prieft  ; 
Say  you  confent,  and  cenfure  well  the  deed. 
And  I'll  provide  his  executioner, 
I  tender  fo  the  fafety  of  my  Liege, 

Su/.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  doing. 

Q.  Mar.  And  fo  fay  I. 

fork.  And  I :  And  now  we  three  have  fpoke  it. 
It  skills  not  greatly,  who  impugns  our  doom. 

Enier  a  Poft, 

Poft.  Great  lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  amain. 
To  fignifie  that  Rebels  there  are  up, 
And  put  the  Englijhmen  unto  the  fword  : 
Send  fuccours,  lords,  and  flop  the  rage  betime. 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable ; 
For  tbeing  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 
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Car.  A  breach,  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  Stop  ! 
What  counfel  give  you  in  this  weighty  caufe  ? 

York.  That  Sojnerfet  be  fent  a  Regent  thither  : 
'Tis  meet,  that  lucky  ruler  be  employ'd  : 
Witnefs  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France,         ■■  ^ 

Som.  UTork,  with  all  his  far- fetched  policy. 
Had  been  the  Regent  there  inftead  of  me, 
JHe  never  would  have  ftaid  in  France  fo  long. 
,    Tork.  No,  not  to  lofe  it  all,  as  thou  haft  done  : 
I  rather  would  have  loft  my  life  betimes. 
Than  bring  a  burthen  of  diftionour  home. 
By  ftaying  there  fo  long,  till  all  were  loft. 
Shew  me  one  fear,  charader'd  on  thy  skin  : 
Men's  flefti  prcferv'd  fo  whole,  do  feldom  win. 

Q;.  Mar.  Nay  then,  this  fpark  will  prove  a  raging  fircr. 
If  wind  and  fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with  : 
No  more,  good  York ;  fweet  Somerfet,  be  ftilL 
Thy  fortune,  York,  hadft  thou  been  Regent  there. 
Might  happily  have  prov'd  farworfe  than  his. 

York.  What,  worfe  than  nought  ?  nay,  then  a  ftiamc 
take  all! 

Som.  And,  in  the  number,  thee  that  wiflieft  fhame  ^ 

Car.  My  lord  of  York,  try  what  your  fortune  is  i 
Th'  uncivil  Kerns  of  Ireland  arc  in  arms. 
And  temper  clay  with  blood  of  Englijhmen. 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  of  men, 
Colleded  choicely  from  each  county  fome. 
And  try  your  hap  againft  the  Irijhmen? 

York,  I  will,  my  lord,  fo  pleafe  his  Majefty; 

Suf.  Why,  our  Authority  is  his  confent  i 
And  what  we. do  eftablifh,  he  confirms  ; 
Then,  noble  York,  take  thou  this  task  in  hand. 

York.  I  am  content :  provide  me  foldiers,  lords, 
Whilft  I  take  order  for  mine  own  affairs. 

Suf.  A  charge,  lord  York,  that  I  will  fee  perform'd  : 
But  now  return  we  to  the  falfe  Duke  Humphry. 

Car.  No  more  of  him  ;  for  I  will  deal  with  him, 
s    That  henceforth  he  ftiall  trouble  us  no  more  : 
And  fo  break  off :  the  day  is  almoft,  fpent : 
Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  muft  talk  of  that  event. 

Vol.  V.  C  Tsrk. 
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York.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  days 
At  Brijlol  I  cxpedl  my  Ibldiers  \ 
For  there  Til  Ihip  them  all  for  Ireland. 

Suf.  ril  fee  it  truly  done,  my  lord  of  Tork.  [Exeunt. 

Manet  York. 

Tork.  Now,  Tork,  or  never,  fteel  thy  fearful  thoughts, 

And  change  mifdoubt  to  refolution  : 

Be  that  thou  hop'll  to  be,  or  what  thou  art 

Refign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  th'  enjoying  : 

Let  pale-fac'd  fear  keep  with  the  mean- born  man. 

And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart. 

Faller  than  fpring- time  fhow'rs,  comes  thought  on  thought, 

And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  dignity. 

IV] y  brain,  more  bufie  lhan  the  laboring  fpider, 

Weaves  tedious  fnares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 

Well,  Nobles,  well ;  'tis  politickly.done. 

To  fend  me  packing  with  an  hoft  of  men  : 

I  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  Harved  Snake, 

Who,  chenlh'd  in  your  breaft,  will  lling  your  hearts, 

''Twas  men  1  lacked,  and  you  will  give  them  me; 

1  take  it  kindly  :  yet  be  well  afiur'd. 

You  put  lliarp  weapons  in  a  mad-man's  hands. 

Whilil  I  in  Ireland  nourifh  a  mrghty  band,  • 

1  will  ilir  up  in  England  fome  black  florm,  . 

Shall  blow  ten  thouland  fouls  to  heav'n  or  hell. 

And  this  fell  tempeft  (hall  not  ceafe  to  rage. 

Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head, 

(Like  to  the  glorious  fun^s  tranfparent  beams,) 

Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-brain'd  flaw. 

And,  for  a  minil^er  of  my  intent, 

I  have  feduc'd  a  headlVrong  Kentijh  man, 

■  'John  Cade  of  Afrfordy  •  ■ 

To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  can,  ..^o 

Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer.  v  ;i  luH 

In  Ireland  have  I  feen  this  ftubborn  Cade 

Oppofe  liimfelf  againft  a  troop  of  Kerns ; 

And  fought  fo  long,  till  that  his  thighs  with  darts 

Were  almoft  like  a  (harp-quiird  porcupine : 

And, 
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And,  in  the  end  being  refcu'd,  I  have  feen 

Him  caper  upright  like  a  wild  Morifco, 

Shaking  the  bloody  darts,  as  he  his  bells. 

Full  often,  like  a  fhag-hair'd  crafty  Kern, 

Hath  he  converfed  with  the  enemy; 

And  undifcover'd  come  to  me  again. 

And  giv'n  me  notice  of  their  villanies. 

This  devil  here  (hall  be  my  fubftitute; 

For  that  John  Mortimer^  which  now  is  dead. 

In  face,  in  gate,  in  fpeech  he  doth  refemble. 

By  this,  I  (hall  perceive  the  Commons'  mind  ; 

How  they  afFed  the  Houfe  and  Claim  of  Tork. 

Say,  he  be  taken,  rack'd  and  tortured ; 

I  know,  no  pain,  they  can  inflidl  upon  him, 

Will  make  him  fay,  I  mov'd  him  to  thofe  arms. 

Say,  that  he  thrive  ;  as  'tis  great  like,  he  will  ; 

Why,  then,  from  Ireland  come  I  with  my  ftrength^ 

And  reap  the  harvefl  which  that  rafcal  fow'd; 

For  Humphry  being  dead,  as  he  fliall  be. 

And  Henry  put  a  part,  the  next  forme.  [E.v//.. 

SCENE,  ian  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  t^voo  or  three ^  running  o<ver  the  Stage ^  from  the 
murther  of  Duke  Humphry. 

I .        UN  to  my  lord  of  Suffolk ;  let  him  know, 
JLY.  Wehavedifpatch'd  the  Duke,  as  he  commanded* 
2.  Oh,  that  it  were  to  do  I  what  have  we  done? 

DidH  ever  hear  a  man  fo  penitent  ? 

.  Enter  SufFolk. 
I.  Here  comes  my  lord. 

Suf  Now,  Sir,  have  you  difpatch'd  this  thing  ? 

I.  Ay.  my  good  lord,  he's  dead. 

Suf  Why,  that's  well  faid.  Go,  get  you  to  my  houfe; 
I  will  reward  you  for  this  vent'rous  deed : 
The  King  and  all  the  Peers  are  here  at  hand.  ■ 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed  ?  are  all  things  well. 
According  as  I  gave  diredions  ? 

I .  Yes,  my  good  lord. 

Suf  Away,  be  gone.  lExeunt  Murtberers. 

C  2  Enteff 
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Enter  King  Henry,  the  ^een.  Cardinal,  Somerfet,  nvith 
Attendants. 

K.  Henry.  Go,  call  our  Uncle  to  our  prefence  flrait : 
Say,  we  intend  to  try  his  Grace  to  day. 
If  he  be  guilty,  as  'tis  publifhed. 

5/7/.  I'll  call  him  prefently,  my  noble  Lord.  [Exit. 

K,  Henry.  Lords,  take  your  places :  and,  I  pray  you  all. 
Proceed  no  Oraiter  'gainlt  our  uncle  Glo  Jler^ 
Than  from  true  evidence,  of  good  elleem. 
He  be  approved  in  pradlice  culpable. 

Mar.  God  forbid,  any  malice  Ihould  prevail. 
That  fauldefs  may  condemn  a  Nobleman  ! 
Pray  God,  he  may  acquit  him  of  fufpicion ! 

K.  Henry.  I  thank  thee :  Well,   thefe  words  content 
me  much.  (8) 

Enter  SufFolk. 

How  now  ?  why  look'ft  thou  pale  ?  why  trembleft  thou  t 
"Where  is.  our  Uncle  ?  what  is  the  matter,  Suffolk  ? 

Suf.  Dead  in  his  bed,  my  lord  ;  Glojler  is  dead. 

Q.  Mar,  Marry,  God  forefend? 

(8)  7  thank  thee^  Nell,  thefe  JVordi  anient  we  mueh."}  This  H 
K.  Henry^s  Reply  to  his  Wife  Margaret.  Our  Poet,  I  remem- 
ber, in  his  King  Jobny  makes  Faulconbridge  the  Baftard,  upon 
his  nrft  ftepping  into  Honour,  fay,  that  he  will  ftudy  to  for- 
get bis  old  Acquaintance  ; 

ArJ  if  his  Name  be  George,  TU  call  Hth  Peter ; 

Fcr  neiv-wade  Honour  doth  forget  Mens  Names, 
But,  furely,  this  is  wide  of  King  Henry's  Cafe  5  and  it  can  be 
DO  Reafon  why  he  ihoulci  forget  his  own  Wife's  Name  j  and 
call  her  Nell  inftead  of  Margaret.  As  the  Change  of  a  fingle 
Letter  fets  all  right,  I  am  willing  to  fuppofc  it  came  from  his 
pen  thus ; 

/  thank  thee  :  Well  ;  thefe  rvords  content  me  much, 
K.  Henry  was  a  Prince  of  great  Piety  and  Meeknefs,  a  great 
Lover  of  his  Uncle  Gkucefiery  whom  his  nobles  were  rigidly 
perfecuting  :  and  to  whom  he  fufpedled  the  Queen  bore  no 
very  good  Will  in  her  Heart:  But  finding  her,  beyond  his  hopes, 
fpeak  fo  candidly  in  the  Duke's  Cafe,  he  is  mightily  comforted 
gnd  contented  at  her  impartial  Seeming, 

Car. 
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Car.  God's  fecret  judgment  :  I  did  dream  to  night. 
The  Duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  fpeak  a  word. 

[Kiugftvoofis, 

Mar,  How  fares  my  lord  ?  help,  lords,  the  King 
is  dead. 

^om.  Rear  up  his  body,  wring  him  by  the  nofe. 

Mar.  Run,  go,    help,  help  :    oh,  Henry y  ope 
thine  eyes. 

Suf.  He  doth  revive  again ;  Madam,  be  patient. 

K.  Henry.  O  heav'nly  God  ! 

Q.  Mar.  How  fares  my  gracious  lord  ? 

Suf.  Comfort,  my  Sovereign  ;  gracious  Hei^fyy  comfort. 

K.  Henry.  What,  doth  my  lord  of  Suffolk  comfort  me  ? 
Came  he  right  now  to  fmg  a  raven's  note, 
Whofe  difmal  tune  bereft  my  vital  pow'rs  : 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren. 
By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  brcaft, 
Can  chafe  away  the  firft  conceived  found  ? 
Hide  not  thy  poifon  with  fuch  fugarM  words  ; 
Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me  ;  forbear,  I  fay  j 
Their  touch  affrights  me  as  a  ferpent's  fting. 
Thou  baleful  naelfenger,  out  of  my  fight ! 
Upon  thy  eye-balls  murd'rous  tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  majefty  to  fright  the  world. 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  are  wounding  f 
Yet  do  not  go  away  ;  come,  bafilisk  ; 
And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  fight  : 
For  in  the  (hade  of  death  I  fhall  find  joy  ; 
In  Hfe,  but  double  death,  now  Glo^fter^  dead. 

Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  Suffolk  thus  ? 
Although  the  Duke  was  enemy  to  him. 
Yet  he,  moft  Chriilian  like,  laments  his  death. 
And  for  my  felf,  foe  as  he  was  to  me. 
Might  liquid  tears,  or  heart  ofiending  groans. 
Or  blood-confaming  fighs  recall  his  life ; 
I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  fick  with  groans. 
Look  pale  as  primrofe  with  blood-drinking  fighs,  J 
And  all  to  have  the  noble  Duke  alive. 
What  know  I,  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  ? 
For  it  is  known,  we  were  but  hollow  friends : 

C  3  It 
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It  may  be  judg'd,  I  made  the  Duke  away ; 
So  fliall  my  name  with  flander's  tongue  be  wounded. 
And  Princes'  Courts  be  fill'd  with  my  reproach : 
This  get  I  by  his  death  :  ah,  me  unhappy ! 
To  be  a  Queen,  and  crown'd  with  infamy. 

K.  Eenr)\  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Glofier^  wretched  man! 
Mor.  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  than  he  is. 
What,  doll  thou  turn  away  and  hide  thy  face  ? 
I  am  no  loath fome  leper ;  look  on  me. 
What,  art  thou  like  the  adder  waxen  deaf? 
Be  pois'ncus  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  Qiieen. 
Is  all  thy  comfort  Ihut  in  Gloj}cr\  tomb  ? 
Why,  then,  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy. 
Ered  his  ftatue,  and  do  woflhip  to  it. 
And  make  my  im.age  but  an  ale-houfeiign. 
Vvas  I  for  this  n>gh  wreck t  i^fron  the  fca, 
And  twice  by  adverfe  wi«t5^  f rom  England^  bank 
Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  clime  ?  • 
What  boaded  this  ?-  but  well -fore- warning  winds 
Did  feem  to  fay,  feek  not  a  fcorpion's  neft; 
3S^or  fet  no  footing  on  this  unkind  fhoar. 
What  did  I  then  ?  but  curft  the  gentle  gulls, 
And  he  that  loos'd  them  from  their  brazen  caves ; 
And  bid  them  blow  towards  England^  bleffed  fhoar. 
Or  turn  our  ftern  upon  a  dreadful  rock  : 
Yet  JEolus  would  not  be  a  murtherer ; 
But  left  that  hateful  office  unto  thee. 
The  pretty  vaulting  fea  refus'd  to  drown  me  ; 
Knowing,  that  thou  would fl:  have  me  drown'd  on  fhoar 
With  tears  as  fait  as  fea,  through  thy  unkindnefs. 
The  fplitting  rocks  cow'r'd  in  the  fmking  fands. 
And  would  not  dafh  me  with  their  ragged  fides  j 
Bccaufe  thy  flinty  heart,  more  hard  than  they, 
Might  in  thy  Palace  perifti  Margaret. 
As  far  as  I  could  ken  the  chalky  chfFs, 
When  from  thy  fhoar  the  tempeft  beat  us  back, 
I  flood  upon  the  hatches  in  the  f^orm ; 
And  when  the  dusky  sky  began  to  rob 
My  earned  gaping  fight  of  thy  Land's  view, 
I  took  a  coilly  jewel  from  my  neck, 

(A  heart 
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(A  heart  it  was,  bound  in  with  diamonds,) 

And  threw  it  towVds  thy  Land  ;  the  fca  received  It. 

And  fo,  I  wi(h'd,  thy  body  might  my  heart. 

And  ev'n  with  this  1  loft  fair  England's  view, 

And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart;  , 

And  caird  them  blind  and  dusky  fpeaacies. 

For  lofmg  ken  of  Albion^  wi(hed  Coaft. 

How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 

(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconftancy)  • 

To  fit  and  witch  me,  as  Afcanius  did,*  (9) 

When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  dnfold 

His  father's  ads,  commenced  in  burning  'Iroy  ? 

Am  I  not  witcht  like  her  ?  or  thou  not  falfe  like  him  ? 

Ah  me,  I  can  no. more  :  dye,  Margaret! 

For  Henry  weeps,  that  thou  doll  live  fo  long. 

Noife  ^within.    Enter  Warwick,  Salisbury,  and  many 
Commons* 

War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  Sovereign,  ^ 
That  good  Duke  Humphry  traiteroufly  is  murther'd 
By  Suffolky  and  the  Cardinal  Beauford's  means  : 
The  Commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees 
That  want  their  leader,  fcatter  up  and  down  ; 
And  care  not  who  they  fling  in  their  revenge. 
My  felf  have  calm'd  their  fpleenful  mutiny, 

(9)  To  Jit  and  watch  me,  as  Afcanius  did. 
When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  unfold 
His  Father  s  ABs,  commenced  in  burning  Troy  ?  j 
The  Poet  here  is  unqueftionably  alluding  to  Virgily  ( ty£>ieid,  1.) 
but  he  ftrangely  blends  Fa6l  with  Fidion.    In  the  firft  Place, 
it  was  Cupid y  in  the  Semblance  of  Afcanius,  who  fat  in  Dido^% 
Lap,  and  was  fondled  by  her.    But  then  it  was  not  Cupidy  who 
related  to  her  the  Proccfs  of  Troy*^  Deftrudion,    but  it  was 
c^neas  himfelf,  who  related  this  Hiftory.    Again,  how  did  the 
fupposM  afcanius  fit  and  ivatcb  her  ?  Cupid  was  order'd,  while 
Dido  miftakenly  carefsM  him,  to  bewitch  and  infedl  her  with 
Love.    To  this  Circumftance  the  Poet  certainly  alludes  5  and, 
uniefs  he  had  wrote,  as  I  have  rcftor'd  to  the  Text  j 

To  Jit  ami  witch  me,   ■ 

Why  fhould  the  Queen  immediately  draw  this  Inference, 
Am  I  n9t  Witch' d  like  her  f 

C  4  Until 
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Until  they  hear  the  order  of  hio  death. 

K.  Henry.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick,  'tis  too 
true  ; 

But  how  he  died,  God  knows,  not  Henry  : 
Enter  his  chamber,  view  his  breathlefs  corps, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  fudden  death. 

fV/sr,  That  I  ihall  do,  my  hege  :  ftay,  Salisbury, 
With  the  rude  multitude,  till  I  return.  [Warwick  goes  in. 

^L.  H£?iry.  O  tliQu,  that  judgeft  all  things,  Hay  my 
thoughts ; 

My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  perfuade  my  foul. 
Some  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Hiimphyh  life  : 
If  my  fufpedl  be  falfe,  forgive  me,  God  ! 
For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  \\\^  paly  lips 
With  twenty  thoufand  kiffes,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  fait  tears : 
To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  trunk. 
And  with  my  fingers  feel  his  hand  unfeehng  : 
But  all  in  vain  are  the^e  mean  obfequies. 

{Bed  ixith  Glo'der'/  body  put  forth. 
And  to  furvey  his  dead  and  earthly  image. 
What  were  it,  but  to  make  my  forrow  greater  ? 

War.  Come  hither,  gracious  Sovereign,  view  this  body. 

K.  Henry.  That  is  to  fee  how  deep  my  grave  is  made  : 
For,  with  his  foul  fled  all  my  worldly  folace  ; 
For  feeing  him,  I  fee  my  life  in  death. 

War.  As  furely  as  my  foul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  King,  that  took  our  ftate  upon  him. 
To  free  us  from  his  father's  wrathful  curfc, 
I  do  believe,  that  violent  hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice  famed  Duke. 

Suf.  A  dreadful  oath,  fworn  with  a  folemn  tongue  ? 
What  inftance  gives  lord  War^joick  for  his  vow  ? 

War.  See,  how  the  blood  is  fettled  in  his  face. 
Oft  have  I  feen  a  timely-parted  ghoft, 
Of  a(hy  femblance,  meager,  pale,  and  bloodlefs ; 
Being  all  defcended  to  the  lab'ring  heart,  . 
Who,  in  the  confli6l  that  it  holds  with  death, 
Attra^^s  the  fame  for  aidance  'gainfl  the  enemy ; 

Which 
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Which  with  the  heart  there  cools,  and  ne'er  returneth 

To  blufh  and  beautify  the  cheek  again. 

But  fee,  his  face  is  black  and  full  of  blood  ; 

His  eye-balls  farther  out,  than  when  he  liv'd; 

Staring  fuU-ghaftly,  like  a  ftrangled  man  5 

His  hair  up-rear'd,  his  noftrils  Itretch'd  with  ftruggUng: 

His  hands  abroad  difplay'd,  as  one  that  grafpt 

And  tugg'd  for  life ;  and  was  by  ftrength  fubdu'd* 

Look  on  the  Iheets ;  his  hair,  you  fee,  is  flicking  ; 

His  well -proportioned  beard  made  rough  and  rugged. 

Like  to  the  fummer's  corn  by  tempel^  iodg'd : 

It  cannot  be,  but  he  was  murther'd  here  : 

The  leaft  of  all  thefe  iigns  were  probable. 

Suf.  Why,  IVar^ick,  who  Ihould  do  the  Duke  to  death  ? 
Myfelf  dind  Beauford  had  him  in  protedlion ; 
And  we,  I  hope,  Sirs,  are  no  murtherers. 

War.  But  both  of  you  have  vow'd  Duke  Humphrj^ 
death, 

And  you,  forfooth,  had  the  good  Duke  to  keep  : 
Tis  like,  you  would  not  feaft  him  like  a  friend  ; 
And  'tis  well  feen,  he  found  an  enemy. 

Q-  Mar,  Then  you,  belike,  fufpecft  thefe  Noblemen^ 
As  guilty  of  Duke  Humphry's  timelefs  death. 

War,  Who  iinds  the  heifer  dead  and  bleeding  frefh. 
And  fees  fall  by  a  butcher  with  an  ax. 
But  will  fufped,  'twas  he  that  made  the  flaughter  ? 
Who  finds  the  partridge  in  the  puttock's  neft. 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead, 
Altkaughthe-^i^e  foar  with  unbloodied  beak  ? 
Ev'n  fo  fufpicious  is  this  tragedy. 

Q^Mar,  Are  you  the  butcher,  Suffolk?  where's  your 
knife  ? 

Is  Beauford  term'd  a  kite  ?  where  are  his  tallons  ? 

Suf.  I  wear  no  knife  to  flaughter  fleeping  men ; 
But  here's  a  'vengeful  fword,  ru  -  ed  with  eafe. 
That  (hall  be  fcoured  in  his  ranc'rous  heart, 
That  flanders  me  with  murther's  crimfon  badge. 
Say,  if  thou  dar^ft,  proud  lord  of  WarnjoicJifiArg^ 
That  I  am  faulty  in  Duke  Humphry^ %  death. 

War.  What  dare^  aot  Warwick,  if  falfe  Suffolk  dare 
fcim  I  C  5  ^^^^^ 
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Q.  Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  his  contumelious  fpirit, 
Nor  ceafe  to  be  an  arrogant  controller, 

Though  Siiffvlk  dare  him  twenty  thoufand  times. 

V/ar.  Madam,  be  flill ;  with  reverence  may  I  fay  ; 
For  ev'ry  word  you  fpeak  in  his  behalf, 
Is  flander  to  your  royal  Dignity. 

Suf.  Blunt  witted  lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour. 
If  ever  lady  wrong'd  her  lord  fo  much, 
Thy  mother  took  into  her  blameful  bed 
Some  Hern  uniuior'd  churl  ;  and  noble  Hock 
Was  graft  with  crab- tree  flip,  whofe  fruit  thou  art  5 
And  never  of  the  Ne^vills'  noble  Race. 

JVar.  But  that  the  guilt  of  murther  buckles  thee,  • 
And  I  fliould  rob  the  death's  man  of  his  fee, 
Quitting  thee  tiiereby  of  ten  thoufand  fhames, 
And  that  my  Sovereign's  preience  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  falfe  murderous  Coward,  cn  thy  knee 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  paiTed  fpeech, 
And  fay,  it  was  ihy  mother  thai  thou  meant'ft  ;  — 
That  thou  th) Telf  waft  born  in  baftardy  : 
And,  after  all  this  fearful  homage  done, 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  ferid  thy  foul  to  hell, 
Perniciocs  blood- fucker  of  flceping  men  ! 

Siif.  Thru  fhalt  be  waki.  g,  while  1  (hed  thy  blood, 
If  f\m  this  p  efence  thou  dar'it  go  with  me. 

War.  Awzy  ev'n  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence ; 
Unworthy  though  thou  art,  Til  cope  with  thee; 
And  do  feme  ferv'ce  to  Duke  Humphry's  g^hoft.  [Exeunt. 

K.  Henry.  What  ftronger  breaft  plate  than  a  heart  un- 
tainted ? 

Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  quarrel  juft  5 
And  he  but  naked,  (though  lockM  up  in  Heel) 
Whofe  confcience  Vv'ith  injuRice  ib  coiTupted. 

[J  noife  ^ithhu 

Mar.  What  noife  is  this  ? 

Enter  Suffolk  and  Warwick,  n,mth  their  n.\:eapons  di  an):n^ 

K.  Hinry.  Why,  how  now,  lords  ?  your  wrathful 
weapons  drawn 
Hei-e  in  our  piefence  !  dare  you  be  fo  bold  ? 

:  \Yhy, 
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Why,  what  tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here  ? 

Suf,  The  trait  rous  War-wick  with  the  men  of  Bury 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  Sovereign. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  Sirs,  fland  apart ;  the  King  fhall  know  your  mindV 
Dread  lord,  the  Commons  fend  you  word  by  me, 
Unlefs  lord  Suffolk  11  rait  be  done  to  death, 
Or  banifhed  fair  England s  territories, 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  Palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  lingring  death. 
They  fay,  by  him  the  good  Duke  Humphry  died  ; 
They  fay,  in  him  they  fear  your  Highnefs'  death  ; 
And  mere  inllindl  of  love  and  loyalty, 
(Free  from  a  flubborn  oppofite  intent. 
As  being  thought  to  contradidl  your  liking) 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  Baniiliment. 
They  fay,  in  care  of  your  mod  royal  perfon. 
That  if  your  Highnefs  fliould  intend  to  fleep. 
And  charge  that  no  man  fliouId  difturb  your  reft. 
In  pain  of  your  diflike,  or  pain  of  death ; 
Yet,  notwithftanding  fuch  a  ftrait  edi6l, 
Were  there  a  ferpent  feen  with  forked  tongue. 
That  ffily  glided  towVds  your  Majefty, 
It  were  but  neceflary  you  were  wak'd ; 
Left,  being  fufFer'd  in  that  harmful  flumber. 
The  mortal  worm  might  make  the  fleep  eternal. 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid. 
That  they  will  guard  you  wheVe  you  will  or  no. 
From  fuch  fell  ferpents  as  falfe  Suffolk  is  i 
With  whofe  invcnomed  and  fatal  fting 
Your  loving  Uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth. 
They  fay,  is  fliamefully  bereft  of  life. 

Commons,  [njoithin.^  An  anfwer  from  the  King,  my 
lord  of  Salisbury, 

Suf.  '  I'is  like  the  Commons,  rude  unpolilh'd  hinds. 
Could  fend  fuch  meftage  to  their  Sovereign  : 
Eut  you,  my  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ'd. 
To  Ihew  how  queint  an  orator  you  are. 
But  all  the  honour  Salisbury  hath  won. 

Is, 


6o  The  Second  Part  of 

Is,  that  he  was  the  lord  AmbafTador 
Sent  from  a  fort  of  tinkers  to  the  King. 

Within.  An  anfwer  from  the  King,  or  we  will  all 
break  in. 

K.  Henry.  Go>  Saliihury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
1  thank  ihem  for  their  tender  loving  care ; 
And  had  I  not  been  cited  fo  by  them, 
Yet  did  I  purpofe  as  they  do  entreat ; 
For,  fure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophefie 
Mifchance  unto  my  "--tate  by  Suffolk^  means. 
Anil  therefore  by  his  Majefty  i  fwear, 
Whofe  far  unworthy  Deputy  I  am, 
He  flial]  not  breathe  infection  in  this  air 
But  three  days  longr:r,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

Mar.  Oh  Henry,  let  me  pie  d  for  gentle  Suffolk. 
K  Henry.  Ungentle  Qiiren,  to  call  him  gentle  Suffolk, 
No  n  ore,  I  fay  :  if  thou  dofl  plead  for  him, 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increafe  unto  my  wrath. 
Had  I  but  faid   I  would  have  kept  my  word  ; 
But,  when  I  fwear,  it  "*s  irrevocable ; 
If  after  three  days'  fpace  thou  here  be'ft  found. 
On  any  ground  that  I  am  ruler  of, 
'I  he  V  orld  fhall  not  be  ranfom  for  thy  life. 
Come,  War<Txick  ;  come,  good  Warqjuick  ;  go  with  me 3 
I  have  great  matters  to  im].art  to  thee. 

[Exfu^t  K.  Henry,  Warwick,  tfc. 
Manent  Suffolk,  and  ^een. 
Q.  Mar.  Mifchance  and  forrow  go  along  with  you  \ . 
Heart's  Difcontent  and  four  Affliclion 
Be  play  fellows  to  keep  you  company  [ 
There's  two  of  you,  the  devil  make  a  third, 
And  threefold  vengeance  tend  upon  your  Ikps  I 
Suf.  Ceafe,  gentle  Queen,  thefe  execrations ; 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

Qj  Mar.  Fie,  coward  woman,  and  foft  hearted  wretch. 
Haft  thou  not  fpirit  to  curfe  thine  enemy  ? 

Suf.  A  plague  upon  them  I  Wherefore  ihould  1  curfe 
them  ? 

Would  curfes  kill,  a^  doth  the  mandrake's  groan, 
I  would  inveat  as  bitter  fearching  terms, 

As 
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As  curft,  as  harfh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Delivered  Itrongly  through  my  fixed  teeth. 
With  full  as  many  figns  of  deadly  hate. 
As  lean-fac'd  envy  in  her  loathfome  cave. 
My  tongue  fhould  ilumble  in  mine  earneil  words, 
Mine  eyes  Ihould  fparkle  like  the  beaten  flint, 
Mine  hair  be  fixt  on  end  like  one  diftract : 
Ay,  evVy  joint  fhould  feem  to  curfe  and  ban. 
And  even  now  my  burthen'd  heart  would  break. 
Should  I  not  curie  them.    Poifon  be  their  drink  I 
Gall   worfe  than  gall,  the  d.intieit  meat  they  tafle  \ 
Their  fweeteft  fhade  a  grove  of  cyprefs  trees  ! 
Their  chiefeil  profped  murd'ring  bahiisks  ? 
Their  fofteft  touch,  as  fmart  as  lizards'  ftings ! 
Their  mufick  frightful  as  the  ferpent's  hifs! 
And  boading  fcreech-owls  make  the  concert  full  f 

All  the  foul  terrors  m  dark-feated  hell  ^ 

Q.  Mar,  Enough,  fwect  Suffolk y  thou  torment'ft  thy*  , 
felf; 

And  thefe  dread  curfes,  like  the  fun  *gainfl  glafs. 
Or  like  an  over-charged  gun,  .recoil, 
And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyfclf. 

Suf  You  bnd  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave? 
Now,  by  the  p/round  that  I  am  banifh'd  from. 
Well  could  :  curfe  away  a  winter's  night. 
Though  ftanding  naked  on  a  monntain  top. 
Where  biting  Cold  would  never  let  grafs  grow. 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  fpent  in  fport. 

Q.  Mar.  Oh,  let  me  entreat  thee  ceafe ;  give  me  tl^ 
hand, 

That  I  may  dew  It  with  my  mournful  tears  i 

Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  placr. 

To  walh  away  ray  woful  monuments. 

Oh,  could  this  kifs  !::e  ptinted  rn  thy  hand', 

That  tnou  might*fl:  thmk  upon  thefe  by  the  feal, 

Through  whom  a  thoufand  fighs  are  breath'd  for  the^cr 

So,  get  thee  gone,  that  i  rriay  know  my  grief; 

'Tis  but  furmis'd,  whiKt  thou  art  Handing  by  ; 

As  one  that  furfeits,  thinking  on  a  Wane. 

I  will  repeal  thee,  or,  be  we  i  aiTur'd, 

Ad  venture  to  be  baniihed  my  felf :  And 
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And  banifhed  I  am,  if  but  from  thee. 

Go,  fpeak  not  to  me ;  ev'n  now  be  gone— — 

Oh,  go  not  yet  Ev'n  thus  two  friends  condemn  d 

Embrace  and  kifs,  and  take  ten  thoufand  leaves, 
Loather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die  : 
Yet  now  farewel,  and  farewel  life  with  thee  I 

Suf.  Thus  is  poor  Siifo/k  ten  times  banifhed. 
Once  by  the  King  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee. 
Tis  not  the  Land  I  care  for,  wert  thou  hence  ; 
A  wildernefs  is  populous  enough, 
So  Suffolk  had  thy  heavenly  company. 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  World  itfelf; 
With  every  fev'ral  pleafure  in  the  world  : 
And  where  thou  art  not,  Defalation. 

I  can  no  more  Live  thou  to  joy  thy  life  ; 

^yi^M  no  joy  in  aught  but  that  thou  liv'ft. 

Enter  Vaux. 

Ql^Mar,  Whither  goes  Vaux  fo  faft  ?  what  news,  I 
pr'ythee  ? 

Vaux.  To  fignifie  unto  his  Majcfly, 
That  Cardinal  Beauford  Is  at  point  of  death  : 
For  fuddenly  a  grievous  ficknefs  took  him, 
That  makes  him  gafp,  and  flare,  and  catch  the  air, 
Blafpheming  God,  and  curfmg  men  on  earth. 
Sometimes  he  talks,  as  if  Y^\^q  Humphry  %  ghoft 
Were  by  his  fide  ;  fometimes,  he  calls  the  King ; 
And  whifpers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him. 
The  fecrets  of  his  over-charged  foul : 
And  I  am  fent  to  tell  his  Majefty, 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

Q^Mar,  Go  tell  this  heavy  meffage  to  the  King. 

{^Exit  Vaux. 

Ay  me  \  what  is  this  world  ?  what  news  are  thefe? 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  loG, 
Omitting  Suffolk^  exile,  my  fouPs  treafure  ? 
Why  only,  Suffolk,  mourn  I  not  for  thee, 
Ard  with  the  louthern  clouds  contend  in  tears? 
Theirs  for  the  earth's  ihcreafe  ;  mine  for  my  forrows.  • 
Now,  get  thee  hence  s  the  King,  thou  hiow'li:,  is  coming; 
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If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

Suf.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live  ; 
And  in  thy  fight  to  die,  what  were  it  elfe. 
But  like  a  pleafant  flamber  in  thy  lap ; 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  foul  into  the  air. 
As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle  babe 
Dying  with  mother's  dug  between  its  lips. 
Where,  from  thy  fight,  I  fhould  be  raging  mad. 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  clofe  up  mine  eyes ; 
To  have  thee  with  thy  lips  to  (lop  my  mouth : 
So,  fliould'll:  thou  either  turn  my  flying  foul ; 
Or  I  Ihould  breathe  it  fo  into  thy  body ; 
And  then  it  liv'd  in  fvveet  Ely/turn. 
To  die  by  thee,  were  but  to  die  in  jell: 
From  thee  to  die,  were  torture  more  than  death ; 
Oh  !  let  me  ftay,  befal  what  may  befal. 

Mar»  Away ;  though  Parting  be  a  fretful  corrofive. 
It  is  applied  to  a  deathful  wound. 
To  France,  fvveet  Suffolk ;  let  me  hear  from  thee  ; 
For  wherefoe'er  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
I'll  have  an  Iris,  that  ftiall  find  thee  out. 

Suf,  I  go. 

Q.  Mar.  And  take  my  heart  with  thee. 

Suf.  A  jewel  locked  into  the  wofurft  casket 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  fplitted  bark,  fo  funder  we  ; 
This  way  fall  I  to  death. 

Q^Mar.  This  way  for  me.  [Exeunt  feveraily. 

SCENE,  the  Cardinars  Bed-Chamber. 

Enter  King  Blenry,  Salisbury,  W  Warwick,  to  the 
Cardinal  in  Bed. 

K.  Henry.  TJ  O  W  fares  my  lord  ?  fpeak,  Beauford^ 
»-  to  thy  Sovereign. 

Car.  If  thou  beefl  Death,  I'll  give  thee  England^ 
treafure, 

Enough  to  purchafe  fuch  another  iUand, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 
K,  Henry.  Ah,  what  a  fign  it  is  of  evil  life, 

Wherp 
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Where  death's  approach  is  feen  fo  terrible  ! 

PTar,  Beauford,  it  is  thy  Sovereign  fpeajcs  to  thee. 

Car,  Bring  me  unto  my  Tryal,  when  you  will. 
Dy'd  he  not  in  his  bed?  where  (liould  he  die  ? 
Can  I  make  men  live  wheVc  they  will  or  no  ? 

Oh,  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confefs  . 

Alive  again  ?  then  (hew  me  where  he  is  : 
V\\  give  a  thoufand  pound  to  look  upon  him 
He  hath  no  eyes,  the  dufthath  blinded  them: 
Comb  down  his  hair  ;  look  !  look  !  it  llands  upright. 
Like  lime-twigs  fet  to  catch  my  winged  loul : 
Give  me  Ibme  drink,  and  bid  th'  apothecary 
Bring  the  flrong  poiibn  that  I  bought  of  him. 

K.  Henry.  O  thou  eternal  Mover  of  the  heav'ns. 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch  i 
Oh,  beat  away  the  bu/ie,  medlirig,  fiend. 
That  lays  flrong  fiege  unto  this  wretch's  foul. 
And  from  his  bofom  purge  this  black  defpair. 

War.   See  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him 
grin ! 

SaL  Difturb  him  not,  let  him  pafs  peaceably. 
K.  Henry,  Peace  to  his  foul,  if  God's  good  pleafure 
be! 

Lord  Cardinal,  if  thou  think'ft  on  heaven's  blifs. 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  fignal  of  thy  hope. 
He  dies,  and  makes  no  fign  !  O  Gcd  forgive  him. 

War.  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monftrous  life. 

K.  Henry.  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  finners  all. 
Clofe  up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe. 
And  let  ua  all  to  meditation.  [Exeunt. 


Kin^  Henry  VI.  65 


ACT  IV. 

.  S  C  E  N  E,       Coaft  of  Kent. 

Alarum,  Fight  at  fea.  Ordnance  goes  off".  Enter 
Captain^  Whitmore,  and  other  Pirates^  with  Suf- 
folk and  others  Prifoners, 

Captain. 

TH  E  gaudy,  blabbing,  and  remorfeful  day 
Is  crept  into  the  boft)m  of  the  fea : 
And  now  loud  howling  wolves  aroufe  the  jades, 
That  drag  the  tragick  a.elancholy  night  ; 
Who  with  their  drowfie,  flow,  and  flagging  wings 
Clip  dead  mens'  graves ;  and  from  their  mifty  jaws 
Breathe  foul  contagious  darknefs  in  the  air. 
Therefore  bring  forth  the  foldiers  of  our  prize  : 
For  whilft  our  Finiiace  anchors  in  the  Do^ns^ 
Here  fliali  they  make  their  ranfom  on  the  fand  ; 
Or  with  their  blood  ftain  this  difcolour'd  fliore. 
Mafter,  this  prifoner  freely  give  I  thee  ; 
And  thou>  that  art  his  mate,  make  boot  of  this : 
The  other,  IV alter  Whiimorey  is  thy  fliare. 

I  Gent   What  is  my  ranfom,  mailer,  let  me  know. 
Maft.  A  thoufand  crowns,  or  elle  lay  down  your  head* 
Mate.  And  fo  much  fliall  you  give,  or  off  goes  yours. 
Whit»  What,  think  you  much  to  pay  two  thoufand 
crowns. 

And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen  ? 
Cut  both  the  villains'  throats,  for  die  you  fliall. 
Nor  can  thofe  lives,  which  we  have  loft  in  fight. 
Be  counter-pois'd  with  fuch  a  petty  fum. 

1  Gent.  I'll  give  it.  Sir,  and  therefore  fpare  my  life, 

2  Gent.  And  fo  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it  itraight- 
Whit.  I  loft  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard. 

And  therefore,  to  revenge  it,  (halt  thou  die ;  \To  Suffolk; 
And  fo  fliould  thefe,  if  I  might  have  my  will. 

Cap. 
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Cap.  Be  not  fo  ralh,  take  ranfom,  let  him  Hvc. 

Suf.  Look  on  my  George,  I  am  a  gentleman. 
Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  (halt  be  paid.  

JVhit.  And  fo  am  I ;  my  name  is  Walter  Whit?nore. 
How  now  ?  why  ftart'ft  thou  ?  what,  doth  death  affright  ? 

Suf,  Thy  name  affrights  me,  in  whofe  found  is  death. 
A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth. 
And  told  me,  that  by  Walter  I  fhould  die  : 
Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloody  minded. 
Thy  name  is  Gualtier,  being  rightly  founded. 

Whtt.  Gualtier  or  Walter^  which  it  is,  I  care  not  \ 
Ne'er  yet  did  bafe  difhonour  blur  our  name> 
But  with  our  fword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot. 
Therefore,  when  merchant-like  1  fell  revenge. 
Broke  be  my  fword,  my  arms  torn  and  defac'd, 
And  I  proclaim 'd  a  Coward  through  the  world  ! 

^nf.  Stay,  Whitmore for  thy  prrfoner  is  a  Prince; 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk,  William  de  la  Vole. 

Whit,  The  Duke  of  Suffolk  muffled  up  in  rags  ? 

Suf.  Ay,  but  thefe  rags  are  no  part  of  the  Duke, 
yo"je  fometimes  went  difguis'd,  and  why  not  I  ? 

Cap.  But  Jo^e  was  never  flain,  as  thou  (halt  be. 

Suf.  Obfcure  and  lowly  fv/ain,  King  Henry  h  blood. 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancafter, 
Mufl:  not  be  fhed  by  fuch  a  jaded  groom  : 
Hail  thou  not  kifs'd  thy  hand,  and  held  my  Airrop  ? 
Bare  headed,  plodded  by  my  foot- cloth  mule, 
And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  fhook  my  head  ? 
How  often  haft  thou  waited  at  my  cup. 
Fed  from  my  trencher,  kneel'd  down  at  the  board. 
When  I  have  feafted  with  Queen  Margaret  ? 
Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  crell-farn  ; 
Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride. 
.  How  in  our  voiding  lobby  haft  thou  flood. 
And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth  ? 
This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf, 
And  therefore  fhall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue. 

Whit.  Speak,  Captain,  (hall  I  ilab  the  forlorn  fwain  ? 

Cap.  Firft  let  my  words  itab  him,  las  he  hath  me. 

^uf.  Bafe  flavc,  thy  words  are  blunt;  and  fo  art  thou. 
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Cap.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  long  boat's  fide. 

Strike  off  his  head. 

Svf.  Thou  dar'fl  not  for  thy  own. 

Cap.  Pocle,  ^{r  Poole?  lord? 

Ay,  kennel  puddle  fink,  whofe  iilth  and  dirt 

Troubles  the  filver  Spring  where  England  drinks  : 

Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth, 

For  fwallowing  up  the  treafure  of  the  Realm  ; 

Thy  lips,  that  kifsM  the  Queen,  fhall  fweep  the  ground  ; 

And  thou,  that  fmild'ft  at  good  Duke  Humphyh  death, 

Againft  the  lenfelefs  wind's  ihall  grin  in  vain. 

Who  in  contempt  fhall  hifs  at  thee  again. 

And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell. 

For  daring  to  afiie  a  mighty  lord 

Unto  the  daughter  of  a  vvortnlefs  King, 

Having  nor  Subject,  Wealth,  nor  diadem! 

By  deviliili  policy  art  thou  grown  great, 

And,  like  ambitious  over-gorg'd 

With  gobbets  of  thy  mother's  bleeding  heart. 

By  thee  Jnjou  and  Maine  were  fold  to  France  i 

The  falfe  revolting  Normans,  thorough  thee, 

Difdain  to  call  us  lord  ;  and  Ficardie 

Hath  flain  their  Governors,  furpriz'd  our  Forts, 

And  fent  the  ragged  foldiers  wounded  home. 

The  princely  Warnvick^  and  the  Ne^ills  all, 

(Whofe  dreadful  fwords  were  never  drawn  in  vain) 

As  hating  thee,  are  rifing  up  in  arms. 

And  now  the  Hoafe  of  Tork  (thruft;  from  the  Crown 

By  (hameful  murther  of  a  guiltlefs  King, 

And  lofty  proud  incroaching  tyranny,) 

Burns  with  revenging  fire ;  whofe  hopeful  Colours 

Advance  a  half-fac'd  Sun  ftriving  to  Ihine ; 

Under  the  which  is  writ,  In^itis  nuhihus. 

The  Commons  here  in  Kent  are  up  in  arms : 

And  to  conclude.  Reproach,  and  Beggary 

Is  crept  into  the  Palace  of  our  King, 

And  all  by  thee.    Away  I  convey  him  hence.—— 

Suf,  O,  that  I  were  a  God,  to  fhoot  forth  thunder 
Upon  thefe  paultr^  fervile,  abjecl  drudges ! 
Small  things  make  bafe  men  proud.    Tills  villain  here. 

Being 
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Being  Captain  of  a  pinnace,  threatens  more 
Than  Bargulus  the  ftrong  Vlyrian  Pirate. 
Drones  fuck  not  eagles'  blood,  but  rob  bee-hives. 
It  is  impofTible  that  I  ihould  die 
By  fucha  lowly  vaflal  as  thyfelf. 
Thy  words  move  rage,  and  not  remorfe,  in  me  : 
I  go  of  meffage  from  the  Queen  to  France 
I  charge  thee  waft  me  fafely  crofb  the  channel. 
Cap.  Walter  

V/hit.  Come,  Suffolk,  I  muii  waft  thee  to  thy  death. 

^uf.  Fcente geUdus  timor  occupat  artus :  it's  thee  I  fear.(  i  o) 

Wljft.  Thou  (halt  have  caufe  to  fear,  before  I  leave  thee. 
What,  are  you  daunted  now?  now  will  ye  (loop? 

I  Gent.  My  gr  acious  lord,  intreathim;  fpeak  him  fair. 

Suf.  Suffoli's  imperial  tongue  is  Hern  and  rough, 
Us'd  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour, 
Far^be  it,  we  Oiould  honour  fuch  as  thefe 
With  humble  fuit  j  no ;  rather  let  my  head 
Stoop  to  the  block,  than  thefe  knees  bow  to  any. 
Save  to  the  God  of  heav'n,  and  to  my  King ; 
Andfooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole. 
Than  (lard  uncovered  to  the  vulgar  groom. 
True  Nobility  is  exempt  from  fear : 
More  can  I  bear,  than  you  dare  execute. 

Cap,  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more  ; 
Come,  foldiers,  fhev/  what  cruelty  ye  can. 

Suf.  That  this  mv  death  may  never  be  forgot. 
Great  men  oft  die  by  vile  Bezcnians, 
A  Roman  fworder  and  Bandctto  flave 
Murther'd  fweet  'Tuily\  Brutus  ballard  hand 
Stabb'd  Julius  Cafar;  favage  Iflanders 
Pompey  the  Great:  And  Suffolk  dies  by  Pirates. 

[Exit  Walter  Whitmore  njcith  Suffolk, 

Cap.  And  as  for  thefe,  whofe  ranfom  we  have  fet, 

(lo)  Pine  gelidus  timor  occupat  artus.']  Thus  the  lil  Folio  Im" 
preffion.  Whence  the  Poet  glean'd  this  Hemiftichy  I  do  not 
know,  *Tis  certain,  the  firft  Word  is  corrupted,  I  believe,  I 
have  reftor'd  it,  as  it  ought  to  be.  Suffolk  would  fay,  the  Fear 
of  that  Pkn'ipminty  that  Revenge,  they  wer«  about  to  take  upon 
him,  put  his  Limbs  into  a  cold  tremblins* 
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It  is  our  pleafure  ruie  of  them  depart; 
Therefore  come  you  with  us.  and  let  him  go. 

[^Ex.  Captain  and  the  refi; 

Manet  the  firji  Gent,    Enter  Whitmore,  njoith  the  hody^ 

Whit,   There  let  his  head  and  Jivelefs  body  lye. 
Until  the  Queen  his  millrefs  bury  it.  {Exit  Whit, 

I  Gent,  O  barbarous  and  bioody  fpedlacle  ! 
His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  King : 
If  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  friends ; 
So  will  the  Queen,  thai  living  held  him  dear.  {Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  Southwark, 

Enter  Bevis      John  Holland. 

Bevis,  y^OME,  and  get  thee  a  fword  though  made 
of  a  lath;  they  have  been  up  thefctwo  days. 

HoL  They  have  the  more  need  to  fleep  now  then. 

Be'vis,  I  tell  thee,  Jack  Cade  the  clothier  means  to 
drefs  the  commonwealth,  and  turn  it,  and  fet  a  new  nap 
upon  it. 

HoL  So  he  had  need,  for  'tis  thread  bare.  Well,  I 
fay,  it  was  never  merry  world  in  England  fince  Gentle- 
men came  up. 

Be'vis.  O  miferable  age!  virtue  is  not  regarded  in 
handy-  crafts-men. 

HqL  The  Nobility  think  fcorn  to  go  in  leather  aprons. 

Be^vis*  Nay  more,  the  King's  Council  are  no  good 
workmen. 

HoL  True,  and  yet  it  is  faid,  Labour  in  thy  vocation  ; 
which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  let  the  magiftrates  be  labour- 
ing men ;  and  therefore  ihould  we  be  magiftrates. 

Be<vt5.  Thou  haft  hit  it ;  for  there's  no  better  fign  of 
a  brave  mind  than  a  hard  hand. 

Hoi  I  fee  them,  I  fee  them ;  there's  Beft\  fon,  the 
Tanner  of  Wingham, 

Be^is,  He  fhall  have  the  skins  of  our  enemies  to  make 
dog's  leather  of. 

HoL  And  Dick  the  Butcher 

Bevis* 
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Be^i5»  Then  is  fin  ftruck  down  like  an  ox,  and  ini* 
quity's  throat  cut  like  a  calf. 

HoL  And  Smith  the  weaver  :— - 
Be^is.  Argo,  their  thread  of  life  is  fpun. 
HoL  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 

Drum,  Enter  Cade,  Dick  the  butcher,  Smith  the  ive^'ver, 
and  a  fa<wyer^  nx;iih  ivjinite  numbers. 

Cade,  We  John  Cade^  fo  tem'd  of  our  fuppofed  Fa- 
ther — 

Dick.  Or  rather  of  Healing  a  cade  of  herrings. 

Cade.  For  our  enemies  fhall  fall  before  us,  infpired 
with  the  fpirit  of  putting  down  Kings  and  Princes ;  com- 
mand filence. 

Dick*  Silence. 

Cade,  My  father  was  a  Mortimer  

Dick.  He  was  an  honeft  man  and  a  good  bricklayer. 

Cade,  My  mother  a  Plant agenet  

Dick,  I  knew  her  well,  (he  was  a  midwife. 

Cade,  My  wife  defcended  of  the  Lacies  

Dick,  She  was  indeed  a  pedlar's  daughter,  and  fold 
many  laces. 

IFea'u:  But,  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with  her 
furr'd  pack,  fhe  wafhes  bucks  here  at  home. 

Cade,  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  houfe. 

Dick,  Ay,  by  my  faith,  the  field  is  honourable ;  and 
there  was  he  born,  under  a  hedge ;  for  his  father  had 
never  a  houfe  but  the  cage. 

Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

Wea'v.  A'  muft  needs,  for  beggary  is  valiant. 

Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

Dick,  No  quellion  of  that ;  for  I  have  feen  him  whipt 
three  market  days  together. 

Cade>  I  fear  neither  fword  nor  fire. 

Weav,  He  need  not  fear  the  fword,  for  his  coat  is  of 
proof. 

Dick,  But,  methinks  he  (hould  ftand  in  fear  of  £re, 
being  burnt  i'th*  hand  for  Healing  offheep. 

Cade.  Be  brave  then,  for  your  captain  is  brave,  and 
vows  reformation.    There  ihall  be  in  England  feven 

half- 


King  H  E  N  R  V  VI.  71 

half-penny  loaves  fold  for  a  penny  ;  the  three-hoop'd  pot 
fhall  have  ten  hoops,  and  1  will  make  it  felony  to  dnnk 
fniall  beer!  All  the  reaJni  fliall  be  in  common,  and  in 
Chcapfide  (hall  my  palfry  go  to  grafs ;  and  when  1  am 

K-ing,  as  King  I  will  be  ^ 

AIL  God  fave  your  Majefty  ! 

Cade.  I  thank  you,  good  people.  There  (hall  be  no 
mony ;  all  (hall  eat  and  drink  upon  ihy  fcore ;  and  I  will 
apparel  them  all  in  on©  liVfery,  that-they  may  agree  like 
brothers,  and  worlhip  me  their  lord. 

DtcL  The  firft  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the  lawyers. 

Cade.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this,  a  lament- 
able thing,  that  the  skin  of  an  innocent  lamb  Ihould  be 
made  parchment  5  that  parchment  being  fcribbled  o'er, 
Should  undo  a  man?  Some  fay,  the  bee  flings  ;  but  I 
fay,  'tis  bee's  wax;  for  I  did  but  feal  once  to  a  thing, 
and  I  !was  never  ray  own  man  fmce.  How  now  ?  who 
if  iher^?  v.-^..    vv.,  .  . 

\  .ii^i..^.  :>c  ^^  "^nttr  ti  Clerl. 

Wecvp,  The  crierk  of  Qhatl^am  ^     can  write  and  read, 

and  caii  accomrpt.  ^  :  .  . 

Cade.  O  monllrous? 
iM^'^'  We  took  him  fettihgrboys  copies. 
Cade.  Here's  a  villain  !. 

i^^^'^x'.  He'as  a  book  in  his  pocket  with  red  letters  in't. 

CWf.  Nay,  then  he's  a  conjurer; 

Dick,  Nay,  he  can  make  obligations,  and  write  court- 
hand.         >  ,   -  ' 

Cad^.  I  an»  ferry  foi^'t  r  the  than  is  a  proper  man,  of 
mine  9tofnotir  ;  xinlefs  I5nd  hiin  guilty,  he  fhall  not  die. 
Come  hither,  firrah,  I  muft  examine  thee  ;  What  is  thy 
nante  ?  '  ^  - 

Clerk,  EmanueL 

Dick.  They  ufe  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters :  'twill 
go  hard  with  you. 

Cade,  Let  me  alone,  Doft  thou  ufe  to  write  thy  name  ? 
or  haft  thou  a  mai'k  to  thy felf  like  an  honeft  plain  deal- 
ing man  ? 


Clerk. 
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Clerk,  Sir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  fo  well  brought 
tjp,  that  I  can  write  my  name. 

All.  He  hath  confcft  ;  away  with  him ;  he's  a  villain 
and  a  traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  fay ;  hang  him  with  his  pen 
and  inkhorn  about  his  neck.       \^Exit  one  njDith  thi  clerk. 

Enter  Michael. 

Mich.  Where  is  our  General  ? 

Cade,  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow. 

Mich.  Fly,  fly,  fly;  Sir  Humphry  Stafford  and  his 
brother  are  hard  by  with  the  King's  forces. 

Cade,  Stand,  villain,  fland,  or  I'll  fell  thee  down  ;  he 
(hall  be  encountered  with  a  man  as  good  as  himfelf.  He 
is  but  a  knight,  is  a'  ? 
.  Mich,  No. 

Cade.  To  equal  him,  I  will  make  myfelf  a  knight 
prefently ;  rife  up,  Sir  John  Mortimer,  Now  have  at 
him.  Is  there  any  more  of  them  that  be  knights  \ 

Mich,  Ay,  his  brother. 

Cade,  Then  kneel  down,  Dick  Butcher.  Rife  up. 
Sir  Dick  Butcher.  Now  found  up  the  the  drum. 

Enter  Sir  Humphry  Stafford,  and  young  Stafford,  ivith 
drum  and  foldiers. 

Staff,  Rebellious  hinds,  the  filth  and  skum  oi  Kenty 
Marked  for  the  gallows,  lay  your  weapons  dowa. 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forfake  this  groom  ; 
The  King  is  merciful,  if  you  revolt. 

Y.  Staf.  But  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclin'd  to  blood. 
If  you  go  forward;  therefore  yield,  or  die. 

Cade.  As  for  thefo  filken  coated  llaves,  I  pafs  not; 
It  is  tc  }  ou/good  people,  that  [  fpeak. 
O'er  whom  (in  time  to  ecmc)  I  hope  to  reign; 
For  I  aok  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

Staf,  Vil.  iin,  thy  father  was  a  plaifterer. 
And  thou  thyfelf  a  ihcannan,  art  thou  not  ? 

Cacy   And  y^^^:?;?/ was  a  gardiner. 

Y.  ^^af.  And  what  of  that  ?  ' 

Cade, 
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Cade,  Marry,  this —  Edmund  Mortimer  Earl  of  March 
married  the  Duke  of  Clarence^  daughter,  did  he  not  ? 
^taf.  Ay,  Sir. 

Cade.  Bv  her  he  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 
Y.  Staf'  That^s  falfe. 

Cade.  Ay,  there's  the  queftion ;  but  I  fay,  'tis  true : 
The  elder  of  them  being  put  to  nurfe, 
Was  by  a  beggar-woman  floFn  away ; 
/ind,  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage. 
Became  a  bricklayer  when  he  came  60  age : 
His  Ton  am  I ;  deny  it,' if  you  can. 

Dick.  Nay,  'tis  too  true,  therefore  he  lhall  be  King. 

V/ean}*  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's  hoafe, 
and  the  bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  teftify  it ;  therefore 
deny  it  not. 

Staf.  And  will  you  credit  this  bafe  drudge's  words. 
That  fpeaks  he  knows  not  what  ? 

AIL  Ay,  marry,  will  we  ;  therefore  get  you  gone. 
'  Y.  St  of.  Jack  Cadey  the  Duke  of  York  hath  taught 
you  this. 

Cade,  He  lies,  for  I  invented  it  myfelf.  Go  to,  fir» 
rah,  tell  the  King  from  me,  that  for  his  father's  fake 
Henry  the  fifth  (in  whofe  time  boys  went  to  fpan- counter 
for  French  crowns)  I  am  content  he  fhall  reign  ;  but  Til 
be  protestor  over  him, 

Dick.  And  furthermore  we'll  have  the  Lord  Say*%  head, 
for  feUing  the  Dukedom  of  Maine. 

Cade,  And  good  reafon;  for  thereby  is  England maim'd, 
^d  fain  to  go  with  a  ftafF,  but  that  my  puillimce  holds  it 
up.  Fellow- Kings,  I  tell  you,  that  that  Lord  Say  hath 
gelded  the  common- wealth,  and  made  it  an  eunuch  ;  and 
more  than  that,  he  can  fpeak  French,  and  therefore  he  is 
a  traitor. 

Staf.  O  grofs  and  miferable  ignorance  ! 

Cade.  Nay,  anfwer  if  you  can  :  the  Frenchmen  are 
our  enemies :  go  to  then  ;  I  ask  but  this ;  can  he,  that 
fpeaks  with  the  tongue  of  the  enemy,  be  a  good  coun- 
fellor  or  no  ? 

All.  No,  no,  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  head* 
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Y.  Staf,  Well,  feeing  gentle  words  will  not  prevail, 
AfTail  them  with  the  army  of  the  King. 

^taf.  Herald,  away,  and  throughout  every  town 
Proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade ; 
That  thofe,  which  fly  before  the  battle  ends, 
May  (even  in  their  wives'  and  childrens'  light) 
Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors ; 
And  you,  that  be  the  Kmg's  friends,  follow  me. 

[ExeuKt  the  t^ojo  StafFords,  woith  their  Train, 

Cade.  And  you,  that  love  the  Commons,  follow  me. 
Now  Oiew  yourfelves  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 
We  will  not  leave  one  lord,  one  gentleman  ; 
Spare  none,  but  fuch  as  go  in  clouted  fhoone. 
For  they  are  thrifty  honed  men,  and  fuch 
As  would  (but  that  they  dare  not)  take  our  parts. 

Dick.  They  are  all  in  order,  and  march  towards  U5. 

Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are  moft  out 
of  order.    Come,  march  forward. 

\Eoceunt  Cade  and  his  party. 
l^Jlarum  to  fight,  nvherein  both  /-^^  StaiFords  are  Jlain. 
Re- enter  Cade  and  the  reji. 

Cade.  Where's  Dick,  the  butcher  AJhford? 

Dick.  Here,  Sir. 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  (beep  and  oxen,  and 
thou  behaved' 11  thyfelf  as  if  thou  hadll  been  in  thine  own 
flaughter-houfe ;  therefore  thus  I  will  reward  thee:  the 
lent  lhall  be  as  long  again  as  it  is,  and  thou  fhalt  have  a 
licenfe  to  kill  for  a  hundred  lacking  one.  t? 

Dick.  I  defire  no  more. 

Cade.  And  to  fpeak  truth,  thou  deferv'fl  no  lefs.  This 
monument  of  the  vi6lory  will  I  bear,  and  the  bodies  ftiall 
be  dragged  at  my  horfe's  heels,  'till  I  do  come  to  Londony 
where  we  will  have  the  mayor's  fword  borne  before  us. 

Dick.  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break  open 
the  goals,  and  let  out  the  prifoners. 

Cade.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.  Come,  let's 
march  towards  London,  *  {Exeunt. 
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SCENE  changes  to  Black- Heath. 

Enter  King  Henry  ^vith  a  fupplication^  and  ^ueen  Mar- 
garet ^ith  Suffolk'/  heady  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
and  the  Lord  Say. 

Mar.  n\  F  T  have  I  heai^,  that  grief  foftens  the 
^  mind. 
And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate ; 
Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  ceafe  to  weep. 
But  who  can  <:eare  to  weep,  and  look  on  this  ? 
Here  may  his  head  lie  on  my  throbbing  breafl : 
But  Where's  the  body,  that  I  Ihould  embrace? 

Buck.  What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  to  the  rebels' 
fup plication  ? 

K.  HeKry.  I'll  fend  fome  holy  bifhop  to  intreat ; 
For  God  forbid  fo  many  fimple  fouls 
Should  periQi  by  the  fword.    And  I  myfelf. 
Rather  than  bloody  war  ftiould  cut  them  (liort. 
Will  parly  with  Jack  Cade  their  general. 
But  flay,  ni  read  it  over  once  again. 

Q.  Mar,  Ah,  barbarous  villains !  hath  this  lovely  face 
Rul'd  hke  a  wandring  planet  over  me. 
And  could  it  not  inforce  them  to  relent. 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  fame  ? 

K.  Henry.  Lord  Say^  Jack  Cade  hath  fworn  to  have 
thy  head. 

^ny.  Ay,  but  I  hope,  your  highnefs  (hall  have  his. 
K.  Henry.  How  now,  Madam  ? 
Lamenting  ftill,  and  mourning  Suffolk^  death  ? 
I  fear  me,  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 
Thou  wouldell  not  hav«  mourn'd  fo  much  for  me. 

Mar.  My  love,  I  fliould  not  mourn,  but  die  for 
thee. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

K,  Henry.  How  now  ?  what  news  ?  why  com'ft  thou 

in  fuch  hade  ? 
Mef.  The  rebels  are  in  Southivark  ;  fly,  my  Lord : 
Jack  Cade  proclaims  himfelf  Lord  Mortimer y 
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Defcended  from  the  Duke  of  Clarence  houfe, 
And  calls  your  Grace  ufurper  openly, 
And  vows  10  crown  hinifelf  in  IVeJiminJier. 
His  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  hinds  and  peafants,  rude  and  mercilefs: 
Sir  Humphry  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 
Hath  given  them  heart  and  courage  to  proceed  : 
Ail  fchoiars,  lawyers,  courtfers,  gentlemen. 
They  call  falfe  caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death. 
K.  Henrj.    O  gracelefs  men  !  they  know  not  what 
they  do. 

Buck.  My  gracious  Lord,  retire  to  Killing^orth^ 
Until  a  Power  be  rais'd  to  put  them  down. 

Q^Mar.  Ah  !  were  the  Duke  of  Siffolk  now  alive, 
The<e  Kentijh  rebels  fhould  be  foon  appeasM. 

K.  Henry.  Lord  Sayy  the  traitors  hate  thee. 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  Killingnjoorth . 

Say.  So  might  your  Grace's  perfon  be  in  danger : 
The  fight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyes ; 
And  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  (lay, 
Afld  live  alone  as  fecret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger, 

%  Mef.  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London  bridge y 
The  citizens  fly  him,  and  forfake  their  houfes : 
The  rafcal  people,  thiriling  after  prey, 
Join  w^ith  the  traitor ;  and  they  jointly  fwear 
1  o  fpoil  the  city  and  your  royal  court. 

Buck.  Then  linger  not,  my  lord  ;  away,  take  horfc. 

K.  Henry.  Come,  Margret,  God  our  hope  will  fuc- 
cour  us. 

Q^Mar.  My  hope  is  gone,  now  SiffoIk  is  deceased. 
K.  Henry.  Farewel,  my  Lord ;  truft  not  to  Kentijh 
rebels. 

Buck,  Trull  no  body,  for  fear  you  be  betray 'd. 
Say,  The  truft  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 
And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  refolute.  \Ex£unt, 
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SCENE  chancres  to  London. 

o 

Efiter  Lord  Scales  upon  the  Toijuer  ^jjalking.    Then  enter 
t^o  or  three  citizens  belo^. 

Scales,  rj  O  W  now  ?  is  Jack  Cade  flain  ? 

I-l  I  Cit,  No,  my  lord,  nor  like  to  be  flaIn  : 
for  they  have  won  the  bridge,  killing  all  thofe  that  with- 
ftand  them  :  the  Lord  Mayor  craves  aid  of  your  honour 
from  the  To^uoer  to  defend  the  city  from  the  rebels. 

Scales,  Such  aid,  as  I  can  fpare,  you  (hall  command  ; 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  myfelf. 
The  rebels  have  alTay'd  to  win  the  Tonjjer. 
But  get  you  into  Smithfield,  gather  head, 
And  thither  will  I  fend  you  Matthe^v  Goff, 
Fight  for  your  King,  your  country  and  your  lives, 
And  fo  farewel,  for  I  muft  hence  again.  [Exei^t^t. 

SCENE  changes  to  Cannon -St  reel. 

Efiter  Jack  Cade  and  the  reji^  and  Jirikes  his  Jfaff  om 
London  Stone. 

Cade,  O  W  is  Mortimer  Lord  of  this  city,  and  here 
fitting  upon  Lo?jdon-Stoney  I  charge  and  com- 
mand that  of  the  city's  coll  the  pilfmg  conduit  run  no- 
thing but  claret  wine  the  firft  year  of  our  reign.  And 
now  hence  forward  it  fhall  be  treafon  for  any  thac 
emails  me  other  than  Lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  foldier  rimnlng. 

So/.  Jack  Cade,  Jack  Cade  ! 

Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.  \Jhey  kill  him. 

Wea'v,  If  this  fellow  be  wife,  he'll  never  call  you 
Jack  Cade  more ;  I  think,  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning. 

Dick,  My  Lord,  there's  an  army  gathered  together  in 
Smithjield, 

Cade.  Come  then,  let's  go  fight  with  them :  but  firft 
go  and  fet  London-bridge  on  fire,  and  if  you  can,  burn 
down  the '7(?'xv^r  too.  Come,  let's  away.   \Exeunt  omnes^ 
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SCENE  changes  to  Smithfield, 

Alarum,    Matthew  GofF  is  Jlaitiy  and  all  the  refi.  Then 
enter  Jack  Cade  ^vith  his  company. 

Cade.  QO,  Sirs:  Now  go  fome  and  pull  down  the 
O  Sa'voy :  others  to  the  inns  of  courts,  down 
with  them  all. 

Dick,  I  have  a  fuit  unto  your  Lord  (hip. 

Cade.  Be  it  a  Lordfliip,  thou  (halt  have  it  for  that  word. 

Dick.  Only  that  the  laws  of  England  may  come  out  of 
your  mouth. 

Jchi.  Maf?,  'twill  before  law  then,  for  he  was  thriifl 
in  the  mouth  with  a  fpear,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet. 

Smith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  fcinking  law,  for  his 
breath  llinks  with  eating  toalled  cheefe. 

Cade,  J  have  thought  upon  it,  it  (hall  be  fo.  Away, 
burn  all  the  records  of  the  realm  ;  my  mouth  Hiall  be 
(he  parliament  of  England. 

John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  ftatutes,  unlefs 
his  teeth  be  puli'd  out. 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  fhall  be  in  com- 
mon. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  a  prize,  a  prize !  here's  the  Lord  Say 
which  fold  the  town  in  France ;  he  that  made  us  pay  one 
and  tvventy  Hfteens  and  one  (hilling  to  the  pound,  the  la  ft 
fubndy. 

Enter  George  fvoith  the  Lard  Say. 

Cade.  Well,  he  fhall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  time?. 
Ah,  thou  Say,  thou  ferge,  nay,  thou  buckram  Lord, 
now  art  thou  within  point  blank  of  our  jurifdidion  regal. 
What  canft  thou  anfwer  to  my  MajeRy  for  giving  up  of 
"Normandy  unto  Monlieur  Bajimecu,  the  Dauphin  of 
France  P  be  it  known  unto  thee  by  thefe  prefents,  even 
the  prefence  of  Lord  Mortimer,  that  I  am  the  befom  that 
mull  fweep  the  court  clean  of  fuch  filth  as  thou  art :  thou 
haft  moft  traiteroufly  corrupted  the  youth  of  the  Realm 


Kifig  Henry  VI.  79 

in  ereding  a  grammar- fchool ;  and  whereas  before,  our 
fore-fathers  had  no  other  books  but  the  fcore  and  the 
tally,  thou  haft  caufed  printing  to  be  us'd  ;  and  contrary- 
to  the  King,  his  crown  and  dignity,  thou  haft  built  a 
paper-mill.  It  will  be  prov'd  to  thy  face  that  thou  halt 
men  about  thee,  that  ufoally  talk  of  a  Noun  and  a  Verb^_ 
and  fuch  abominable  words,  as  no  chriflian  ear  can  en- 
dure to  hear.  Thou  haft  appointed  juftices  of  the  peace 
to  call  poor  men  before  them,  about  matters  they  were 
not  able  to  anfwer.  Moreover,  thou  haft  put  them  m 
prifon  ;  and  becaufe  they  could  not  read,  thou  haft  hang'd 
them  ;  when,  indeed,  only  for  that  caufe  they  have  beeii 
moft  worthy  to  live.  Thou  doft  ride  on  a  foc»t-cloth^doit 
thou  not  ? 

Say.  What  of  that? 

Cade.  Marry,  thou  ought'fl  nc>t  to  let  thy  horfe  Vvcar  a 
cloak,  when  honefter  men  than  thou  go  in  their  hole  and 
doublets. 

Dick.  And  work  in  their  ftiirt  too  i  as  myfelf,  for  ex- 
pimple,  that  am  a  butcher. 
Say.  You  men  of  Kent 
Dick.  What  fay  you  of  Kent  F 
Say,  Nothing  but  this :  Tis  bona  terra,  mala  ^J^s^ 
Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him.  he  fpeaks  Imin, 
Say.  Hear  me  but  fpcak,  and  bear  me  where  you  will, 
Kent^  in  the  commentaries  C^efar  writ. 
Is  term'd  the  civil'ft  place  of  all  this  ifle  ; 
Sweet  is  the  country,  becaufe  full  of  riches. 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  active,  wealthy. 
Which  makes  me  hope  thou  art  not  void  of  pity, 
I  fold  not  Maine  \  I  loft  not  Normandy  ; 
Yet,  to  recover  them,  would  lofe  my  life  : 
Juftice  with  favour  have  P  always  done  ; 
Prayers  and  tears  have  movM  me,  gifts  could  never  ^ 
When  have  I  aught  exafted  at  your  hands  ? 
Kent  to  maintain,  the  King,  the  realm  and  you. 
Large  gifts  have  I  beftow'd  on  learned  clerks  5 
Becaufe  my  book  preferred  me  to  the  King  : 
And  feeing,  ignorance  is  the  curfe  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  jheav'n^ 
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Unlcf.  you  be  pofleft  widi  dev'liih  fpirits. 
Ye  cannot  but  forbear  to  murther  me  : 
Tliis  tongue  hath  parhed  unto  foreign  Kings 
For  your  behoof. 

Cade.  Tut,  when  ftruck'ft  thou  one  blow  in  the  field  ? 

Say.  Great  men  have  reaching  hands ;  oftiiave  Iflruck 
Thofe  that  I  never  faw,  and  flruck  them  dead. 

G&orge.  O  monllrous  coward  !  what,  to  come  behind 
fb  11<s  ? 

Say,  Thefe  cheeks  are  pale  with  watching  for  your 
good. 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'  th*  ear,  and  that  will  make 
'em  red  again. 

Say.  Long  fitting  to  determine  poor  mens'  Caufcs 
Hath  made  me  full  of  ficknefs  and  difeafes. 

Ci^dt.  Ye  ihail  have  a  hempen  caudle  then,  and  the 
help  of  a  hatchet. 

Dick.  Why  doft  thou  quiver,  man  ? 

Say,  The  palfie,  and  not  fear,  provokes  me. 

Cade,  Nay,  he  nods  at  us,  as  who  fhould  fay^  1*11  be 
even  with  you.  Til  fee,  if  his  head  will  (land  Headier  on 
a  pole  or  no  :  take  him  away,  and  behead  him. 

Say.  Tell  me,  wherein  have  I  offended  moll? 
Have  I  affedled  wealth  or  honour?  fpeak. 
Are  my  chelts  HlPd  up  with  extorted  gold  ? 
Is  my  apparel  fumptuous  to  behold  ? 
"Whom  have  1  injured,  that  ye  feek  my  death  ? 
Thefe  hands  are  free  from  guiltlefs  blood-lhedding  ; 
This  breaft  from  harb'ring  foul  deceitful  thoughts. 
O,  let  me  live  !— _ 

Cade.  I  feel  remorfe  in  myfelf  with  his  words ;  but  HI 
bridle  it ;  he  fhall  die,  an  it  be  but  for  pleading  fo  well 
for  his  life.  Away  with  him,  he  has  a  Familiar  under 
his  tongue,  hcfpeaks  not  o' God's  name.  Go,  take  him 
away,  1  fay,  and  flrike  off  his  head  prefently  ;  and  then 
br-eak  into  his  fon-in-law's  houfe,  Sir  J ames  Cromer,  and 
ftrike  off  his  head,  and  bring  them  Both  upon  two  poles, 
hither. 

Jil.  It  fhall  be  done. 

Say,  Ah, Country,  men,  if  when  you  make  your  pray'rs, 

God 
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God  (hould  be  fo  obdurate  as  yourfelves. 
How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  fouls  ? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  fave  my  life. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  comm  and  ve 
the  proudeft  Peer  of  the  Realm  fhallnot  weara  head  on 
his  ihoulders,  unlefs  he  pay  me  tribute ;  there  Iball  not 
a  maid  be  married,  but  (he  fhall  pay  me  her  maiden- 
head ere  they  have  it ;  men  fhall  hold  of  me  in  Capite, 
And  we  charge  and  command,  that  their  wives  be  as  free 
as  heart  can  wifli,  or  tongue  can  tell. 

Dick.  My  lord,  when  fhall  we  go  to  Cheaffidt^  and 
take  up  commodities  upon  our  bills ! 

Cade.  Marry,  prefently. 

AIL  O  brave! 

Enter  one  nxsith  the  heads. 

Cade.  But  is  not  this  braver?  Let  them  kifs  one  ano" 
ther ;  for  they  lov'd  well  when  they  were  alive :  Nov^r 
part  them  again,  left  they  confult  about  the  giving  up 
of  fome  more  towns  in  France.  Soldiers,  defer  the  fpoil 
of  the  City  until  night ;  for  with  thefe  borne  before  us,, 
inftead  of  maces,  will  we  ride  through  the  Streets,  and  at 
every  corner  have  them  kifs.  Away. 

SCENE  changes  to  South wark. 

Alarum^  and  Retreat,    Efiter  again  Cade,  and  all  hb 
Rahllement*- 

CadeT  TP  Etjh-ftreet,  down  St.  Magnus"  Corner,  kill 
\j  and  knock  down ;  throw  them  into  Thames^  ^ 

[  A  Parley  foiindid^ 

What  noife  is  this  I  hear  ? 

Dare  any  be  fo  bold  to  found  retreat  or  parley. 

When  I  command  them  kill  ? 

Enter  Buckingham  and  old  CKfFord,  attended. 

Buck.  Ay,  here  they  be  that  dare  and  will  difturb  thee^. 
Know,  Cadey  we  come  AmbafTadors  from  the  King 
Un^o  the  Commons;  whom  thou  haft  mifleds 
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And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  All, 
1  hat  will  forfake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Clif.  What  fay  ye,  Country-men,  will  ye  relent. 
And  yield  to  mercy,  whilil  'tis  offered  you. 
Or  let  a  rabble  lead  you  to  your  deaths? 
Who  loves  the  King,  and  will  embrace  his  Pardon, 
Fling  up  his  cap,  and  fay,  God  fa^e  his  Majejly  ! 
W^ho  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  father, 
jF/^-?/ .7  the  fifth,  that  made  all  to  quake. 

Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  pafs  by. 

AIL  God  fave  the  King  !  God  fave  the  King  ! 

Cade,  What,  Buckingham  and  Clifford,  are  ye  fo  brave  ? 
r^nd  you,  bale  peafants,  do  ye  believe  em  ?  will  younee^s 
be  hang'd  with  your  pardons  about  your  necks  ?  hath  my 
fword  therefore  broke  through  London^  gates,  that  you 
Ihould  leave  meat  t^^WhitehartmSouthwark  ?  T  thought, 
you  would  never  have  given  out  thefe  arms,  till  you  had 
recovered  your  ancient  Freedom:  but  you  are  all  recreants 
and  daftards,  and  delight  to  hve  in  flavery  to  the  Nobility. 
Let  them  break  your  backs  with  burthens,  take  your 
houfes  over  your  heads,  ravifh  your  wives  and  daughters 
before  your  faces.  For  me,  1  will  make  Ihift  for  one, 
and  fo  God's  curfe  light  upon  you  all! 

AIL  We'll  follow  Cade,  we'll  follow  Cade, 

Clif.  Is  Cade  the  fon  oi Henry  the  fifth. 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim,  you'll  go  with  him? 
Will  he  condudlyou  through  the  heart  of  France^ 
And  make  the  meanefl  of  you  Earls  and  Dukes  ? 
Alas,  ht  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to  : 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  live,  but  by  the  fpoil; 
Unlefs  by  robbing  of  your  friends  and  us. 
Were't  not  a  fhame,  that,  whilft  you  live  at  jar. 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquillied. 
Should  make  a  Hart  o'er  feas,  and  vanquifti  you? 
Methinks,  already  in  this  civil  broil 
1  fee  them  lording  it  in  London  ftreets, 
Crying,  Villagcois!  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better,  ten  thoufar.d  bafe-born  Cades  T£i\{<:my  \ 
Than  you  fhould  Hoop  unto  a  Frenchman  mtrzy. 
To  Frame,  to  France^  and  get  what  you  have  loft  ; 
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Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  native  Coaft. 
Hefiry  hath  mony,  you  are  ilrong  and  manly  : 
God  on  our  fide,  doubt  not  of  victory. 

^//.  A  Clifford!  a  Clifford!  well  follow  the  King 
and  Clifford. 

Cade.  Was  ever  feather  fo  lightly  blown  to  and  fro,  as 
this  multitude?  the  name  of  Henry  the  fifth  hales  them 
to  an  hundred  mifGhiefs,  and  makes  them  leave  me  defo- 
late.  I  fee  them  lay  their  heads  together  to  furprize  me. 
My  fword  make  way  for  me,  for  here  is  no  ftaying  ;  in 
defpite  of  the  devils  and  hell,  have  through  the  very 
midft  of  you;  and  heavens  and  honour  be  witnefs,  that 
no  want  of  refolution  in  me,  but  only  my  followers  bafe 
and  ignominious  treafons  make  me  betake  me  to  my 
heels.  [^w^ 

Buck.  What,  is  he  fied  ^  go  fome,  and  follow  him. 
And  he,  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  King, 
Shall  have  a  thoufand  crowns  for  his  reward. 

[Exeunt  fome  of  the?n. 
Follow  me,  foldiers ;  we'll  devife  a  mean 
To  reconcile  you  All  unto  the  King.       [Exeunt  omnes. 

SCEnE,  the  Palace  at  Killingworth. 

Sound  trumpets.    Enter  King  Henry,  ^een  Margaret^ 
and  Somerfet  on  the  Terras. 

K.  BenryJXTJ  Pi^  ever  King  that  joy'd  an  earth!  j 

VV  throne, 
And  could  command  no  more  content  than  I  ? 
No  fooner  was  I  crept  out  of  my  cradle. 
But  I  was  made  a  King  at  nine  months  old  : 
Was  never  Subjed  long'd  to  be  a  King, 
As  I  do  long  and  wi(h  to  be  a  Subjedl. 

Eftter  Buckingham  and  CliiFord. 
Buck.  Health,  and  glad  tidings  to  your  Majefty  ? 
K.  Henry.  Why,  Bucki)?gha?n,  is  the  traitor  Cade  fur^ 
priz'd  ? 

Or  is  he  but  retir'd  to  make  him  flrong? 

Enter  multitudes  ^nth  halters  about  their  necks. 
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Clif.  He's  fled,  my  lord,  and  all  his  powVs  do  yield; 
And  iuimbly  thus  with  hahers  on  their  necks 
Expedl  your  highnefs'  doom  of  life  or  death. 

K.  Henn.  Then,  heav'n,  fet  ope  thy  evei Lifting  gate 5, 
To  entertain  my  vuws  of  thanks  and  praife. 
Soldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeemed  your  lives, 
And  ihevv'd  how  well  you  love  your  Prince  and  Country  : 
Continue  ftili  in  this  fo  good  a  mind, 
And  Remy,  though  he  be  unfortunate, 
Allure  yourfelves,  will  never  be  unkind  : 
And  fo  with  thanks,  and  Pardon  to  you  all, 
I  do  difmifs  you  to  your  feverai  countries. 

AIL  God  lave  the  king!  God fave  the  King ' 

Enter  Mejfenger, 

Mef,  Pleafe  it  your  grace  to  be  advertifed, 
The  Duke  of  York  is  newly  come  from  Ireland y 
And  with  a  puilTant  and  mighty  pow'r 
Of  Gallow  glaiTes  and  flout  Kernes, 
Is  marching  hitherward  in  proud  array  : 
And  ftill  proclaimeth,  as  he  comes  along. 
His  arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  Duke  of  Somerfet,  whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 

K.  Henry.  Thus  Hands  my  ftate,  'twixtC^^^  and  York 
difireil:; 

Like  to  a  fhip..  that,  having  'fcap'd  a  tempeft, 
Is  ftraitway  calm'd  and  boarded  with  a  pirate,    ( 1 1  ) 
Bat  now  is  Cade  driv'n  back,  his  men  difpers'd ; 
And  now  is  York  in  arms  to  fecond  him- 

(il)  h  Jlraitivay  claimed,  and  hoarded ivith  a  pirate.l^  I  doubt 
ret  but  my  Readers  will  agre«,  that  I  have  rcftor'd  to  the  Text 
its  true  Reading. "  After  the  violent  Working  of  a  Temped, 
the  Sea^  is,  for  the  moli  part,  totally  hecalmd,  Bcfides,  wit?r 
Alluficn  to  the  King's  Affairs,  the  Tempeft  of  Cade%  Rebel- 
lien  was  juft  blown  over  j  the  State  was  in  a  Calm,  by  that 
lRfurre<ftion  being  quieted :  and  immediately  Torky  like  an 
ufurping  Pirate,  comes  to  feize  the  VefTel  of  Government.  And 
again,  which  heightens  the  Juftnefs  of  the  Metaphor,  a  Calm  ia 
tlie  moll  ufual  Occafion  of  VelTels  being  taken  by  Pirates  \  v.'hich, 
ly  the  Ule  of  their  Saik,  they  n^ight  other  wife  eicapj. 
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I  pray  thee,  Buckingham^  go  and  meet  with  him, 
And  ask  him  what's  the  realbn  of  thefe  arms : 
^rell  him,  Til  fend  Duke  Ednmid  to  the  Toujer  \ 
And,  Somerfety  we  will  commit  thee  thither. 
Until  his  army  be  difmift  from  him. 

S0771.  My  lord, 
I'll  yield  myfelf  to  prifon  willingly. 
Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  country  good. 

K.  Hemy.  In  any  cafe  be  not  too  rough  in  terms. 
For  he  is  fierce  and  cannot  brook  hard  language. 

Buck.  I  will,  my  lord ;  and  doubt  not  fo  to  deal. 
As  all  things  fhall  redound  unto  your  Good. 

K.  Henry,  Come,  wife,  let's  in,  and  learn  to  govern 
better ; 

For  yer  may  £;?^/^«^curfe  my  wretched  Reign.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  a  Garden  in  Kent. 
Enter  Jack  Cade. 

CadeJTJ'  I  E  on  ambitions  ;  fie  on  myfelf,  that  have  a 
X/  fivord,  and  yet  am  ready  to  famifh.  Thefe 
five  days  have  I  hid  me  in  thefe  woods  and  durft  not 
peep  out,  for  all  the  country  is  laid  forme:  but  now 
am  1  fo  hungry,  that  if  I  m.ight  have  a  leafe  of  my  life 
for  a  thoufand  years,  I  could  (lay  no  longei.  Where- 
fore on  a  brick- wall  have  I  climb'd  into  this  garden  to  fee 
if  I  can  eat  grafs,  or  pick  a  fallet  another  while,  which  is 
not  amifs  to  cool,  a  man's  ftomach  this  hot  weather ;  and, 
I  think,  this  word  fallet  was  bora  to  do  me  good  ;  for 
many  a  time,  but  for  a  fallet,  my  brain-pan  had  been  cleft 
with  a  brown  bill;  and  many  a  time  when  I  have  been 
dry,  and  bravely  marching,  it  hath  ferv'd  me  inftead  of  a 
quart-pot  to  drink  in  ;  and  now  the  word  fallet  mull  ferve 
me  to  feed  on. 

Enter  Iden. 

Iden.  Lord!  who  would  live  tucmoiled  in  the  Court, 
And  may  enjoy  fuch quiet  Walks  zs  thefe? 
This  fmall  inheritance,  my  father  left  me, 
Contenteth  me,  and's  worth  a  monarchy. 
I  feek  not  to  wax  Great  by  others'  wainingf 

Ck 
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Or  gather  wealth,  I  care  not  with  what  envy ; 
Sufficeth,  That  I  have  maintains  my  Itate  ; 
And  fends  the  poor  well  pleafed  from  my  gate. 

Cade.  Here  's  the  lord  of  the  foil  come  to  feize  me  for 
a  ftray,  for  entring  his  fee  fimple  without  leave.  Ah 
villain,  thou  wilt  betray  me  and  get  a  thoufand  crowns 
of  the  King  by  carrying  my  head  to  him;  but  Fll  make 
thee  eat  iron  like  an  oftridge,  and  fwallov/  my  fword  like 
a  great  pin,  ere  thou  and  I  part. 

Men,  Why,  rude  companion,  whatfoe'er  thou  be, 
I  know  thee  not;  why  then  fhould  I  betray  thee? 
Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  garden. 
And,  like  a  thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds. 
Climbing  my  walls  in  fpight  of  me  the  owner. 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  thefe  fawcy  terms  ? 

Cade.  Brave  thee?  by  the  befl  blood  that  ever  was 
broached,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me  well,  I  have 
eat  no  meat  thefe  five  days,  yet  come  thou  and  thy  five 
men,  and  if  I  do  not  leave  you  as  dead  as  a  door  nail, 
I  pray  God,  I  may  never  eat  grafs  more. 

Iden.  Nay,  it  (hall  ne'er  be  faid  while  England  ^zxi<i%^ 
That  Alexander  Iden  an  Efquire  of  Kent^ 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  famifh'd  man. 
Oppofe  thy  fledfaft  gazing  eyes  to  mine. 
See,  if  thou  canft  out- face  me  with  thy  looks ; 
Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thon  art  far  the  lefTer : 
Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  ray  fift ; 
Thy  leg  a  llick,  compared  with  this  truncheon. 
My  foot  fhall  fight  with  all  the  ilrength  thou  haft; 
And  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  the  air. 
Thy  grave  is  digged  already  in  the  earth : 
As  for  more  words,  whofe  greatnefs  anfwers  words^, 
Let  this  my  fword  report  what  fpeech  forbears. 

Cade^  By  my  valour,  the  moft  complete  champion 
that  ever  I  heard.  Steel,  if  thou  turn  thine  edge,  or 
cut  not  out  the  burly-bonM  Clown  in  chines  of  beef  ere 
thou  fleep  in  thy  (heath,  I  befeech  Jo^e  on  my  knees 
thou  may'ft  be  turned  into  hobnails.  \liere  they  fight. 
O  I  am  flain !  famine,  and  no  other,  hath  llain  me  ;  let 
ten  thoufand  devils  come  againft  me,  and  give  me  but  the 
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ten  meals  I  have  loft,  and  Td  defy  them  all.  Wither 
garden,  and  be  hence  forth  a  burying-place  to  all  that  do 
dwell  in  this  houfe ;  becaufe  the  unconquer'd  foul  of  Cade 
is  fled. 

Iden.  1st  Cade  that  I  have  flain,  that  monftrous  traitor  ? 
Sword,  J  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed, 
And  hang  thee  o'er  my  tomb,  when  I  am  dead. 
Ne'er  {hall  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point. 
But  thou  ftialt  wear  it  as  a  herald's  coat, 
T'  emblaze  the  honour  which  thy  mailer  got. 

Cade,  Iderty  farewel,  and  be  proud  of  thy  vidory  :  tell 
Kent  from  me,  fhe  hath  loft  her  beft  man  ;  and  exhort  all 
the  world  to  be  cowards  ;  for  I,  that  never  fear'd  any, 
am  vanquiftied  by  famine,  not  by  valour.  [ft>/* 

Iden.  How  much  thou  wrong'ft  me,  heaven  be  my 
judge  I 

Die  damned  wretch,  the  curfe  of  her  that  bare  thee  : 
And  as  I  thruft  thy  body  in  with  my  fword. 
So  wilh  I,  I  might  thruft  thy  foul  to  hell. 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghill,  which  lhall  be  thy  grave ; 
And  there  cut  off  thy  moft  ungracious  head. 
Which  I  will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  King, 
Leaving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon. 


ACT 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE,  in  the  fields  near  London. 

Enter  York,  and  his  ariny  ofYn'Uci^  with  drum  and 
colours, 

York. 

FROM  Ireland  thus  comes  Tork  to  claim  his  Right, 
And  pluck  the  Crown  from  feeble  Henrys  head. 
Ring,   bells,  aloud ;  burn,  bonfires,   clear  and 
bright. 

To  entertain  great  England  %  lawful  King! 
Ah  Majefty  \  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear  ? 
Let  them  obey,  that  know  not  how  to  rule. 
This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  gold. 
I  cannot  give  due  aftion  to  my  words. 
Except  a  fword,  or  fcepter,  ballance  it. 
A  fcepter  (hall  it  have,  have  I  a  foul. 
On  which  TU  tofs  the  Flower-de-luce  of  France. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

Whom  have  we  here  ?  Bzickinghajn  to  difturb  me  ? 
The  King  hath  fent  him,  fure  :  I  mull  diffemble. 

Buck,  Torky  if  thou  meaneft  well,  I  greet  thee  well. 

Tork.  Hu77iphry  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  thy  greetings 
Art  thou  a  meifenger,  or  come  of  pleafure  ? 

Buck,  A  meffenger  from  Henry  our  dread  Liege, 
To  know  the  reafon  of  thefe  Arms  in  Peace  ? 
Or  why,  thou,  being  a  Subjed  as  I  am, 
A  gain  ft  thy  oath  and  true  allegiance  fworn, 
Should'ft  raife  fo  great  a  power  without  his  leave  ^ 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  force  fo  near  the  Court  ? 
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Torh.  Scarce  can  I  fpeak,  my  choleris  To  great. 
Oh  !  I  could  hew  up  rocks  and  fight  with  flmt, 
I  am  fo  angry  at  thefe  abjed  terms. 
And  now,  like  Jjax  TelamoniuSy 

On  llieep  or  oxen  could-I  fpend  my  fury.  H^^?^- 

J  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  King  : 

More  like  a  King,  more  kingly  in  my  thoughts. 

But  r  muft  make  fair  weather  yet  a  while, 

Till  Henry  he  more  weak  and  I  more  itrong. 
O  Buckingha7n  !  I  pr'ythee,  pardon  me, 
That  I  have  giv'n  no  anfwer  all  this  while  ; 
My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 
The  caufe,  why  I  have  brought  this  army  hither. 
Is  to  remove  proud  Somerfit  from  the  King, 

Seditious  to  his  Grace  and  to  the  State. 

Buck,  That  is  too  much  prefumption  on  thy  part  |. 

But  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  other  end, 

The  King  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand  : 

The  Duke  of  Somerfet  is  in  the  Tcwer, 
York,  Upon  thine  Honour  is  he  prifoner  ? 
Buck,  Upon  mine  Honour,  he  is  prifoner. 
York,  Then,  Buckinghamy  \  do  difmifs  my  PowerSo 

Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all ;  difperfe  your  felves ; 

Meet  me  to  morrow  in  St.  Georges  field. 

You  fhall  have  Pay  and  every  thing  you  wifli. 

And  let  my  Sovereign,  virtuous  Henry^ 

Command  my  eldeft  fon  ;  nay  all  my  fons,. 

As  pledges  of  my  fealty  and  love, 

ril  fend  them  all  as  willing  as  I  live; 

Lands,  goods,  horfe,  armour,  any  thing  I  have 

la  his  to  ufe,  fo  Somerfet  may  die. 

Buck,  York,  I  commend  this  kind  fubmilfion. 

We  twain  will  go  into  liis  Highnefs'  tent.  [ExtunL 

SCENE  changes  to  the  King's  Pavilion, 

Enter  KingUtmy,  and  Attendants*     Re- enter  Bucking- 
ham, WYork,  attended. 

K.  Henry,  'T\Vckingh am ^^o\}ci  York  intend  no  Harm  to  us, 
Jj  That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in 
arm  I  Yark^ 
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Tork,  In  all  fabmilTion  and  humility, 
York  doth  prefent  himfelf  unto  your  Highnefs. 

K.  Henry.  Then  what  intend  thefe  forces  thou  dod  bring  ? 

Tork.  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerfet  from  hence. 
And  fight  agajnft  that  monftrous  Rebel  Cade  ; 
Whom,  fince,  I  heard  to  be  difcomfited. 

Enter  Iden  njoitb  Cade'j  head. 

Iden,  If  one  fo  rude,  and  of  fo  mean  condition. 
May  pafs  into  the  prefence  of  a  King, 
Lo,  I  prefent  your  Grace  a  traitor's  head  ; 
The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  Combat  flew. 

K.  Henry.  The  head  of  Cade  ?  great  God  !  how  juft 
art  thou  ? 

O,  let  me  view  his  vifage  being  dead, 

7  hat,  living,  wrought  me  fuch  exceeding  trouble. 

Tell  me,  my  friend  ;  art  tiion  the  man,  that  flew  him? 

Iden.  I  was,  an't  like  your  Majelly. 

K.  Henry.  How  art  thou  call'd  ?  and  what  is  thy  degree  ? 

Iden.  Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  name, 
A  poor  Efquire  of  Kent^  that  loves  the  King. 

Buck.  So  pleafe  it  you,  my  lord,  'twere  not  aniifs 
He  were  created  Knight,  for  his  good  fervice. 

K.  Henry.  Iden,  kneel  down  ;  rife  up  a  Knight  : 
We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thoufand  marks. 
And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us, 

Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  fuch  a  bounty. 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  Liege  ! 

Enter  ^een  Margaret  and  Somerfet. 

K.  Henry.  See,  Buckingham y  Somerfet  comes  with  the 
Queen ; 

Go,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  Duke. 

Q.  Mar,  For  thoufand  Torks  hq  (hall  not  hide  his  head. 
But  boldly  ftand  and  front  him  to  his  face. 

Tork.  How  now  ?  is  Somerfet  at  liberty  ? 
Then,  Tork,  unloofe  thy  long  imprifon'd  thoughts. 
And  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  heart. 
Shall  I  endure  the  fight  of  Somerfet  F 
Falfe  King?  why  haft  thou  broken  faith  with  me,. 

Knowing 
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Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abufe  ? 
King  did  I  call  thee  ?  no,  thou  art  no  King : 
Nor  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes, 
Which  durll  not,  no,  nor  canft  not  rule  a  traitor. 
That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  Crown: 
Thy  hand  is  made  to  grafp  a  palmer's  ftafF, 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  fcepter. 
That  gold  muft  round  engirt  thefe  brows  of  mine, 
Whofe  fmile  and  frown  (like  to  Achilles'  fpear) 
Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  fcepter  up. 
And  with  the  fame  to  ad  controlling  laws : 
Give  place  ;  by  heav'n,  thou  ftialt  rule  no  more 
O'er  him^  whom  heav'n  created  for  thy  ruler. 

^ofn.  O  monftrous  traitor  !  I  arrefl  thee,  York^ 
Of  capital  treafon  'gainft  the  King  and  Crown  ; 
Obey,  audacious  traitor,  kneel  for  grace. 

York,  Sirrah,  call  in  my  fons  to  be  my  bail;  (12) 
Would'fl  have  me  kneel  ?  Firft,  let  me  ask  of  thefe. 
If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man. 
I  know,  ere  they  will  let  me  go  to  Ward, 
They'll  pawn  their  fwords  for  my  enfranchifement. 

Q.  Mar,  Call  hither  Clifford,  bid  him  come  amain. 
To  fay,  if  that  the  baftard  boys  of  York 
Shall  be  the  Surety  for  their  traitor  father. 

York,  O  blood-befpotted  'Neapolitan^ 
Out  caft  of  Naples y  England s  bloody  fcourge  ? 
The  Sons  of  York,  thy  Betters  in  their  Birth, 
Shall  be  their  father's  bail,  and  bale  to  thofe  (13) 

(12)  TFouWfi  have  me  kneel?    Firji,   let  me  ask  of  thefe, 
If  they  can  brook  I  boiv  a  knee  to  man. 

Sirrah,  call  in  my  Sons  to  be  my  bail,^  As  thefe  Lines  have 
hitherto  ftood,  I  think  the  Senfe  perplexed  and  cbfcure.  I  have 
ventur'd  to  tranfpofe  them,  and  make  a  flight  Alteration,  by 
the  Advice  of  my  ingenious  Friend  Mr.  TVarburton, 

(13)  Shall  be  their  Father'' s  Bail,  and  Bane  to  thofe,"]  Confider- 
ing,  how  our  Author  loves  to  play  on  Words  familiar  in  their 
S^uiniy  but  oppofite  in  their  Signification,  I  make  no  doubt  but 
1  have  here  reftorM  his  genuine  Reading.  Bale,  (from  whence 
our  common  Adje^ive,  baleful  J  Ci^iiufLes,  Detriment,  Ruin,  Mi 
fortune,  &C. 

That 
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That  for  my  furety  will  refufe  the  boys. 

Enter  Edward  and  Richard. 
See,  where  they  come ;  I'll  warrant,  they'll  make  it  good. 
Enter  Clifford. 

Q^Mar,  And  here  comes  Clifford,  to  deny  their  bail. 
CUf.  Health  and  all  Happinels  to  my  lord  the  King  ! 
York.  I  thank  thee,   Clifford ;  fay,  what  news  with 
thee  ? 

Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look  : 
We  are  thy  Sovereign,  Cliffordy  kneel  again; 
For  thy  miflaking  fo,  we  pardon  thee. 

Clif.  This  is  my  King,  Tork,  T  do  not  miilake ; 
But  thou  miitak'ft  me  much,  to  think  I  do  ; 
To  Bedlam  with  him,  is  the  man  grown  mad  ? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  Clifford,  a  Bedlam  and  ambitious  hu- 
mour 

Makes  him  oppofe  himfelf  againft  his  King. 

Clif.  He  is  a  traitor,  let  him  to  the  To^cer^ 
And  crop  away  that  fadious  pate  of  his. 

Q.  Mar.  He  is  arrefted,  but  will  not  obey  : 
His  fons,  he  fays,  fhall  give  their  words  for  him. 

Tork.  Will  you  not,  fons? 

E.  Plan.  Ay,  noble  father,  if  our  words  will  ferve. 
R,  Plan,  And  if  words  will  not,  then  our  weapons 
(hall. 

CUf.  Why,  what  a  brood  of  traitors  have  we  here? 
Tork.  Look  in  a  glafs,  and  call  thy  image  fo. 
I  am  thy  King,  and  thou  a  falfe-heart  traitor ; 
'  Call  hither  to  the  flake  my  two  brave  bears. 
That  with  the  very  fhaking  of  their  chains 
They  may  aftonifh  thefe  fell-lurking  cursj 
Bid  Salisbury  and  Warwick  come  to  me. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Warwick  and  Sali^ury. 

Clif  Are  thefe  thy  bears  ?  we'll  bait  thy  bears  to  death. 
And  manacle  the  bearward  in  their  chains. 
If  thou  dar'ft  bring  them  to  the  baiting- place. 

R.  Flan. 
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R.  Plan.  Oft  have  I  feen  a  hot  o*er- weening  cur 
Run  back  and  bite,  becaufe  he  was  with-held  ; 
Who,  being  fufFer'd  with  the  bear's  fell  paw. 
Hath  clapt  his  tail  betwixt  his  legs  and  cry'd  : 
And  fuch  a  piece  of  fervice  will  you  do, 
If  you  oppofe  your  felves  to  match  lord  Warwick, 

Clif.  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  foul  indigefted  lump. 
As  crooked  in  thy  manners,  as  thy  fhape. 

York.  Nay,  we  lhall  heat  you  thorowly  anon. 

Clif.  Take  heed,  left  by  your  heat  you  burn  youf 
felves. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  War^ick^  hath  thy  knee  forgot  to 
bow  ; 

Old  Salisbury,  fhame  to  thy  filvcr  hair. 
Thou  mad  mif  leader  of  thy  brain- fick  fon, 
What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  death- bed  play  the  ruffiani, 
And  fcek  for  forrow  with  thy  fpedacles  ? 
Oh,  where  is  faith  ?  oh,  where  is  loyalty  ? 
1  f  it  be  banifh'd  from  the  frofty  head. 
Where  lhall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth  ? 
Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war. 
And  fhame  thine  honourable  age  with  blood  ? 
Why,  art  thou  old,  and  want'ft  experience  ? 
Or  wherefore  doft  abufe  it,  if  thou  haft  it  ? 
For  fhame,  in  duty  bend  thy  knee  to  me. 
That  bows  unto  the  grave  with  mickle  age. 

Sal.  My  lord,  I  have  confider'd  with  my  felf 
The  Title  of  this  moft  renowned  Duke  ; 
And  in  my  confcience  do  repute  his  Grace 
The  rightful  heir  to  England's  royal  Seat. 

K.  Henry.  Haft  thou  not  fworn  allegiance  unto  me  ? 

SaL  I  have. 

K.  Henry.  Canft  thou  difpenfe  with  heav'n  for  fuch 
an  oath  ? 

"Sal  It  is  great  fin  to  fwear  unto  a  fin  ; 
But  greater  fin  to  keep  a  fmful  oath  : 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  folemn  vow 
To  do  a  murdVous  deed,  to  rob  a  man, 
To  force  a  fpotlefs  virgin's  chaftity. 
To  reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony. 
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To  wring  the  widow  from  h^r  cuflom'd  right. 
And  have  no  other  reafon  for  his  wrong, 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  folemn  oath  ? 

Q^Mar.  A  fubtle  traitor  needs  nofophider. 

K.  Henry.  Call  Buckingham,  and  bid  him  arm  himfelf, 

T'ork.  Call  Buckingham  and  all  the  friends  thou  haft, 
I  am  refolv'd  for  death  or  dignity. 

Old  Clif,  The  firll  I  warrant  thee ;  if  dreams  prove 
true. 

War.  You  were  beft  go  to  bed  and  dream  again. 
To  keep  thee  from  the  tempeft  of  the  field. 

Old  Clif,  I  am  refolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  fiorm 
Than  any  thou  canft  conjure  up  to  day  : 
And  that  Fll  write  upon  tliy  Burgonet, 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  Houfe's  badge. 

War.  Now  by  my  father's  Badge,  old  Ne^iF^  CreH-, 
The  rampant  bear  chain'd  to  the  ragged  ftafF, 
This  day  TU  wear  aloft  my  Burgonet, 
(As  on  a  mountain- top  the  cedar  Ihews, 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  fpight  of  any  ftorm,) 
Ev'n  to  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Old  Cliff.  And  from  thy  Burgonet  111  rend  thy  bear. 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  all  contempt, 
Defpight  the  bear- ward,  that  protedls  the  bear. 

T.  Clif.  And  fo  to  Arms,  vidlorious  noble  father. 
To  quell  the  rebels  and  their  complices. 

R.  Flan.  Fie,  charity  for  (hame,  fpeak  not  in  fpight. 
For  you  fhall  fup  with  Jefu  Chrifl  to  night. 

T.  Clif.  Foul  ftigmatick,  that's  more  than  thou  canft 
tell. 

Plan.  If  not  in  heav'n,  you'll  furely  fup  in  hell. 

l^Exeunty  fe^verally. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Field  of  Battle  at  St. 
Albans, 

Ent€r  Warwick. 

War.  r^LIFFORD  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick  calls  ; 

And  if  thou  doft  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear, 
(Now  when  the  angry  trumpet  founds  alarum, 

And 
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And  dying  mens'  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air,) 
CiiJ'ord,  I  Tay,  come  forth  and  fight  with  me ; 
Proud  northern  lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland, 
Warwick  is  hoarfe  with  calling  thee  to  arms. 

Ent€r  York. 

War.  How  now,  my  noble  lord  ?  what  all  a- foot? 

Tork.  The  deadly-handed  Clifford  flew  my  Steed  ; 
But  match  to  match  I  have  encountred  him. 
And  made  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crows 
Ev'ii  of  the  bonny  beaft  he  lov'd  fo  well. 

Enter  Clifford. 
War,  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 
York,  Hold,  Warwick:   feek  thee  out  forae  other 
chace. 

For  I  myfelf  muft  hunt  this  deer  to  death. 

War.   Then  nobly,  Tork;   'tis  for  a  Crown  thou 
fight'll : 

As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to  day. 

It  grieves  my  foul  to  leave  thee  unaffail'd.     [Exit  War. 

Clif.  What  feeft  thou  in  me,  Tork  ?  why  doft  thou 
paufe  ? 

Tork.  With  thy  brave  Bearing  fliould  I  be  in  love. 
But  that  thou  art  fo  faft  mine  enemy. 

Clif.  Nor  ftiould  thy  Prowefs  want  praife  and  efleem. 
But  that  'tis  (hewn  ignobly,  and  in  treafon. 

Tork,  So  let  it  help  me  now  againft  thy  fword. 
As  I  in  Juftice  and  true  Right  exprefs  it. 

Clif.  My  foul  and  body  on  the  aftion  both  [   

Tork.  A  dreadful  lay,  addrefs  thee  jnftantly.  [Fight. 

Clif.  La  fin  couronne  les  €eu<vres.  [Dies^ 

Tork,  Thus  war  hath  given  thee  peace,  for  thou  art 
Hill;  ^ 

Peace  with  his  foul,  heav'n,  if  it  be  thy  will  !  [Exit. 
Enter  young  Clifford. 
T.  Clif,  Shame  and  confufion  !  all  is  on  the  rout : 
Fear  frames  diforder  ;  and  diforder  wounds. 
Where  it  fhould  guard.    O  war  !  thou  fon  of  hell^ 
Whom  angry  heav'ns  do  make  their  minifter. 

Throw 
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Throw  in  the  frozen  bofoms  of  our  part 

Ho:  coak  of  vengeance.    Let  no  foldier  flic. 

He,  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  war, 

Hath  no  felf-love  ;  for  he,  that  loves  himfelf. 

Hath  not  efientially,  but  by  circumftance, 

The  name  of  valour.  —  O  iet  the  vile  world  end, 

\^Se€z?:g  his  dead father  o 
And  the  premifed  flames  of  the  lalt  day 
Knit  earth  and  heav'n  together  ! 
Now  let  the  general  trumpet  blow  his  blaft. 
Particularities  and  petty  founds 
To  ceafe  !  Waft  thou  ordained,  O  dear  father. 
To  lofe  thy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  atchieve 
The  filver  livery  of  advifed  age^ 
And  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair  days,  thus 
To  die  in  ruffian  battle  ?  Even  at  this  fight 
My  heart  is  turn'd  to  Hone  ;  and  while  'tis  mine. 
It  fliall  be  ftony.    y'ork  not  our  old  men  fpares : 
No  more  will  I  their  babes  :  Tears  virginal 
Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire ; 
And  Beauty,  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims, 
^hall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 
Henceforth  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity. 
Meet  I  an  Infant  of  the  Houfe  of  Tork, 
Into  as  many  gobbits  will  I  cut  it. 
As  wild  Medea  young  Ahfyrtus  did. 
In  cruelty  will  I  feek  out  my  fame. 
Come,  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clifford's  Houfe: 
As  did  ^neas  old  Anchifes  bear. 
So  I  bear  thee  upon  my  manly  ihoulders; 
But  then  JEneas  bare  a  living  load. 
Nothing  fo  heavy  as  thefe  woes  of  mine. 

[Exit,  beari?7g  of  his  Father. 
Enter  Richard  Plantagenet  and  Somerfet,  to  fight, 
R.  ?lan.  So,  lye  thou  there  :       [Somerfet  is  kiWd, 
For  underneath  an  ale-houfe'  paltry  Sign,  (14} 

The 

(14)  For  underneath  an  Aleboufe  paltry  Sign, 
The  Caftle  in  St,  Albans,  Somerfet 
Ilstt  m*dg  the  WiT^ard  famQut  in  bii  Death ,1 
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The  Cadle  in  St.  A!ba?jSy  Somerfet 
Hath  made  the  Wizard  famous  in  his  death ; 
Sword,  hold  thy  temper  ;  heart,  be  wrathful  ftlll : 
Prielb  pray  for  enemies,  but  Princes  kill. 

\_Exit  Richard  Plantagenet. 

Fight,  Excurfions.  Enter  King  Henry,  ^een  Margaret, 
and  others. 

Mar,  Away,  my  lord,  you  are  flow ;  for  fhame, 
away. 

K.  Henry.  Can  we  out-run  the  heav'ns !  good  Margaret, 
i^ay. 

Mar.  What  are  you  made  of?  you'll  not  fight,  nor 
fly: 

Now  is  it  manhood,  wifdom  and  defence, 
To  give  the  enemy  way,  and  to  fecure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

\_  Alarum  afar  off^ 
If  you  be  ta'en,  we  then  <hould  fee  the  bottom 
Of  all  our  fortunes;  but  if  we  haply  Tcape, 
(As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  negle»5l,) 
We  fhall  to  London  get,  where  you  are  lov'd; 
And  where  this  breach,  now  in  our  fortunes  made^j 
May  readily  be  ftopt. 

Enter  ClitTord. 

Clif.  But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mifchief  fet, 
I  would  fpeak  blafphemy,  ere  bid  you  fly  ; 
But  fly  you  muft  :  incurable  difcomfit 
Reigns  in  the  hearts  of  all  our  prefent  parts. 
Away,  for  your  relief :  and  we  will  live 
To  fee  their  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give. 
Away,  my  lord,  away  !  {Exeunt. 

The  Death  of  Somerset  here  accomplifhes  that  equivocal  Pre- 
didlion  given  by  Jordatiy  the  Witch,  concerning  this  Duke  ; 
which  v/e  met  with  at  the  Clofe  of  the  firft       of  this  Play : 
Let  himjhun  Caftles  j 

Safer  Jhail  he  be  upon  the  fjndy  Plains, 

^ban  <wbere  Caftles,  mounted,  Jland, 
i,  e.  the  Reprefentation  of  a  Ca^e,  mounted  f^r  a  Sign, 

VV)L,  V.  E  A/arum. 
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Alarum,   Retreat,   Enter  York,  Richard  Plantagenet, 
Warwick,  and  Soldiers y  'with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Yorh.  Of  Salisbury,  who  can  report  of  him  ? 
That  winter  lion,  who  in  rage  forgets 
Aged  contufions  and  all  bruih  of  time  ; 
And,  like  a  Gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth. 
Repairs  him  with  occafion.    This  happy  day 
Js  not  itfelf,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot. 
If  Salisbury  be  loft. 

R.  Plan.  My  noble  father, 
Three  times  to  day  I  help  him  to  his  horfe. 
Three  times  bedrid  him  ;  thrice  I  led  him  ofF, 
Perfuaded  him  from  any  further  a6t  : 
Bat  ftill,  where  danger  was,  dill  there  I  met  him  ; 
And,  like  rich  Hangings  in  an  homely  houfe. 
So  was  his  Will  in  his  old  feeble  body. 
But  noble  as  he  is,  look,  where  he  comes. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal  Now,  by  my  fword,  well  haft  thou  fought  to  day  5 
By  th'  Mafs,  fo  did  we  all.    I  thank  you,  Richard, 
God  knows,  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live  ; 
And  it  hath  pleas'd  him,  that  three  times  today 
You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death. 
Well,  lords,  we  have  not  got  That  which  we  have ; 
'  J^is  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled. 
Being  oppofites  of  fuch  repairing  nature. 

York.  I  know,  our  fafety  is  to  follow  them  ; 
For,  as  I  hear,  the  King  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  prefent  Court  of  Parliament* 
Let  us  purfue  him,  ere  the  Writs  go  forth. 
What- fays  lord  Warwick,  ftiall  we  after  them  ? 

War.  After  them  !  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can. 
Now  by  my  hand,  lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day. 
St.  Albans  battel,  won  by  famous  Yerk, 
Shall  be  eternized  in  all  age  to  come.  ^ 
Sound  drum  and  trumpets,  and  to  London  all,  .  I 

And  more  fuch  days  as  thefe  to  us  befall !  [^Exeunt. 
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Dramatis  Perlbnas* 

KING  Henry  VI. 

Edward,  Son  to  the  King,  and  Prince  of  Wales- 
l>uke  of  Somcrfet, 
Earl  of  Northumberland, 
E^rl  of  Oxford, 
Earl  of  Exeter, 
Earl  of  Wedmorland, 
Lord  Clifford, 

Earl  of  Richmond,  a  Youthj  afterwards  King  Henry  VII, 
Richard,  Duke  of  York.. 

Edward,  eldeji  Son  to  the  Duke  of  York,  afterwards  King  Ed* 
ward  IV. 

George,  Duke  of  Clarence,  fecond  Sen  to  the  Duke  of  York. 
Richerd,  Duke  of  Gloucefter,  third  Son  to  the  Duk£  of  York, 

terwards  King  Richard  III. 
Edmund,  Earl  of  Rutland,  youngejl  Son  to  the  Duke  of  York, 
^'Duke  ef  Norfolk,  "\ 
Marquifs  of  Montague,  / 
Earl  of  Warwick,  I 

Earl  of  Salisbury,  /  Of  the  Dukt  of  York'i  Varty^ 

Earl  of  Pembroke,  I 
Lord  Haftings,  J 
X^ri  Stafford, 

iiir  John  Mortimer,  ?  ^^^^  ^^^^^ 

^ir  Hugh  Mortimer,  o 

Sir  William  Stanley,  afterwards  Earl  of  Derby, 

Lord  Rivers,  Brother  to  the  Lady  Gray. 

IStr  John  Montgomery. 

Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 

Mlaysr  of  Coventry. 

Mayor  and  Aldermen  of  York. 

Somerviile. 

Humphry  and  Sinklo,  two  Hunt/men, 
Lewis,  King  of  France, 
ourbon,  France. 

9^een  Margaret. 

Bona,  Sifter  to  the  French  King, 

Lady  Gray,  fTidow  ef  Sir  John  Gray,  afterwards  ^een  to  Ed- 
ward IV. 

Soldiers  and  other  Attendants    on   King  Henry,    and  King 
Edward. 

Jn  part  cf  th^  Third  Aa,  the  SCENE  is  laid  in 
fcxance  i  during  alj  the  refi  of  the  Flay,  in  England. 
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A    C    T  I. 


S  C  E  N  E,  London. 

Alarum.    Enter  Duke  of  York,  Edward,  Richard 
Norfolk;,  Montague,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers. 

Warwick. 

Wonder,  how  the  King  efcap'd  our  hands ! 
YorL  While  we  purlu'd  the  horfemen  of 
the  north. 
He  flily  Hole  away  and  left  his  men  : 
Whereat  the  great  lord  of  Northumberland^ 
Whofe  warlike  ears  could  never  brook 
retreat, 

Chear'd  up  the  drooping  army  ;  and  himfelf,^ 

(i)  rhe  Third  Part  of  K,  Henry  VI.]  The  Aaion  of  this 
Play  (which  was  atfirft  printed  under  this  T'ltlQ/The  true  Tragedy 
ef  Richard  Duke  of  York,  and  the  good  K.  Henry  Vlth  :  or,  the 
Second  Part  of  the  Contention  of  York  and  Lancafter)  opens  juft 
after  the  firft  Battle  at  St.  Albans,  wherein  the  Tork  Fadlion 
carried  the  day;  and  clofes  with  the  Murtherof  King  Henry  Yl, 
and  the  Birth  of  Prince  Edwardy  afterwards  King  Edivard  V, 
So  that  this  Hiflory  takes  in  the  Space  of  full  fixteen  Years. 

E  3  Lor 
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Lord  Cliffori^  and  lord  Staffordy  all  a-brcaft, 
ChargM  our  main  battle's  front ;  and,  breaking  in. 
Were  by  the  fwords  of  common  foldicrs  (lain. 

Ednju.  Lord  Stafford's  father,  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
Is  either  flain  or  wounded  dang'roufly. 
I  cleft  his  beaver  with  a  down-right  blow  : 
That  this  is  true,  father,  behold  his  blood. 

Mont,   And,  brother,  here's  the  Earl  of  Wiltjhiri^ 
blood  \ 

Whom  I  encountery,  as  the  battles  join'd. 

Rich,  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  I  did.—- 
\Thr»'wtng  doucn  the  Duke  of  Somerfet'j  Head, 

York,  kichard  hath  beft  deferv'd  of  all  my  Sons : 
la  his  Grace  dead,  my  lord  of  Somerfet  ? 

h^orf.  Such  hope  have  all  the  Line  of  John  of  Gaunt ! 

Bich.  Thus  do  I  hope  to  (hake  King  Henry's  head. 

M^ar.  And  fo  do  L    Victorious  Prince  of  Tork, 
Before  I  fee  thee  feated  in  that  Throne, 
Which  now  the  Houfe  of  Lancajler  ufurps, 
T  vow  by  heav'n,  thefe  eyes  lhall  never  clofe. 
This  is  the  Palace  of  that  fearful  King, 
And  thi»  the  regal  Seat ;  poiTefs  it,  York  ; 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  King  Henrys  heirs*. 

York.  Affift  me  then,  fweet  War^icky  and!  will  j 
For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

Islorf  We'll  all  alTift  you  ;  he,  that  flies,  fhall  die. 

York,  Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk  ;  flay  by  me,  my  lords; 
And,  foldiers,  flay  and  lodge  by  me  this  night. 

[^hey  go  up. 

War.  And  when  the  King  comes,  offer  him  no  violence, 
Unlefs  he  feek  to  thruft  you  out  by  force. 

York.  The  Queen  this  day  here  holds  her  Parliament^, 
But  little  thinks,  we  (hall  be  of  her  Council ; 
By  words  or  blows,  here  let  us  win  our  Right. 

Pdch,  Arm'd  as  we. are,  let's  flay  within  this  houfe. 

War.  The  bloody  Parliament  fhall  this  be  cali*d, 
\Jx\\ds  Plant agenety  Duke      York,  be  King; 
And  bafhful  ^^»ry  deposM  ;  whofe  cowardiie 
Hath  «na<Je  us  By- words  to  our  enemies. 
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York,  Then  leave  me  not ;  my  lords,  be  refolutc  ; 
I  mean  to  take  pofTefTion  of  my  Right. 

War,  Neither  the  King,  nor  hethat  lovea  him  bell. 
The  proadeft  he  that  holds  up  Lancajler, 
Dares  ftir  a  wing,  if  War^-wick  (hake  his  bells, 
ril  plant  Plant agenet ;  root  him  up,  who  dare  : 
Re(olvc  thee,  Richard ;  claim  the  EngUJh  Crown. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Clifford,  Northumberland,  Weft- 
morland,  Exeter,  and  others. 

K.  Henry,  My  lords,  look  where  the  fturdy  Rebel  fits. 
Even  in  the  chair  of  State  ;  belike,  he  means 
(Back'd  by  the  Power  of  Warwick,  that  falfe  Peer) 
T'  afpire  unto  the  Crown,  and  reign  as  Kir^g. 
Earl  of  Nortbumberhvd^  he  flew  thy  father  ; 
And  thine,  lord  Clifford,  and  you  vow'd  revenge 
On  him,  his  fons,  his  favorites,  and  his  friends. 

North.  If  I  be  not,  heav'ns  be  reveng'd  on  me  1 

Clif.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifford  mourn  in  fleel. 

Weft.  What,  fhali  we  fuffer  this  ?  let's  pluck  him  do v/n ; 
My  heart  for  anger  burns,  J  cannot  brook  it. 

K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  Earl  of  Weftmorland, 

Clif*  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  and  fuch  is  he: 
He  durft  not  fit  there,  had  your  father  liv'd. 
My  gracious  lord,  here  in  the  Parliament 
Let  us  affail  the  Family  of  York. 

North.  Well  had  thou  fpoken,  Coufin,  be  it  fo. 

K.  Henry.  Ah  !  know  you  not,  the  City  favours  them, 
And  they  have  troops  of  foldiers  at  their  beck  ? 

Exe.  But  when  the  Duke  is  flain,  they'll  quickly  fly. 

K.  Henry.  Far  be  the  thought  of  this  from  Henry^s 
heart, 

To  make  a  Shambles  of  the  Parliament  houfe. 
Coufm  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words  and  threats, 
Shall  be  the  war  that  Henry  means  to  ufc. 
Thou  fadious  Duke  of  York,  defcend  my  Throne  ; 

[To  the  Duke* 
And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet : 
I  am  thy  Sovereign. 

York,  Thou'rt  deceiv'd,  I'm  thine. 

E  4  Exe. 
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Exe.  For  fhame  come  down  :  he  made  thee  Duke  of 

TarL 

York.  'T  was  my  inheritance,  as  the  Kingdom  is. 

Exe,  Thy  father  was  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 

War.  Exeter^  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown, 
Jn  following  this  ufurping  He7iry. 

Clif,  Whom  fhould  he  follow,  but  his  natural  King  ? 

War,  True,  Clifford-,  and  that's  Richard  Duke  of  Tork. 

K.  Henry.  And.  ihall  I  ftand,  and  thou  fit  in  my  Throne  ? 

TcrL  It  muft  and  fhall  be  fo,  content  thyfelf. 
.  War.  Be  Duke  of  Lajicafier,  let  him  be  King. 

W(J},  He  is  both  King,  and  Duke  of  Lancajfer ; 
And  chat  the  lord  of  Wejimorland  Hiall  maintain. 

War.  And  VVar%mck  fhall  difprove  it.    You  forget; 
That  we  are  thofe,  which  chas'd  you  from  the  field, 
And  flew  your  fathers,  and  with  Colours  fpread 
March 'd  through  the  city  to  the  Palace-gates. 

North.  No,  PFat^joicky  I  remember  it  to  my  grief. 
And,  by  his  foul,  thou  and  thy  Houfe  fliall  rue  it. 

Wejl.  P lantagenet,  of  thee,  and  thefe  thy  fons, 
Thy  kinfmen  and  thy  friends,  Til  have  more  lives. 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 

Citf.  Urge  it  no  more  ^  lefl  that,  inftead  of  words, 
I  fend  thee,  V/ar<vAck,  fuch  a  meilenger, 
As  fliall  revenge  his  death  before  I  ftir. 

War.  Poor  Clfford  !  how  I  fcorn  his  worthlefs  threats*. 

Tork,  Will  you,  we  fhew  cur  Title  to  the  Crown  ? 
If  aot,  our  fw^ords  fhall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

K  Henry.  What  Tide  haft  thou,  traitor,  to  the  crown  ? 
Thy  father  was,  as  thou  art,  Duke  of  Tork ; 
Thy  grandfather  Roger  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March. 
J  am  the  fon  of  FIe?2ry  the  Fifth, 
Who  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  French  to  floop, 
And  feiz'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 

War.  Talk  not  of  Fra?2ce,  fuh  thou  hath  lofl  it  all. 

K.  flenry.  The  lord  Protestor  loft  it,  and  not  I ; 
When  I  was  crown'd,  I  was  but  nine  months  old.    [lofe : 

Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now,  and  yet,  methinks,  you. 
Father,  tear  the  Crown  from  theUfurper's  head. 

Edw,  Sweet  father;^  do  fo }  fetit  on  your  head. 

Mo/It. 
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Mont.  Good  brother,  as  thou  lov'ft  and  honour'ft  aniiF,. 
Let's  fight  it  out,  and  nbt  iland  cavilling  thus. 

Rich,  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the  King  wiFl 

fly.  . 

York.  Sons,  peace. 

K.  Henry.  Peace  thou,  and  give  King  Henry  leave  to 
fpeak. 

War,  Flantagenet  lhall  fpeak  firft  :  hear  him,  lords. 
And  be  you  filent  and  attentive  too  ; 
For  he,  that  interrupts  him,  fhall  not  live.  [Throne, 

K.  Henry.  Think'il  thou,  that  I  will  leave  my  kingly. 
Wherein  my  grandfire  and  my  father  fat  ? 
No:  firlt  lhall  war  unpeople  this  my  realm; 
Ay,  and  their  Colours,  often  borne  in  Franccy 
And  now  in  England  to  our  heart's  great  forrovv, 
Shall  be  my  winding- fheet :  why  faint  you,  lords  ? 
My  Title's  good,  and  better  far  than  his. 

War.  But  prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  {halt  be  King, 

K.  Henry,  Henry  the  Fourth  by  conquell  got  the  crowns . 

Tork.  'Twas  by  Rebellion  againfl  his  King. 

K.  Henry.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  my  Title's  weak  :  : 
Tell  me,  may  not  a  King  adopt  aa  heir? 

Tork,  What  then  ? 

K.  Henry,  And  if  he  may,  then  am  L lawful  King : . 
For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  lords, 
Refrgn'd  the  Crown  to  Henry  the  Fourth ; 
Whofe  heir  my  father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

7^ork.  He  rofe  againJd  him,  being  his  Sovereign, 
And  made  him  to  reiign  liis  Crown  perforce. 

War,  Suppofe,  my  lords,  he  did  it  unconflrain'd^,. 
Think  you,  'twere  prejudicial  to  his  Crown  ? 

Exe.  No,  for  he  could  not  fo  refign  his  Crown,. 
But  that  the  next  heir  fliOuld,fucceed  and  reign. 

K.  Henry.  Art  thou  againft  us,  Duke  Exeter? 

Exe,  His  is  the  Right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

Tork,  Why  whifper  you,  my  lords,  and  anfwernot?? 

Exe.  My  confcience  tells  me,  he  is  lawful  King. 

Ys.,  Henry.  All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn  to  him^ 

North,  Flantagenet,  for  all  the  Claim  tKou  lay'H, 
Think  not,  that  Henry  lhall  be  fo-  d6pos'd» 
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War.  Deposed  he  fhall  be,  in  defpight  of  thee. 

North.  Thou  art  deceived :  'tis  not  thy  fouthernPowcr 
Of  EJJe;<y  Norfolk,  Suffolk,  nor  of  Kent, 
'Which  makes  thee  thus  prefumptuous  and  proud. 
Can  fet  the  Duke  up  in  defpight  of  me. 

Clif.  ¥^mg  Henry,  be  thy  Tide  right  or  wrong, 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence ; 
May  that  ground  gape,  and  fwallow  me  alive, 
Where  I  fhall  kneel  to  him,  that  fiew  my  father  ! 

K.  Henry.  Oh,  Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive-  my 
heart ! 

York,  Htnry  of  Lancajler,  refign  thy  Crown  : 
"What  mutter  you,  or  what  confpire  you,  lords  ? 

War.  Do  right  unto  this  princely  Duke  of  Torky, 
Or  I  will  fill  this  Houfe  with  armed  men  ; 
And,  o'er  the  Chair  of  State,  where  now  he  fits^. 
Write  up  his  title  with  ufurping  blood. 

\^He  ftatnfs  njjitb  his foot,  and  the  foldiersjht^  tkemfel'vei. 

K.  Henry,  My  lord  of  War<vjick,  hear  me  but  ens 
vv^ord ; 

Het  me  but  reign  in  Quiet,  while  I  live. 

York.  Confirm  the  Crown  to  me  and  to  mine  heirs>. 
And  thou  fnait  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  liv'fl. 

K.  Henry.  I  am  content :  Richard  Plantageneiy 
Snjoy  the  Kingdom  after  my  deceafe. 

CUf.  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  Prince  your  fon  ? 

War.  What  good  is  this  to  England 2^ndi  himfelf  ? 

Wefi.  Bafe,  fearful  and  defpairing  Henry  ! 

Clif.  How  haft  thou  injured  both  thyfelf  and  us ! 

Wef.  I  cannot  flay  to  hear  thefe  articles. 

Nerth.  Nor  T 

Clif  Come,  Coufm,  let  us  tell  the  Queen  thefe  new^». 

Well.  Farcvvel,  faint  hearted  and  degenerate  ICing, 
In  whofe  cold  blood  no  fpark  of  honour  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  Houfe  of  Tork  i. 
And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed  !  

Clif  In  dreadful  vjm  may'll:  tliou  be  overcome^ 

Or  live  in  peace  abandoned  and  defpis'd  I  

{Exeunt  Nor.  Clif  Weflm^' 

War.  Turn  this  way,  S^?ry,  and  jregard  them  not. 
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E^e,  They  feek  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not  yield. 

'K.Henry.  Ah,  Exeter!   

War.  Why  ftiould  you  figh,  my  lord  ? 

K.  Henry.  Not  for  myfelf,  lord  WarivicJ^,  but  my  fon  ; 
Whom  I  unnaturally  lhall  difmherit. 
But  be  it,  as  it  may ;  I  here  entaile 
The  Crown  to  thee,  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever  ; 
Conditionally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 
To  ceafe  this  Civil  War ;  and,  whilft  1  live. 
To  honour  me  as  thy  King  and  Sovereign  : 
Neither  by  treafon  nor  holtility 
To  feek  to  put  me  down,  and  reign  thyfelf 

Tor^.  This  oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perfarm. 

War,  Long  live  King  Henry !  Plant agenet,  embrace 
him. 

K.  Henry.  And  long  live  thou,  and  thefe  thy  forward  ' 
fons ! 

Tork.  Now  2^ri  and  Lancajler  are  reconcil'd. 

Exe.  Accurft  be  he,  that  feeks  to  make  them  foes ! 

[^Sennet.    Here  they  come  do'wn,, 
York.  Farewel,  my  gracious  lord,  Til  to  my  Callle, 
War.  And  Til  keep  London  with  my  foldiers. 
Norf.  And  I  to  Norfolk  with  my  followers. 
Mont.  And  I  unto  the  fca,  from  whence  I  came. 

[^Exeunt  York,  Warwick,  Norfolk  and  MontaguCo 
K.  Henry.  And  I  with  grief  and  forrow  to  the  Court. 

Enter  the  ^een,  and  the  Prince  of  Walea. 

Exe,  Here  comes  the.  Qaeen>  whofe  looks  bewray  her 
anger : 

ril  ftcal  away. 

IL.  Henry,  ^o,  Exeter^  will  I.  {f^oing^ 
^een.  Nay,  go  not  from  me;  I  will  follow  thee — 
K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  Queen,  and  I  will  flay, 
^ueen.  Who  can  be  patient  in  fuch  extreams  ? 

Ah,  wretched  man  !  would  I  had  dy'd  a  maid^^ 

And  never  feen  thee,  never  borne  theelon, . 

Seeing  thou  haft  provM  fo  unnatural  a  father. 

Hath  he  deferv'd  to  lofe  his  birth-right  thus  ? 

Hadft  thou  but  lov'd  him  h^lf  fo  well  as 


io8  "Ibe  Third  Part  of 

Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once. 

Or  nouri(ht  hiir,  as  I  did  with  my  blood  ; 

Thou  wouldfl  have  left  thy  dearefi  heart-blood  there^ 

Rather  than  made  that  favage  Duke  thine  heir. 

And  difinheritcd  thine  only  fon. 

Pri?7ce.  Father,  you  cannot  difinherit  me  : 
If  you  bw  King,  why  fhould  not  I  fucceed  ? 

K.  Henry  .  Pardon  me,  Margaret ;  pardon  me,  fweej 
fon  ; 

The  Earl  of  Warwick  and  the  Duke  enforced  me. 

^ueen.  Enforced  thee  ?  art  thou  King,  and  wilt  be 
forc'd  ? 

I  fhame  to  hear  thee  fpeak  ;  ah,  tim'rous  wretch  ! 
Thou  hall  undone  th)/felf,  thy  fon,  and  me; 
And  given  unto  the  [Joufeof  York  fuch  head. 
As  tnou  (halt  reign  but  by  their  fufferance. 
To  entail  him  andV^  heirs  unto  the  Crown, 
"What  is  it  but  to  make  thy  Sepulchre, 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  ? 
War^Lick  ii)  Chancellor,  and  the  lord  of  Calais  ; 
Stern  Faulconhridge  commands  the  narrow  feas ; 
The  Duke  is  made  Protedior  of  the  Realm  ; 

And  yet  li.alt  thou  be  fafe  ?  fuch  fafety  finds 

^\  he  trembling  lamb,  invironed  with  w^olves. 

Had  J  been  there,  which  am  a  filly  woman, 

The  fuldier.^  fhould  have  tofs'd  me  on  their  pikes^ 

Before  1  would  have  granted  to  that  Ad. 

But  thou  preferr'ft  thy  life  before  thine  honour: 

And,  feemg  thou  doll:,  I  here  divorce  myfeli 

Botn  from  thy  table,  Henry,  and  thy  bed  ; 

Until  that  Acl  of  Parliament  be  repealed, 

V/hereby  my  fon  is  difmherited. 

The  northern  lords,  that  have  forfworn  thy  Colours, 

Will  follow  mine,  if  ance  they  fee  them  fpread  : 

And  fpread  they  fhall  be,  to  thy  foul  difgrace. 

And  utter  Ruin  of  the  Houfe  of  York. 

Thus  I  do  leave  thee ;  come.  Son,  let's  away  ; 

Our  army's  ready ;  come,  we'll  after  them. 

K.  Henry.  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

f^een.  Thou  haft  fpoke  too  much  already  ;  get  thee 
gene.  K.  Henry ^ 
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K,  Henry.  Gentle  fon  Edixwd, -thou  wilt  flay  with 
me? 

S^een.  Ay,  to  be  murther'd  by  his  enemies. — 

Prince.  When  I  return  with  victory  from  the  field, 
I'll  fee  your  Grace;  till  then  TU  follow  her. 

^een.  Come,  fon,  away  ;  we  may  not  Imger  thus. 

\_Exeu?7t  '^een  and  Princt, 

K.  Henry.  Poor  Queen,  how  love  to  me  and  to  her  fon 
Hath  made  her  breakout  into  term.-  of  rage/ 
Reveng'd  may  Ihe  be  on  that  hateful  Duke, . 
Whole  haughty  fpirit,  winged  witii  uefire, 
W^ill  coft  my  crown  ;  and  like  an  empty  eagle. 
Tire  on  the  flelh  of  me  and  of  my  Ion ! 
The  lofs  of  thofe  three  lords  torments  my  heart; 
I'll  write  unto  them,  and  intreat  them  fair; 
Come,  coufm,  you  (hall  be  the  mefTenger. 

Exe.  And,  as  I  hope,  fhall  reconcile  them  all. 

[  Exeunn 

SCENE  changes  to  SmddX-CaJile,  near  Wake- 
field, in  Yorkfhire. 

Enter  Richard,  Edward,  and  IMontague. 

i?/V/^.T>ROTHER,  though  I  be  youngeft,  give  me 
iJ  leave. 
Ediv.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  crater. 
Mont,  But  I  have  reafons  ftrongand  forcible. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York. 

Tork.  Why  how  now,  fons  and  brother,  at  a  flrlfe  ? 
What  is  your  quarrel  ?  how  began  it  iird  ? 
EdnAj.  No  quarrel,  but  a  fvveet  contention.  (2.) 
Tork.  About  what  ? 

Rich.  About  that,  which  concerns  your  Grace  and  us ; 

(a)  No  parrel,  but  a  flight  Contention.]  Thus  the  Players, 
firft,  in  their  Edition  ^  who  did  not  underftand,  I  prefume,  the 
force  of  the  Epithet  in  the  old  ^ano,  \?vhich  I  have  reftor'd  5 
—— fweet  Contention,  i.  e.  the  Argument  of  their  difpute  was 
upon  a  grateful  Topick  j  the  Queftion  of  their  Father's  imme- 
di^U  Right    the  Crown, 

Th9 
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The  Crown  of  England^  father ;  which  is  yours. 

York.  Mine,  boy?  not  'till  king  Henry  be  dead. 

Rich.  Your  Right  depends  not  on  his  life  or  death. 

£^zu.  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now  ; 
By  giving  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  leave  to  breathe. 
It  will  out  run  you,  father,  in  the  end. 

York.  I  took  an  oath  that  he  fhould  quietly  reign. 

Edvj.  But  for  a  Kingdom  any  oath  may  be  broken  : 
IM  break  a  thoufand  oaths  to  reign  one  year. 

Rich,  No;  God  forbid,  your  Grace  fliould  be  for- 
fworn. 

York,  I  Oiall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  war. 

Rich,  I'll  prove  the  contrary,  if  you'll  hear  me  fpcak. 

York,  Thou  can'ft  not,  fon  ;  it  is  impoffible. 

Rich.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  magiilrate ; 
That  hath  authority  o'er  him,  that  fwears. 
Henry\i2A  none;  but  did  ufurp  the  place. 
Then  feeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depofe, 
Your  oath,  my  lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous; 
Therefore,  to  arms :  and,  father,  do  but  think 
How  fweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  Crown  ; 
Within  whofe  circuit  is  Elyjium, 
And  all  that  Poets  feign  of  blifs  and  joy. 
Why  do  we  linger  thus  ?  I  cannot  reit. 
Until  the  white  Rofe,  that  I  wear  be  dy'd 
Even  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henry  s  heart. 

York.  Rickardy  enough :  I  will  be  King,  or  dir, 
Erother,  thou  fhalt  to  London  prefently, 
And  whet  on  War<wick  to  this  enterprise, 
Thou,  Richard,  fhalt  to  th'  Duke  of  Norfolk  go> 
And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. 
You,  Edivard,  fhall  unto  my  lord  Cobham, 
With  whom  the  Kentijh?nen  will  willingly  rife. 
In  them  I  truH;  for  they  are  foldiers. 
Wealthy  and  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  fpirit.  (3) 

While 

(3)  witty,  scurteouiy  liberal^  full  cf  fpirit.']  What  a  blefled 
kacmonious  Line  have  the  Editors  given  us,  and  what  a  pro-- 
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While  you  are  thus  employed,  what  rcfteth  more 
But  that  I  feek  occafion  how  to  rife  ? 
And  yet  the  King  not  privy  to  my  drift. 
Nor  any  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafier, 

Enter  Meffenger, 

But  flay,  what  news  ?  why  com'ft  thou  in  fuch  pod  ? 
Gab.  The  Queen,  with  all  the  northern  Earls  and 
Lords, 

Intend  here  to  befiege  you  in  your  caftle. 
She  is  hard  by,  with  twenty  thoufand  men  ; 
And  therefore  fortifie  your  Hold,  my  lord. 

TorL  Ay, — with  my  fword.    What!  think'ft  thou, 
that  we  fear  them  ? 
Edujard  and  Richard,  you  (hall  flay  with  me ; 
My  brother  Mo?itague  fhall  port  to  London, 
Let  noble  Waruuick^  Cohham,  and  the  reft. 
Whom  we  have  left  Protedors  of  the  King, 
With  powerful  policy  llrengthen  themfelves. 
And  truft  not  fimple  Henry  nor  his  oaths. 

Mont.  Brother,  I  go ;  Til  win  them*  fear  it  not. 
And  thus  moil  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

\Extt  Montague. 

Enter  Sir  John  Mortimer,  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer. 

Tork,  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer y  mine  uncles. 
You  are  come  to  Sandal  m  a  happy  hour. 
The  army  of  the  Queen  means  to  befiege  us. 

Sir  John  She  lhall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in  the 
field. 

lYiifing  Epithet,  in  Tory^  behalf,  from  the  Kentijhmen  being 
fo  witty  ?  I  can't  be  fo  partial,  however,  to  my  own  Country, 
as  to  let  this  compliment  pafs.    I  make  no  doubt  to  read  j 

'  For  they  are  Sorldiers^ 

Wealthy,  arid  courteous,  liheralj  full  of  Spirit* 

Kow  thefe  5  Charaderifticks  anfwer  to  lord  Say^^  Dsfcription 

of  them  in  the  preceding  Play, 

Kent,  in  the  Commentaries  Caefar  ivrit^ 
Is  ternid  the  cwiVH  Place  in  all  this  ijle-^ 
^hs  piBple  liberal^  valiant,  adlive,  wealthy, 

®  ITori, 
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Tork,  What,  with  five  thoufand  men  ? 

Rich,  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  father,  for  a  need; 
A  woman's  General ;  what  fhould  we  fear? 

[A  March  afar  of . 

Eduj.  T  hear  their  drums :  let's  fet  our  men  in  order. 
And  ifTue  forth  and  bid  them  battle  ilrait. 

TorL        men  to  twenty  !  though  the  odds  be  great, 
I  doubt  not,  Uncle,  of  our  vi«5]ory. 
Many  a  battel  have  1  won  in  France, 
When  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one: 
Why  fhould  l  not  now  have  the  like  fuccefs? 

\_  Alarum,  Exeunt, 

S  e  E  N  E,^  Field  of  Battle  heiwixt  Sandal- C^//^ 
and  Wakefield. 

Enter  Rutland  and  his  T utor. 

Itut.  \  H,  whither  fnall  I  fly  to  'fcape  their  hands? 
XjL  Ah,   Tutor,   look,  where    bloody  Clifford 
comes. 

Enter  QW^ordi,  and  Soldiers, 

Clif  Chaplain,  away  !  thy  prieRhood  faves  thy  life.; 
As  for  the  Brat  of  this  acurfed  Duke, 
Whofe  father  flew  my  father,  he  fhall  die. 

Tutor,  And  I,  my  lord,  will  bear  him  company. 

Clif  SoMiers,  away,  and  drag  him  hence  perforce. 

J:aor,  Ah!  Clifford,  mur^her  not  this  innocent  child, 
Left  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  man, 

[^Exity  dragged  off, 

Clif.  How  now  ?  is  he  dead  already  ?  or,  is  it  fear 
That  makes  him  clofe  his  eyes  ?  Fll  open  tliem. 

Rut.  So  looks  the  pent  up  Lion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  paws : 
And. fo.  he  walks  infulting  o'er  his  prey, 
And  fo  he  comes  to  rend  his  limbs  afunder. 
Ah  gentle  Clifford^  kill  me  with  thy  fword^ 
And  not  with  iucb  a  cruel  threatning  look. 


Sweet 
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Sweet  Clifford^  hear  mefpeak  before  I  die: 
I  am  too  mean  a  Subjed  of  thy  wrath, 
Be  thou  reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  me  live. 

Ciif,  In  vain  thou  fpeak'ft,  poor  boy :  my  father*a 
blood 

Hath  ftopt  the  pafTage  where  thy  words  fhould  enter. 

Rut.  Then  let  my  father's  blood  open' t  again: 
He  is  a  man,  and,  Clifford,  coape  with  him. 

Clif.  Had  T  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives  and  thine 
Were  not  Revenge  fufficient  for  me : 
No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  forefathers'  graves. 
And  hung  their  rotten  coffins  up  in  chains, 
It  could  not  flake  mine  ire,  nor  eafe  my  heart* 
The  fight  of  any  of  the  houfe  oiTork 
Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  foul : 
And  till  I  root  out  their  accurfed  Line, 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  hell. 
Therefore—— 

Rut,  O  let  me  pray,  before  I  take  my  death  : 
To  thee  I  pray  fweet  Clifford,  pity  me. 

Clif.  Snch  pity,  as  my  rapier's  point  affords. 
Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm  i  why  wilt  thou  flay  me  ?. 
Clif.  Thy  father  hath. 
Rut.  But  'twas  ere  I  was  born. 
Thou  haft  one  fon,  for  his  fake  pity  me ; 
Left  in  revenge  thereof,  (fith  God  is  juft) 
He  be  as  miferably  flain  as  I, 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  prifon  all  my  days. 
And  when  I  give  occafion  of  offence, 
Then  let,me  die,  for  now  thou  haft  no  caufe* 

Clif  No  caufe! 
Thy  father  flew  my  father,  therefore  die. 

[Clif.  flabshim. 

Rut.  Dii  faciarjt,  laudis  fumina  Jit  ifta  tuee  I  {^Dies. 

Clif  Plantagenet,  I  come,  Rlantagemt ! 
And  this  thy  fon's  blood  cleaving  to  my  blade 
Shall  ruft  upon  my  weapon,  till  thy  blood, 
Congeard  with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both.  [Eat/V. 


Alarum, 
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Alarum.    Enter  Richard  Duke  of  York  '. 

York.  The  Army  of  the  Queen  hath  got  the  field  : 
My  Uncles  both  are  flain  in  refcuing  me. 
And  all  my  Followers  to  the  eager  foe 
Turn  Bade,  and  fly  like  (hips  before  the  wind. 
Or  lambs  purfu'd  by  hunger-ftarveJ  wolves. 
My  Sons,  God  knows,  what  hath  bechanced  them  : 
But  this  I  know,  they  have  demean'd  themfelves 
Like  men  born  to  Renown,  by  life  or  death. 
Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me. 

And  thrice  cry'd,  Courage,  father !  fight  it  out ; 
And  full  as  oft  came  Edivard  to  my  fide. 
With  purple  falchion  painted  to  the  hilt 

In  blood  of  thofe,  that  had  encountered  him  : 

And  when  the  hardieft  warriors  did  retire, 

Richardcry'dy  Charge  I  and  give  no  foot  of  ground; 

And  cry*d,  a  Crown,  or  elfe  a  glorious  tomb, 

A  Scepter  or  an  earthly  Sepulchre. 

With  this  we  charg'd  again  i  but  out !  alas. 

We  bodg'd  again  j  as  1  have  feen  a  Swan 

With  bootlefs  labour  fwim  again  ft  the  tide. 

And  fpend  her  ftrength  with  over  matching  waves. 

Jhort  alarum  ^JJUhrn^ 

Ah  I  hark,  the  fatal  followers  do  purfue, 

And  I  am  faint  and  cannot  fly  their  fury. 

And  were  I  ftrong,  I  would  not  Ihun  their  fury. 

The  fands  are  numbered,  that  make  up  my  life ; 

Here  muft  I  ftay,  and  here  my  life  muft  end. 

Enter  the  ^een^  Clifford,  Northumberland,  the  Princi 
of  Wales,  and  Soldiers. 

Come,  bloody  Clifford,  rough  Northumberlandy 

I  dare  ycur  quenchlefs  fury  to  more  Rage: 

I  am  your  Butt,  and  I  abide  your  Shot. 

North.  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plantagenei. 
Clif.  Ay,  to  fuch  Mercy  as  his  ruthlefs  arm 

With  downright  payment  ihew'd  unto  my  father. 

Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  his  Car, 

And  made  an  evening  at  the  noon-tide  prick. 
TorL  My  alhes,  as  the  Phoenix,  may  bring  forth 

A  bird 
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A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 

And  in  that  Hope  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heav'n, 

Scorning  whatever  you  can  afflidl  me  with. 

Why  come  you  not  ?  what  !  multitudes  and  fear  ? 

Clif.  So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no  farther  5 
So  Doves  do  peck  the  Falcon's  piercing  talons  ; 
So  defpVate  thieves,  all  hopelefs  of  their  lives, 
Breathe  out  invedives  'gainft  the  officers. 

Tork.  Oh  Cliffordy  but  bethink  thee  once  again. 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time  ; 
And,  if  thou  canft  for  blufhing,  view  this  face, 
And  bite  thy  tongue  that  flanders  him  with  cowardife, 
Whofe  frown  hath  made  thee  faint,  and  fly  ere  this, 

Clif.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word. 
But  buckle  with  thee  blows  twice  two  for  one. 

^een.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford;  for  a  thoufand  caufcs 
I  would  prolong  a  while  the  traitor's  life : 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf ;  fpeak  thou,  Northumberland* 

North.  Hold,  Clifford;   do  not  honour  him  fo  much, 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart. 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin, 
For  one  to  thruft  his  hand  between  his  teeth, 
When  he  might  fpurn  him  with  his  foot  away? 
It  is  war's  prize  to  take  all  vantages ; 
And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  valour. 

Clif.  Ay,  ay,  fp  drives  the  woodcock  with  the  gin. 

North.  So  doth  the  cony  ftruggle  in  the  net. 

[/«  the  Struggle  York  is  taken  Prifoner^ 

Tork,  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  conquer'd  booty  : 
So  true  men  yield,  with  robbers  fo  o'er-matcht. 

North.  What  would  your  Grace  have  done  unto  him 
now  ? 

Queen.  Brave  warriors,  Clifford  z.ndL  Nor  thumb  erland^ 
Come  make  him  ftand  upon  this  mole  hill  here; 
That  raught  at  mountains  with  out-ftretched  arms. 
Yet  parted  but  the  fliadow  with  his  hand. 
What !  was  it  you,  that  would  be  England^  King? 
Was't  you,  that  revell'd  in  our  Parliament, 
And  made  a  preachment  of  your  high  Defcent? 
Where  are  your  mefs  of  fons  to  back  you  now. 

The 
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The  wanton  Eduoard,  and  the  lufty  George? 
uAnd  Where's  that  vialiant  crook-back'd  Prodigy 
Dicky  your  boy,  that  with  his  grumbling  voice 
Was  wont  to  cheer  his  Dad  in  mutinies  ? 
Or,  with  the  reft,  where  is  your  darling  Rutland  P 
Look,  York ;  I  ftain'd  this  napkin  with  the  blood. 
That  valiant  Clifford  with  his  rapier's  point 
Made  ifTue  from  the  bofom  of  the  boy : 
And  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  death, 
J  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  cheeks  wiihal. 
Alas !  poor  Tork  ;  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  Ihouldlament  thy  miferable  ftate. 
I  pr'ythee,  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  Tork. 
What,  hath  thy  fiery  heart  fo  parcht  thine  Entrails^ 
That  not  a  tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  death  ? 
Why  art  thou  patient,  man  ?  thou  ftiould'ft  be  mad 
And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus : 
Stamp,  rave  and  fret,  that  I  may  fing  and  dance. 
Thou  would'ft  be  fee'd,  I  fee,  to  make  me  fpcrt : 
Tork  cannot  fpeak,  unlefs  he  wear  a  Crown. 

A  Crown  for  Tork  and,  lords,  bow  low  to  him  : 

Hold  you  his  hands,  whilft  I  do  fet  it  on. 

\_Putting  a  Taper  Cro^n  on  his  head* 
Ay,  marry,  Sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  King  : 
Ay,  this  is  he,  that  tcok  King  Henry  s  chair  5 
And  this  is  he,  was  his  adopted  heir» 
But  how  is  it,  that  great  Plant agenet 
Is  crown'd  fo  foon,  and  broke  his  folemn  oath  ? 
As  I  bethink  me,  you  ftiould  not  be  King 
Till  our  King  Henry  had  fliook  hands  with  deaths 
And  will  you  pale  your  head  in  Henry  ^  Glory, 
And  rob  his  Temples  of  the  Diadem, 
Now  in  his  life,  againft  your  holy  oath  ? 
Oh,  'tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardonable : 
OIF  with  the  Crown  ;  and  with  the  Crown,  his  head  ; 
And  whilft  we  breathe,  take  time  to  do  him  dead. 

CUf,  That  is  my  office,  for  my  father's  fake. 

^een.  Nay,  ftay,  let's  hear  the  Oraifons  he  makes. 

York.  She-wolf  of  France,  but  worfc  than  wolves  of 
France^ 

Whofe 
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Whofe  tongue  more  poifons  than  the  adder's  tooth! 
How  ill  befeeming  is  it  in  thy  fex 
To  triumph,  like  an  Amazonian  trull. 
Upon  their  woes,  whom  fortune  captivates  ? 
But  that  thy  face  is,  vizor-like,  unchanging, 
Made  impudent  with  ufe  of  evil  deeds, 
I  would  aflay,  proud  Queen,  to  make  thee  blufli. 
To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'ft,  of  whom  derived. 
Were  fhame  enough  to  fhame  thee,  wert  thou  not 
(hamelefs : 

Thy  father  bears  the  ty  pe  of  King  of  Naples^ 

Of  both  the  Sicils  and  Jerufalem^ 

Yet  not  fo  wealthy  as  an  Englijh  yeoman. 

Hath  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  infult  ? 

It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  Queen, 

Unlefs  the  adage  muft  be  verify 'd, 

"  That  beggars,  mounted,  run  their  horfe  to  deatho" 

'Tis  beauty,  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud  ; 

But,  God,  he  knows,  thy  (hare  thereof  is  fmall. 

'Tis  virtue,  that  doth  make  them  moft  admir'd  ; 

The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wonder'd  at. 

'Tis  government,  that  makes  them  feem  divine j 

-The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable. 

Thou  art  as  oppofite  to  every  good, 

As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us. 

Or  as  the  fouth  to  the  Septentrion. 

Oh,  tyger's  heart  wrapt  in  a  woman's  hide  f 

How  could'ft  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child^ 

To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal, 

And  yet  be  feen  to  wear  a  woman's  face  ? 

Women  are  foft,  mild,  pitiful  and  flexible ; 

Thou  flern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorfelefs. 

Bidft  thou  me  rage  ?  why,  now  thou  hafl:  thy  wifh. 
I  Would'ft  have  me  weep  ?  why,  now  thou  haft  thy  will, 
j  For  raging  wind  blows  up  inceflTant  ftiowVs, 
I  And  when  the  rage  allays,  the  rain  begins. 
I  Thefe  tears  are  my  fweet  Rutland's  obfequies  ; 

-And  evVy  drop  cries  vengeance  for  his  death, 
'Gainft  thee,  fell  Clifford ;  and  thee,  falfe  French  womaa  . 
North.  Beflirew  me,  but  his  paffions  move  me  fo  ; 

That 
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That  hardly  can  I  check  mine  eyes  from  tears. 

Tork,  That  face  of  his 
The  hungry  Canibals  would  not  have  touch'd, 
Would  not  have  ftain'd  the  rofesjuic'd  with  blood  :  {4) 
But  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable, 
Oh  ten  times  more,  than  tygers  of  Hyrcania. 
See,  ruthlefs  Queen,  a  haplefs  father's  tears  : 
This  doth  thou  dip'dft  in  bh  od  of  my  fweet  boy. 
And  I  with  tears  do  waQi  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boafl:  of  this ; 
And  if  thou  teli'lt  the  heavy  ftory  right, 
Upon  my  foul,  the  hearers  will  fhed  tears, 
Yea,  even  my  foes  will  fhed  fafl- falling  tears. 
And  fay,      Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed ! 
There,  take  the  crown  ;  and,  with  the  crown  my  curfe* 
And  in  thy  need  fuch  comfort  come  to  thee. 
As  now  1  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand  ! 
Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  world. 
My  foul  to  heav'n,  my  blood  upon  your  heads. 

North.  Had  he  been  fliiughter-man  to  all  my  kin, 
I  (hould  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him, 
To  fee  how  inly  forrow  gripes  his  foul. 

^een  What,  weeping-ripe,  my  Lord  Northumberland? 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all. 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears, 

(4)  Would  not  have  fiaind  the  Rofet  juft  with  Blood.']  This 
Reading  we  derivM  from  the  2d  Folio  Edition.  The  old  ^arf 
and  the  ift  Folio  Imprcffion  exhibit  the  Paffage  thus. 

I'hat  Face  of  his  the  hungry  Canibals 

Would  not  have  toucFdy  ivould  not  have  fiaind  *with  Blood, 
But  how  are  we  to  underftand,  Staining  the  Rofes  juft  with  Blood  ? 
Can  the  Poet  mean,  that  the  Canibals  would  not  have  jufi 
llainM  the  Rofes  in  his  Cheeks  with  Blood  ?  The  Pofition  of 
the  Words  is  forced,  to  admit  of  this  Conftruaion  :  and,  jufi, 
fecms  a  very  idle  Expletive.  The  Conjeaure,  with  which  I 
have  reftorM  the  Text,  I  think,  retrieves  the  Poet's  Thought. 

Would  not  have  fiaind  (he  Rofes  juic'd  'with  Blood. 
i.e.  would  not  have  fpilt  that  Blood,  whofe  Juices  fhone  thro' 
his  young  Cheeks,  bright  a€  the  Vermilion  Dye  in  Rofes* 

C/ff. 
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Clif,  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's  for  my  father's  death. 

[Stabbing  hin^^ 
^een.  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  King. 
Tork.  Open  the  gate  of  mercy,  gracious  God  [ 
My  foul  flies  through  thefe  wounds,  to  feek  out  thee. 

[_Dtes. 

^een.  Off  with  his  head  and  fet  it  on  Tork  gates ; 
So  Tork  may  overlook  the  town  of  Tork,  [^Exeunt, 


ACT  IL 

SCENE,  near  Mortimer^  Crofs  in  Wales. 
A  March,    Enter  Edward,  Richard,  and  their  Ponuer^ 
Edward. 

I Wonder,  how  our  princely  father  'fcap'd  ; 
Or  whether  he  be  Ycap'd  away,  or  no, 
From  Clifford's  and  Northumberland's  purfuit  ? 
Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  Ihould  have  heard  the  news  i 
Had  he  been  flain,  we  fhould  have  heard  the  news  ; 
Or  had  he  Ycap'd,  methinks,  we  (hould  have  heard 
The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  efcape. 
How  fares  my  brother  ?  why  is  he  fo  fad  ? 

Rich.  1  cannot  joy,  until  I  be  refolv'd 
Where  our  right-valiant  father  is  become. 
I  faw  him  in  the  battel  range  about ; 
And  watch'd  him,  how  he  fjngled  Clifford  forth  j 
Methought,  he  bore  him  in  the  thickcit  troop, 
As  doth  a  Lion  in  a  herd  of  neat ; 
Or  as  a  bear,  encompafs'd  round  with  dogs, 
Who  having  pinch'd  a  few  and  made  them  cry. 
The  reft  ftand  all  aloof  and  bark  at  him. 
So  far'd  our  father  with  his  enemies. 
So  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  father  : 
Methinks,  'tis  prize  enough  to  be  his  fon. 
See,  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates, 
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And  takes  her  farewel  of  the  glorious  fun  ; 
How  well  refembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 
Trim'd  like  a  yonker  prancing  to  his  love  ? 

Ed<zv   Dazzle  mine  eyes  ?  or  do  1  fee  three  funs  ? 

Rich.  T  hree  glorious  funs,  each  one  a  perfed  fun  j 
Not  feparated  with  the  racking  clouds. 
But  fever 'd  in  a  pale  clear-fhining  sky. 
See,  fee,  they  join,  embrace,  and  feem  to  kifs ; 
As  if  they  vow*d  fome  league  inviolable : 
Now  are  they  but  ohe  lamp,  one  light,  one  fun. 
In  this  the  heaven  figures  fome  event. 

Ed'iv.  'Tis  wondrous  iirange,    the  like  yet  never 
heard  of. 

I  think,  it  cites  us,  brother,  to  the  field  ; 
That  we  the  fons  of  brave  Planta genet. 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds. 
Should,  notwithftanding,  join  our  lights  together, 
And  over  (bine  the  earth,  as  this  the  world. 
Whatever  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  target  three  fair  fhining  funs. 

Rich,  Nay,  bear  three  daughters :  — by  your  leave, 
I  fpeak  it. 

You  Iov5  the  breeder  better  than  the  male. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

But  what  art  thou,  whofe  heavy  looks  foretell 
Some  dreadful  ftory  hanging  on  thy  tongue  ? 

Mef.  Ah  !  one  that  was  a  woful  looker  on, 
•When  as  the  noble  Duke  of  Tork  was  flain  ; 
Your  princely  father,  and  my  loving  lord. 

Ei^^.  Oh,  fpeak  no  more  !  for  I  have  heard  too  much. 
Rich.  Say,  how  he  dy'd    for  I  will  hear  it  all. 
,    Me/.  Environed  he  was  with  many  foes. 
And  flood  againft  them,  as  the  hope  of  7roy 
Again (t  the  Greeks  that  would  have  entred  Troy. 
But  Hercules  himfelf  mud  yield  to  odds  ; 
And  many  flroaks,  though  with  a  little  ax, 
Hew  down  and  fell  the  hardeft- timbered  oak. 
By  many  hands  your  father  was  fubdu'd, 
But  only  flaughter'd  by  the  ireful  arm 
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.of  unrelenting  Clifford  and  the  Queen  ; 

'Who  crown'd  the  j^racious  Duke  in  high  defpight ; 

Laugh'd  in  his  face  ;  and  when  with  grief  he  wept, 

Ti  he  ruthlefs  Queen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  cheek, 

A  napkin  fteeped  in  the  harmlefs  blord 

Of  fwect  young  Rutland,  by  rough  Clifford  flain : 

And  after  many  fcorns,  many  foul  taunts, 

They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 

They  fet  the  fame  ;  and  there  it  doth  remain 

The  faddell  fped^ac'e  that  e'er  I  view'd. 

Ed'^uo,  Sweet  duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  lean  upon  : 
Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  ftaff,  no  ftay. 
Oh  Clifford,  boiftVous  CUfford  !  thou  hall  flain 
1  he  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry, 
And  treacheroufly  haft  thou  vanquifh'd  him  ; 
For,  hand  to  hand,  he  would  have  vanquifti'd  thee. 
Now  my  fouFs  palace  is  become  a  prifon  : 
Ah,  would  flie  break  from  hence,  that  this  my  body 
Might  in  the  ground  be  clofed  up  in  reft  ! 
For  never  henceforth  fhall  I  joy  again. 
Never,  oh  never,  fhall  I  fee  more  joy. 

Rich,  I  cannot  weep  ;  for  all  my  body's  moifture 
Scarce  ferves  to  quench  my  furnsce- burning  heart : 
Nor  can  my  tongue  unload  my  heart's  great  burthen  : 
For  felf  fame  wind  that  I  ftiould  fpeak  withal, 
Is  kindling  coals  that  fire  up  all  my  breaft  ; 
And  burn  me  up  with  flames,  that  tears  would  quench. 
To  weep,  is  to  make  lefs  the  depth  of  grief : 
Tears  then  for  babes ;  blows  and  revenge  for  me  ! 
Richard,  I  bear  thy  name ;  TU  venge  thy  death. 
Or  die  renowned  by  actempting  it. 

Ed^nx^  His  name  that  valiant  Duke  hath  left  with  thee 
His  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left. 

Rich,  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  princely  Eagle's  biid. 
Shew  thy  defcent,  by  gazing  'gainft  the  fun  : 
For  chair  and  dukedom,  throne  and  kingdom  fay  ; 
Either  that's  thine^  or  elfe  thou  wert  not  his. 
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March.    Enter  Warwick,  Marquifs  of  Montague,  and 
their  army. 

War,  How  now,  fait  Lords  ?  what  fare  ?  what  news 
abroad  ? 

Rich.  Great  Lord  of  War^ick^  if  we  fhould  recount 
Our  baleful  news,  and  at  each  word's  deliv' ranee 
Stab  poniards  in  cur  flefh  'till  all  were  told  ; 
The  words  would  add  more  anguifh  than  the  wounds. 

0  valiant  Lord,  the  Duke  of  York  is  flain. 

Ed1^J.  OWarnxick!  IVar^jjick !  Th2it  Plantagenet, 
Which  held  thee  dearly  as  his  foul's  redemption. 
Is  by  the  ftern  Lord  Clifford  done  to  death. 

War,  Ten  d  lys  ago  I  drown'd  thefe  news  in  tears  ; 
And  now,  to  add  more  meafure  to  your  woes, 

1  come  to  tell  you  things  fith  then  befaln. 
After  the  bloody  fray  at  Wakefield  fought, 
Where  your  brave  father  breath'd  hislateft  gafp. 
Tidings,  as  fwiftly  as  the  pod  could  run, 
Were  brought  me  of  your  lofs  and  his  depart. 

I  then  ix^  London-,  keeper  of  the  King, 

Mufter'd  my  foldiers,  gathered  flocks  of  friends ; 

MarchM  towards  St.  Albans  t'  intercept  the  Queen ; 

Bearing  the  King  in  my  behalf  along  : 

For  by  my  fcouts  I  was  advertifed 

That  fne  was  coming,  with  a  full  intent 

To  da(h  our  la-te  decree  in  parliament, 

Touching  King  Henry  %  oath,  and  your  fucceffion  : 

Short  tale  to  make,  we  at  St.  Albans  met. 

Cur  battles  joined,  and  both  fides  fiercely  fought: 

But  whether  'twas  the  coldnefs  of  the  King, 

Who  look  d  full  gently  on  his  warlike  Queen, 

That  robb'd  my  fo'diers  of  iheir  heated  fpleen  ; 

Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  fuccefs. 

Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford's  rigour. 

Who  thunders  to  his  captives  blood  and  death, 

J  cannot  judge  :  but  to  conclude  with  truth. 

Their  weapons,  like  to  lightning,  came  and  went; 

Oi.i;foIdiers,  like  the  night-owPs  lazy  flight, 

Oi  like  a  lazy  thraflier  with  a  flail, 
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Fell  gent!/  down,  as  if  they  ftruck  their  friends. 
I  cheer'd  them  up  with  juftice  of  our  caufe, 
With  promife  of  high  pay  and  great  reward ; 
But  all  in  vain,  they  had  no  heart  to  fight  ; 
And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  day  ; 
So  that  we  fled  ;  the  King,  unto  the  Queen  ; 
Lord  G^i7r^^  your  brother,  Norfolk  and  my  (elf, 
In  hafte,  poft-hafte,  are  come  to  join  with  you  : 
For  in  the  marches  here  we  heard  you  were. 
Making  another  head  to  fight  again. 

Ed^.  Where  is  the  Duke  of  Norfolk y  gentle  Warwick  ? 
And  when  came  George  from  Btirgundy  to  England? 

War,  Some  fix  miles  oiF  the  Duke  is  with  his  power  ; 
And  for  your  brother,  he  was  lately  fent 
From  your  kind  aunt,  Dutchefs  of  Burgundyy 
With  aid  of  foldiers  to  this  needful  war. 

Rich.  Twas  odds,  belike,  when  valiant  IVarnvick  fled  i 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  praifes  in  purfuit, 
But  ne'er,  'till  now,  hisfcandalof  retire. 

War.  Nor  now  my  fcandal,  Richard,  dofl:  thou  hear  : 
For  thou  (halt  know,  this  flrong  right  hand  of  mine 
Can  pluck  the  Diadem  from  faint  Henrfs  head. 
And  wring  the  awful  fcepter  from  his  ifift  ; 
Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  in  war. 
As  he  is  fam'd  for  mildnefs,  peace  and  prayer. 

Rich.  I  know  it  well.  Lord  Warwick  ;  blame  me  not; 
'Tis  love,  I  bear  thy  glories,  makes  me  fpeak. 
But  in  this  troublous  time  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  lleel. 
And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
Numb' ring  our  J^^e  Maries  with  our  beads  ? 
Or  ihall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  ? 
If  for  the  lall,  fay,  ay ;  and  to  it,  Lords. 

War.  Why,  therefore  War^joick  came  to  feek  you  out; 
And  therefore  comes  my  brother  Montague, 
Attend  me.  Lords :  the  proud  infulting  Queen, 
With  Clifford,  and  the  haught  Northu?nherland^ 
And  of  their  feather  many  more  proud  birds. 
Have  wrought  the  eafie-melting  King,  like  wax, 
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He  fvvcre  con  fen  t  to  your  fuccefTion, 

His  oath  enrolled  in  the  parliament : 

j:\nd  now  to  London  all  the  crew  are  gone, 

To  fru Urate  both  his  oath,  and  what  befide 

IVIay  make  againft  the  houfe  of  Lancajler. 

Their  power,  1  think,  is  thirty  thoufand  Ilrong  : 

Now  if  the  help  of  Norfolk  and  myfelf, 

With  all  the  friends  that  thou,  brave  Earl  of  Marchy 

Amongft  the  loving  Weljhmen  canft  procure, 

Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thoufand  : 

Why,  Via  !  to  London  will  we  march  amain  ; 

And  once  again  beflride  our  foaming  ileeds, 

And  once  again  cry.  Charge  upon  our  foes !  « 

But  never  once  again  turn  back,  and  fly. 

Rich,  Ay,  now,  methinks,   1  hear  great  Warnvick 
fpeak  : 

Ne'er  may  he  live  to  fee  a  fun  fhine  day, 

That  cries,  retire,  if  Warwick  bid  him  ftay. 

Ed'iv,  Lord  Warnxick^  on  thy  ihoulder  will  I  lean, 
And  when  thou  faiPil,  (as  God  forbid  the  hour  !) 
Muft  Educard  fall,  which  peril  heav'n  forefend  ! 

War.  No  longer  Earl  of  March,  but  Duke  of  Tork  i 
The  next  degree  is  England's  royal  throne  : 
For  King  of  England  ihalt  thou  be  proclaim'd 
In  every  borough  as  we  pefs  along  : 
And  he,  that  throvvs  not  up  his  cap  for  joy. 
Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  head. 
King  Ed-ward,  valiant  Richard,  Montague, 
Stay  we  no  longer,  dreaming  of  renown ; 
But  found  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  task. 

Rich.  Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  heart  as  hard  as  ftcel. 
As  thou  haft  fhewn  it  flin«ty  by  thy  deeds, 
I  come  to  pierce  it,  or  to  give  thee  mine. 

Ed^.  Then  ftrike  up,  drums ;  God  and  St.  George 
for  us  ! 

Enter  a  Mcffenger. 

War.  H'ow  now  ?  what  news  ? 
Mef,  The  Duke  of  Norfolk  fends  you  word  by  me. 
The  Queen  is  coming  with  a  puiffant  hofl ; 

And 
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And  craves  your  company  for  fpeedy  connfel. 

IFar.  Why  then  it  forts  5  brave  warriors,  let's  away. 

SCENE  changes  to  York. 

E/:ter  King  Henry,  fbe  ^een,  ClitFord,  Northumberland, 
and  the  Prince  of  Wales,  ^jjiih  Drufns  and  Trumpets » 

S>ueen,  T^7Elcome,  my  Lord,  to  this  brave  town  of 

Yonder's  the  head  of  that  arch  enemy, 
That  fought  to  be  encompaft  with  your  crown. 
Doth  not  the  objedl  chear  your  heart,  my  Lord  ? 
K.  He7iry.  Ay,  as  the  rocks  chear  them,  that  fear  their 
wreck ; 

To  fee  this  fight,  it  irks  my  very  foul : 

With  hold  revenge,  dear  God  ;  'tis  not  my  fault. 

Nor  wittingly  have  I  infring'd  my  vow. 

Clif,  My  gracious  Liege,  this  too  much  lenity 
And  harmful  pity  mull  be  laid  afide  : 
To  whom  do  Lions  call  their  gentle  looks  ? 
Not  to  the  beaft,  that  would  ufurp  their  den, 
Whofe  hand  is  that  the  foreft  Bear  doth  lick  ? 
Not  his,  that  fpoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who  Tcapes  the  lurking  ferpent's  mortal  fling? 
Not  he,  that  fets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  fmalleft  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on; 
And  doves  will  peck  in  fafeguard  of  their  brood. 
Ambitious  Tork  did  level  at  thy  crown  ; 
Thou  fmiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows. 
He  but  a  Duke,  would  have  his  fofi  a  King ;  -  ] 

And  raife  his  ifrue,^  like  a  loving  fire  ; 
Thou  being  a  King,  bleil  with  a  goodly  fon, 
Didft  yield  confent  to  difmherit  him  ; 
Which  argu'd  thee  a  moft  unloving  father. 
Unreafonable creatures  feed  their  young; 
And  tho'  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  eyes^ 
Yet  in  proredlion  of  their  tender  ones, 
Who  hath  not  feen  them  (even  with  thofe  wings. 
Which  fometimes  they  have  us'd  with  fearful  flight) 
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Make  war  with  him  that  climbM  unto  their  nef!, 

Oi^ering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  ? 

For  fhame,  my  Liege,  make  them  your  preiident. 

Were  it  not  pity,  that  this  goodly  boy 

Should  lofe  his  birth  right  by  his  father's  fault ; 

And  long  hereafter  fay  unto  his  child, 

What  my  great  grandfather  and  grandfire  got, 

My  carelefs  fatner  fondly  gave  away  ! 

Ah,  what  a  fhame  was  this !  look  on  the  boy. 

And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promifeth 

Succefsful  fortune,  fteel  thy  melting  heart 

To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

K.  Henry.  Full  well  hath  Chfford  plaid  the  crator. 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force  :. 
Bat,  Clifford,  tell  me,  didll  thou  never  hear, 
That  things  ill  got  had  ever  bad  fuccefs  ? 
And  happy  was  it  always  for  thatfon, 
Whofe  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell  ? 
ril  leave  my  fon  my  virtuous  deeds  behind  ; 
And  'would,  my  father  had  left  me  no  more ! 
For  all  the  reft  is  held  at  fuch  a  rate, 
As  brings  a  thoufand-fold  more  care  to  keep, 
Than  in  poffefiion  any  jot  of  pleafure. 
Ah,  Coufin  Tork  ;  'would,  thy  beft  friends  did  know. 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here  ! 

^eeen.  My  Lord,  cheer  up  your  fpirits,  our  foes  are 
nigh; 

And  this  foft  courage  makes  your  followers  faint ; 
You  promis'd  knighthood  to  our  forward  fon, 
Unftieath  your  fword,  and  dub  him  prefently. 
Ed^wardy  kneel  down. 

K,  Henry,  Ed^joard  Elantagenet,  arife  a  Knight  ; 
And  learn  this  leflbn,  draw  thy  fword  in  right. 

Erince,  My  gracious  father,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
I  draw  it  as  Apparent  to  the  crown, 
And  in  that  quarrel  ufe  it  to  the  death. 

CUf,  Why,  that  is  fpoken  like  a  toward  Prince. 
Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

Mef,  Royal  commanders,  be  in  readinefs ; 

For^ 
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For,  with  a  band  of  thipty  thoufand  men, 
Comes  War^icky  backing  of  the  Duke  of  York: 
And  in  the  towns,  as  they  do  march  along. 
Proclaims  him  King  \  and  many  fly  to  him. 
Darraign  your  battle,  for  they  are  at  liand. 

Clif,  I  would,  your  highnefs  would  depart  the  field 
The  Queen  hath  beft  fuccefs,  when  you  arc  abfent, 

^een.  Ay,  good  my  lord,  and  leave  us  to  our  fortune. 

K,  Henry,  Why,  that's  my  fortune  too ;  therefore  I'll 
Hay. 

North.  Be  it  with  refolution  then  to  fight. 

Prince.  My  royal  father,  cheer  fhefe  noble  lords, 
And  hearten  thofe  that  fight  in  your  defence : 
Unfheaih  your  fword,  good  father;  cry,  St.  Gsorge ! 

March.    Enter  Edward,  Warwick,  Richard,  Clarence, 
Norfolk,  Montague,  afid  Soldiers, 

Edvj.  Now,  perjur'd  IJcnryy  wilt  thou  kneel  for  grace* 
And  fet  thy  Diadem  upon  my  head ; 
Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  field  ? 

^een.  Go  rate  thy  minions,  proud  infulting  boy. 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms 
Before  thy  fovereign  and  thy  lawful  King  ? 

Ed^.  I  am  his  King,  and  he  fhould  bow  his  knee  i 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  his  confent ; 
Since  when,  his  oath  is  broke  3  for,  as  I  hear. 
You  that  are  King,  though  he  do  wear  the  crown. 
Have  caus'd  him  by  new  a6l  of  parliament 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  fon  in. 

Clif.  And  reafon  too  : 
Who  (hould  fucceed  the  father,  but  the  fon  ? 

Rich.  Are  you  there,  butcher  ?  O,  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Clif.  Ay,  crook-back,  here  I  ftand  to  anfwer  thee. 
Or  any  he  the  proudeft  of  thy  fort. 

Rich.  'Twas  you  that  kilPd  young  Rutland,  was  it  not  f 

Clif  Ay,  and  old  Torky  and  yet  not  fatisfy'd. 

Rich   For  God's  fake,  Lords,  give  fignal  to  the  fight. 

^^3r.  What fay'fl  thou, H^«^;)',  wilt  thou  yield  the  crown? 

^een.  Why  how  now,  long-tongu'd  War^ick^  dare 
you  fpeak  ? 
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When  you  and  I  met  at  St.  Jlhans  lail. 
Your  legs  did  better  fervice  than  your  hands. 

I'Var.  Then  'twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  'tis  thine. 

Clif.  You  faid  fo  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled. 

fVar.  'Twas  not  your  valour,  Clifford^  drove  me  tliencc; 

North.  No,  nor  vour  manhood,  that  durft  make  yoa 
llay. 

Rich.  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently.— 
Bre^k  off  the  parle,  for  fcarce  I  can  refrain 
T\he  execution  of  my  blg-fwoln  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  child-killer. 

Clif.  I  flew  thy  father,  call'ft  thou  him  a  cKild  ? 

Rich.  Ay,  like  a  daflard  and  a  treacherous  coward. 
As  thou  didft  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland : 
Bar,  ere  iun-fet,  Til  make  thee  curfe  the  deed. 

K.  Henry.  Have  done  with  words,  my  Lords,  and  hear 
m.e  fpeak. 

Queen.  Dcfie  them  then,  or  elfe  hold  clofe  thy  h'ps, 

iC.  He?iry.  I  pr'ythee,  give  no  limits  to  my  tongue; 
I  am  a  King,  and  priviledg'd  to  fpeak. 

Chf.  My  Liege,  the  wound,  that  bred  this  meeting  here. 
Cannot  be  cur'd  by  words ;  therefore  be  (lill. 

Rich.  Then,  executioner,  unfheath  thy  fword  : 
By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  refolv'd 
lliat  Clijford^^  manhood  lyes  upon  his  tonguc; 

Ed^jo^  Sny,  Henry,  fl^all  I  have  my  right,  or  no  ? 
A  thonfand  men  have  broke  their  falls  to  day, 
That  ne'er  (hall  dine,  unlefs  thou  yield  the  crown. 
^       War.  If  thou  deny,  their  blood  upon  thy  head  ! 
For  York  in  juuice  puts  his  armour  on. 

Prince.  If  that  be  right,  which  IVarn^vick  fays  is  right. 
There  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 

Rich  Whoever  got  thee,  there  thy  mother  (lands. 
For,  well  I  wot,  thou  haft  thy  mother's  tongue. 

^ueen.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  fire  or  dam. 
But  like  a  foul  mif  Hiapen  ftigmatick, 
Mark'd  by  the  deflinies  to  be  avoided  ; 
As  venomous  toads,  or  lizards'  dreadful  fdngs. 

Rich.  Iron  of  Naples  hid  with  Englijh  gilt, 
Whofe  father  bears  the  title  of  a  King, 
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(As  if  a  channel  fhould  be  call'd  the  Tea) 

ShamMl  thou  not,  knowing  whence  thou  art  cxtraught. 

To  let  thy  tongue  deted  thy  bafe-born  heart  ? 

Ediv.  A  wifp  of  ftraw  were  worth  a  thoufand  crowns^, 
To  make  this  lhamelefs  Callat  know  herfelf. 
Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou, 
Akiiough  thy  husband  may  be  Menelaus  ; 
And  ne'er  was  Jgamemnons  brother  wrong'd 
By  that  falfe  woman,  as  this  King  by  thee. 
His  Father  reveU'd  in  the  heart  of  France^ 
And  tam'd  the  King,  and  made  the  Dauphin  fioop: 
And  had  he  match'd  according  to  his  State, 
He  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day. 
But  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed. 
And  grac'd  thy  poor  Sire  with  his  bridal  day. 
Even  then  that  lun-fhine  brew'd  a  fhow'r  for  him. 
That  wafli'd  his  father's  fortunes  forth  of  Francey 
And  heap'd  fedition  on  his  Crown  at  home  : 
For  what  hath  broach'd  this  tumult,  but  thy  pride? 
Hadft  thou  been  meek,  our  Title  ftill  had  flept ; 
And  we,  in  pity  of  the  gentle  King, 
Had  flipt  our  claim  until  another  age. 

Cla,  But  when  we  faw,  our  fun  ihine  made  thy  fpring^. 
And  that  thy  fummer  bred  us  no  increafe. 
We  fet  the  ax  to  thy  ufurping root; 
And  though  the  edge  hath  fomething  hit  ourfelves. 
Yet  know  thou,  fince  we  have  begun  to  flrike, 
We'll  never  leave  'till  we  have  hewn  thee  down. 
Or  bath'd  thy  Growing  with  our  heated  bloo  ds. 

Ed<iv.  And  in  this  refolution  I  delie  thee ; . 
Not  willing  any  longer  conference, 
Since  thou  deny'ft  the  gentle  King  to  fpeak. 
Sound  trumpets,  let  our  bloody  Colours  wave^. 
And  either  Victory,  or  elfe  a  Grave. 

^een.  Stay,  Ed^jjard  

Ediv,  No*  wrangling  Woman,  we'll  no  longer  ftay 
Thefc  words  will  coift  ten  thoufand  lives  this  day. 


[Exeunt  Qtnneu 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  Field  of  Battle  at 
Ferribridge  in  Yorkfhire. 

Alarim,    Exciirfiojis,    Enter  Warwick. 

War.  "p'ORE-fpent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a  race, 

r   I  lay  me  down  a  Httle  while  to  breathe  : 
For  flrokes  received,  and  many  blows  repaid, 
Have  robb'd  my  ilrong-knit  fmews  of  their  llrength  ; 
And,  fpight  of  fpight,  needs  muft  I  rell  a  while. 

Enter  Edward  running, 

Ed-iv.  Smile,  gentle  heav'n  !  or  ftrike,  ungentle  death  I 
For  this  world  frowns,  and  Ed^varcfs  Sun  is  clouded. 
J^Var,  Kow  now,  my  lord,  what  hap  ?  what  hope  of 
good  ? 

Efiter  Clarence. 

Cla.  Oar  hap  is  lofs,  our  hope  but  fad  defpair; 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruin  follows  us. 
What  counfel  give  you?  whither  fhall  we  fly  ? 

Edw.  Bootlefs  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with  wings ; 
And  weak  we  are,  and  canaot  fhun  purfuit. 

Enter  Richard. 

Rich.  Ah,  War<imck,  why  haft  thou  withdrawn  thy- 

felf? 

Thy  brother's  blood  the  thirfty  earth  hath  drunk,  (5) 

Broached 

(5)  Thy  Br^ther'^  Blood  the  thirty  Earth  hath  drunk,']  Thi» 
PaiTage,  from  the  Variation  of  the  Copies,  gave  me  no 
little  Perplexity.  The  old  Quarto  applies  this  Defcription  to  the 
Death  of  Salisbury,  iVarivicJCs  Father.  But  thi%  was  a  noto- 
rious Deviation  from  the  Truth  of  Hiftory.  For  the  Earl  of 
Saliihury  in  ihe  Battle  at  JVakefeldy  wherein  Richard  Duke  of 
York  loft  his  Life,  was  taken  prifoner,  beheaded  at  romfrety 
and  his  Head,  together  with  the  Duke  of  TqtK^  fix'd  o-;^xTork' 

Gates 
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BroachM  with  the  (leely  point  of  Clifford's  lance  : 
And  in  the  very  pangs  of  death  he  cry'd, 
(Like  to  a  difuial  clangor  heard  from  far) 
IVar^vick,  revenge  i  brother,  revenge  my  death. 
So  underneath  the  belly  of  their  Steeds, 
That  Hain'd  their  fetlocks  in  his  fmoaking  blood. 
The  noble  Gentleman  gave  up  the  ghoft. 

War.  Then  let  the  Earth  be  drunken  with  our  blood  ; 
ril  kill  my  horfe,  becaufe  I  will  not  fly: 
Why  ftand  we  like  foft-hearted  women  here. 
Wailing  our  lofles,  whiles  the  foe  doth  rage; 
And  look  upon,  as  if  the  Tragedy 
Were  plaid  in  jefl  by  connterfeiting  Adlors  ? 
Here  on  my  knee  I  vow  to  God  above, 
I'll  never  pauie  again,  never  ftand  ilill. 
Till  either  Death  hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes  of  mine. 
Or  Fortune  given  me  meafure  of  revenge. 

Ed^v.  O  Warixick,  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine^. 
And  in  this  vow  do  chain  my  foul  to  thine, 
And  ere  my  knee  rife  from  the  earth's  cold  face, 
I  throw  my  hands,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  thce^ 
Thou  fetter  up,  and  plucker  down,  of  Kings ! 
Eefeeching  thee,  (if  with  thy  will  it  ftands 
That  to  my  foes  this  body  mull  be  prey) 
Yet  that  thy  brazen  2;ates  of  heav'n  may  ope,^ 

And  give-fweet  pafTage  to  my  fmfal  foul.  • 

Now,  lords,  take  Leave  until  we  meet  again ; 
Where-e'er  it  be,  in  heav'n  or  on  earth. 

Gates*  Then,  the  only  Brother  of /F^rw/V;^,  introduced  In  tliis 
Play,  is  the  Marquifs  of  Montacute:  (or  Alontague,  as  he  is 
call'd  by  our  Author:)  but  he  does  not  die  till  ten  years  af- 
ter, in  the  Battle  at  Bamet ;  where  Warioick  likewife  was 
kiird.  The  Truth  is,  the  Brother,  here  mentioned,  is  no  Per- 
fon  in  the  Drama:  and  his  Death  is  only  an  incidental  Piece 
of  Hiftory.  Confulting  the  Chronicles,  upon  this  Adlion  at 
Ferribridge,  I  find  him  to  have  been  a  natural  Son  of  Salisbury^ 
(in  that  refped,  a  Brother  to  JVariuick))  and  eftssm'd  a 
valiant  young  Gentleman* 


Rich. 
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Rich'  Brcthcr,  give  me  thy  hand;  and;  gentle  fVar- 

Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms : 

1,  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  v^ith  woe  ; 

That  winter  (hoald  cut  ofFour  furing  tim.eib. 

Vl'ar.  Away,  away  :  once  more,  Iweet  lords,  farevvel. 

Cla,  Yet  let  us  altogether  to  our  troops; 
Aad  give  them  leave  to  fly,  that  will  not  (lay  ; 
And  call  them  pillars,  that  will  (land  to  us ; 
And,  if  we  thrive,  promife  them  fuch  rewardf, 
As  Victors  wear  at  the  Oly?npian  Games. 
This  may  plant  courage  in  tneir  quailing  breails, 
For  yet  is  hope  of  life  and  viciory  ; 
Fore  llovr'  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain.  [Excwnt. 

Ex(uyJions.  Enter  Richard,  and  CliiFord. 

Rich,  Now,  Clifford^  I  have  fmgled  thee  alone ; 
Suppole,  this  arm  is  for  the  Duke  of  York^ 
And  th  s  for  Rutland,  both  bound  to  revenge, 
Wert  theu  environ  d  v>'ith  a  brazen  wall. 

Clif,  Now,  Richard^  J  am  with  thee  here  rJonCj 
This  is  the  hand,  that  itabb'd  thy  \2i&,txYork\ 
And  this  the  hand,  that  flew  thy  brother  Rutland ; 
And  here's  ti^e  heart,  that  triumphs  in  their  death  ; 
And  cheers  theie  hand?,  that  flew  thy  fire  and  brother, 
To  execute  the  li^e  uponchyfeif : 
And  fo,  have  at  thee. 

^hey  fight.   Warwick  enters ,  Clifford  y^>/. 
Rl:h.  Nay,  JJ'arziicky  fmgle  out  fome  other  chafe, 
For  I  jnyfelf  will  hunt  this  wolf  to  death.  [Exeunt^ 

Alarum,    Enter  King  Henry  alctre, 
K.  Henry.  This  battle  fares  like  t ;  the  morning's  war, 
When  dying  clouds  contend  wkh  growing  light ; 
What  time  the  ihepherd,  blowing  of  nis  naih. 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  aay  nor  night. 
Now  fvvays  it  thi^  way,  like  a  mighty  iea 
Fore' J  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind: 
Now  fways  it  that  wayp  like  the  felf  fume  fea 

Forc'd 
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Forcd  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind. 

Sometime,  the  flood  prevails  ;  and  then  ,  the  wind;: 

Now,  one  the  better  ;  then,  another  bert; 

Eoth  tugging  to  be  vi3.ors,  breaft  to  breaft. 

Yet  neither  conqueror,  nor  conquered; 

So  is  the  equal  poize  of  this  fell  war. 

Here  on  this  mole  hill  will  I  fit  me  down : 

To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  vidlory  ! 

For  Margaret  my  Queen  and  Clifford  too 

Have  chid  me  from  the  battle ;  iWearing  both, 

They  profper  beftof  all  when  I  am  thence. 

Would  1  were  dead,  if  God's  good  will  were  fo  : 

For  what  is  in  this  world  but  grief  and  woe  ? 

O  God  !  methinks,  it  were  a  happy  life 

To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  fwain  ; 

To  fit  upon  a  hill,  as  J  do  now, 

To  carve  out  Dials  queintly,  point  by  point', 

I'hereby  to  fee  the  minutes  how  they  run: 

How  many  makes  the  hour  full  compleat, 

How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day, 

How  many;  days  will  finifh  up  the  year. 

How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 

When  thib  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  time  3. 

So  many  hours,  muft  I  tend  my  flock  ; 
So  many  hours,  mud  [  take  my  reft ; 

So  many  hours,  muft  I  contemplate ; 

So  many  hours,  muftlfport  myfelf; 

So  many  days,  my  ewes  have  been  with  young  ; 

So  many  weeks,  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean ; 

So  many  months,  ere  I  fnall  fheer  the  fleece  : 

So  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months,  and  years^ 

Paft  over,  to  the  end  they  were  created, 

Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 

Ah  !  what  a  life  were  this !  how  fvveet,  how  lovely  ! 

Gives  not  the  haw  thorn  bu-fli  a  fweeter  fhade 

To  fliepherds  looking  on  their  filly  Iheep, 

Than  doth  a  rich  em.broiderM  canopy 

To  Kings,  that  fear  their  fubjeds'  treachery? 

O,  yes,  it  doth;  a  thoufand  fold  it  doth. 

And,  to  conclude,  the  Ihepherd^'s  homely  curd$> 
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His  coid  thin  drink  oat  of  his  leather  bottle. 

His  wonted  fleep  under  a  frefh  tree's  (hade. 

All  which  fecure  nnd  fvveetly  he  enjoys. 

Is  far  beyond  a  Prince's  delicates. 

His  viands  fparkling  in  a  golden  cup. 

His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed, 

When  care,  miftruft  and  treafons  wait  on  him. 

Alaru7n.    Enter  a  Son,  that  had  kiWd  his  Father. 

Son.  Ill  blows  the  wind,  that  profits  no  body.  

This  man,  whom  hand  to  hand  I  flew  in  iight, 
May  be  poITeiTed  with  fome  flore  of  crowns ; 
And  I  that,  haply,  take  them  from  him  now. 
May  yet,  ere  night,  yield  both  my  life  and  them 
To  fome  man  elfe,-  as  this  dead  man  doth  me. 
Who's  this !  oh  God  I  it  is  my  father's  face. 
Whom  in  this  conflid:  I  unwares  have  kiird  : 
Oh  heavy  times,  begetting  fuch  events  [ 
From  London  by  the  King  was  I  preft  forth  ; 
My  father,  being  the  Earl  of  Wari.f.ick\  man. 
Came  o^i  the  part  o^Torhy  preft  by  his  mafter^ 
And  I,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  life. 
Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. 
Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  1  did  ; 
And  pardon,  father,  for  I  knew  not  thee. 
Pvdy  tears  fliall  wipe  away  thefe  bloody  marks : 
And  no  more  words,  till  they  have  flow'd  their  fill. 

K.  Henry.  O  piteous  fpedlacle!  O  bloody  times! 
Whiles  lions  war  and  battle  for  their  dens. 
Poor  harmlefs  Iambs  abide  their  enmity. 
V/eep,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear; 
And  let  our  hearts  and  eyes,  like  civil  war. 
Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'eir-charg'd  with  grief. 

Enter  a  Father^  bearing  his  Son, 

Fath.  Thou,  that  fo  ftoutly  haft  refifted  me. 
Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  haft  any  gold  : 
For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. 
But  let  me  fee  :  is  this  our  foe-man's  face  ? 
Ah^  no^  nOi  no,  it  is  ray  only  fon  1 

Ah, 
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Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee. 

Throw  up  thine  eyes ;  fee,  fee,  what  fhowers  arife. 

Blown  with  the  windy  tempell  of  my  heart 

Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart. 

O  pity,  God,  this  miferable  age ! 

What  ftratagems,  how  fell,  how  butcherly. 

Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural, 

This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget ! 

O  boy  !  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  foon. 

And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late. 

K.  Henry,  Woe  above  woe  \  grief  more  than  common 
grief; 

O,  that  my  death  would  ftay  thefe  rueful  deeds ! 

O  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity  ! 

The  red  roie  and  the  white  are  on  his  face, 

The  fatal  colours  of  our  driving  houfes. 

The  one  his  purple  blood  right  well  refembles. 

The  other  his  pale  cheek,  methinks,  prefenteth : 

Wither  one  rofe,  and  let  the  other  flouriOi ! 

If  you  contend,  a  thoufand  lives  mud  wither. 

Son,  How  will  my  mother,  for  a  father's  death. 
Take  on  with  me,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ? 

Fath,  How  will  my  wife,  for  daughter  of  iHy  fon. 
Shed  feas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ? 

K.  Henry,  How  will  the  country,  for  thefe  woeful 
chances, 

Mif  think  the  King,  and  not  be  fatisfy'd? 

Son,  Was  ever  fon,  fo  ru'd  a  father's  death  f 

Fath,  Was  ever  father,  fo  bemoan'd  his  fon  ? 

K.  Henry,  Was  ever  King,  fo  griev'd  for  fubjeds'  woe  ? 
Much  is  your  for  row ;  mine,  ten  times  fo  much. 

Son,  I'll  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill. 

Fath,  Thefe  arms  of  mine  fhall  be  thy  winding- fneet, 
iVIy  heart,  fvveet  boy,  fhall  be  thy  fepulchre ; 
For  from  my  heart  thine  image  ne'er  fhall  go. 
My  fighing  breail  fhall  be  thy  funeral  bell : 
And  fo  obfequious  will  thy  father  be. 
Sad  for  the  lofs  of  thee,  having  no  more. 
As  Frlam  was  for  all  his  valiant  fons. 

ni 
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I'll  bear  thee  hence,  and  let  them  fight  that  will ; 

For  I  have  murther'd,  where  I  Hiould  not  kill.  [^Exit. 

K.  Henry.  Sad  hearted  men,  much  over  gone  with  care. 
Here  fits  a  King  more  woful  than  you  are. 

Alarums i  Excurfio7is.  Enter  the  ^uee7iy  Prbice  of  Wales, 
and  Exeter. 

'Prince.  Fly,  father,  fly,  for  all  your  friends  are  fled ; 
And  JVar^juick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull: 
Away  !  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  purfuit. 

^een.  Mount  you,  my  lord,  towards  Bei^jick  poll 
amain. 

Edivard  3.r\d  Richard,  like  a  brace  of  grey-hounds 
Having  the  fearful  flying  hare  in  fight, 
With  fiery  eyes  fparkling  for  very  wrath. 
And  bloody  ileel  grafpt  in  their  ireful  hands, 
Are  at  our  backs ;  and  therefore  hence  amain. 

Exe.  Away  ;  for  vengeance  comes  along  with  them» 
Nay,  flay  not  to  expoflulate,  make  fpeed  : 
Or  elfe  come  after,  T'll  away  before, 

K.  Henry.  Nay.  take  me  with  thee,  good  fweet  Exeter; 
Not  that  I  fear  to  fl:ay,  but  love  to  go 
Whither  the  Queen  intends.  Forward,  away !  [Exeunt. 

A  loud  Alarum.    Enter  Clifford  njjounded, 

Clif,  Here  burns  my  candle  out  3  ay,  here  it  dies^ 
Which,  while  it  laited,  gave  King  He?iry  light. 
O  Lancajler!  I  fear  thy  overthrow. 
More  than  my  body's  parting  v/ith  my  foul. 
My  love  and  fear  glew'd  many  friends  to  thee  ;  [Fallings 
And,  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  commixtures  melt. 
Impairing  Henry,  Itrength'nini^  mif-proud  York, 
The  common  People  fwarm  like  fummer  flies; 
And  whither  fly  the  gnats,  but  to  the  Sun  ? 
And  who  fhines  now,  but  .i7f«r);'s  enemies? 
O  Phallus!  had  ft  thou  never  giv'n  confent 
That  Phaeton  fhould  check  thy  fiery  fteeds, 
Thy  burning  Car  had  never  fcorch'd  the  earth  : 
And  Henry,  hadft  thou  fway'd  as  Kings  fhould  do, 
Or  as  thy  father  and  his  father  did, 
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Giving  no  ground  unto  the  Houfe  of  Torky 

They  never  then  had  fpi  ung  like  furnrner  flies. 

I,  and  ten  thoufund  in  this  lucklefs  Realm, 

Had  left  no  mourning  widows  for  our  death  ; 

jAnd  thou  this  day  hadil  kept  thy  Chair  in  peace. 

For  what  doth  cherifh  Weeds,  but  gentle  air  ? 

And  what  makes  robbers  bold,  but  too  much  lenity  ? 

Bootlefs  are  plaints,  and  curelefs  are  my  wounds  ; 

No  way  to  fly,  nor  ftrength  to  hold  our  flight. 

The  foe  is  mercilefs,  and  will  not  pity  : 

For  at  their  hands  I  have  deferv'd  no  pity. 

The  air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  wounds, 

And  much  Effufe  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint : 

Come  Torky  and  Richard ;  Warwick,  and  the  ref! ; 

1  ftabb'dyour  fathers'  bofoms ;  fplit  my  bread.  \_Hefainis. 

Alarum,  and  Retreat.    Enter  Edward,   Warwick,  Ri- 
chard, Montague,  Clarence,  and  Soldiers » 

Ediv,Now  breathe  we,lords, good  fortune  bids  us  paufe  ^ 
And  fmooth  the  frowns  of  war  with  peaceful  looks. 
Some  troops  purfue  the  bloody-minded  Queen, 
That  led  calm  Henry,  though  he  were  a  King, 
As  doth  a  Sail,.  filFd  with  a  fretting  gull, 
Com.mand  an  Argolie  to  flem  the  waves. 
But  think  you,  lords,  that  C/iJ^ord  Red  with  them?- 

IFar.  No,  'tis  impoflible  he  ihould  efcape : 
For  though  before  his  face  I  fpeak  the  word, 
Your  brother  Richard  mark'd  him  for  the  grave  ; 
And  wherefoe'er  he  is,  he'sfurely  dead.  [Clifford  ^r^z?;?^.' 

Rich.  Whofe  foul  is  that  which  takes  her  hearty  leave f 
A  deadly  groan,  like  life  and  death's  departing. 
See  who  it  is. 

Edw,  And  now  the  batde's  ended, 
If  friend  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  ufed. 

Rich.  Revoke  that  doom  of  mercy,   for  'tis  Clifford  r 
Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch, 
In  hewing  Rutland  when  his  leaves  put  forth  ; 
But  fet  his  murth'ring  knife  unto  the  root 
From  whence  that  tender  fpray  did  fweetly  fpring ; 
I  mean,  our  princely  father,  Duke  ofr^?/i. 
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War,  From  ofF  tlie  gates  of  York  fetch  down  the  head. 
Your  father's  head,  which  Clifford  placed  there  : 
Inflcad  whereof,  let  his  fupply  the  room. 
Meafure  for  Meafure  mufi  be  anfwered. 

Ednx),  Bring  forth  that  fatal  fcreech-owl  to  our  Houfe, 
That  nothing  fung  but  death  to  us  and  ours : 
Now  death  (hall  Itop  his  difmal  threatning  found. 
And  his  ill-boading  tongue  no  more  fhall  fpeak. 

War,  \  think,  his  underflanding  is  bereft  ; 
Speak,  Clifford,  doft  thou  know  who  fpeaks  to  thee? 
Dark  cloudy  death  o'er-fhades  his  beams  of  life. 
And  he  nor  fees,  nor  hears  us  what  we  fay. 

Rich   O,  would  he  did  !  and  fo,  perhaps,  he  doth, 
'Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit ; 
Becaufe  he  would  avoid  fuch  bitter  taunts. 
As  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  father. 

Cla,  If  To  thou  think'fl,  vex  him  with  eager  words. 

Rich,  Clifford,  ask  mercy,  and  obtain  no  grace. 

EdiM,  Clifford,  repent  in  bootlefs  penitence. 

War.  Clifford,  devife  excufes  for  thy  faults. 

Cla,  While  we  devife  fell  tortures  for  thy  faults. 

Rich.  Thou  didlt  love  Tork,  and  I  am  fon  to  Tork, 

Ednv.  Thou  pitied'ft  Rutlandy  I  will  pity  thee. 

Cla,  Where's  Captain  Margaret  to  fence  you  now  ? 

War,  They  mock  thee,  Clifford,  fwear  as  thou  wafl 
wont. 

Rich,  What,  not  an  oath  !  na/,  then  the  world  goes 
hard, 

When  Clifford  cannot  fpare  his  friends  an  oath  : 

I  know  by  that,  he's  dead;  and,  by  my  foul. 

If  this  ri<^ht  hand  wo. 'Id  buy  but  two  hours'  life. 

That  f  in  all  defpight  might  rail  at  him, 

This  hand  fhculd  chop  it  off ;  and  with  the  ifliiing  blood 

Stifle  the  villain,  whofe  unftanched  thi^rft 

Tork  and  young  Rutland  could  not  fatisfie. 

War.  Ay,  but  he's  dead.   OfF  with  the  traitor's  head* 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  father's  ftands. 
A  lid  now  to  London  with  triumphant  March, 
There  to  be  crowned  England's  royal  King : 
From  whence  fhall  Warwick  cut  the  Sea  to  Francey 

And 
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And  ask  the  lady  Bona  for  thy  Queen 

So  fhalt  thou  finew  both  thefe  lands  together. 

And  having  Fra?ice  thy  friend,  thou  fhalt  not  dread 

T  he  fcatter'd  foe  that  hopes  to  rife  again : 

For  though  they  cannot  greatly  fting  to  hurt. 

Yet  look  to  have  them  buz  t'orrend  thine  ears. 

Firfl,  will  I  fee  the  Coronation  ; 

And  then  to  Brit  any  I'll  crofs  the  fea, 

T'  effed  this  marriage,  fo  it  pleafe  my  lord. 

Ed^iv.  Ev'n  as  thou  wilt,  fweet  Warnjoicky  let  it  be  5 
For  on  thy  fhoulder  do  I  build  my  Seat : 
And  never  will  1  undertake  the  thing, 
Wherein  thy  counjel,  and  confent,  is  wanting. 
Richard,  I  will  create  thee  Duke  of  Gldjler ; 
And  George,  of  Clarence  ;  Warnjuick  as  our  felf 
Shall  do  and  undo,  as  him  pleafeth  beft. 

Rich.  Let  me  be  Duke  of  CZ^r^^r^;  George,  of  Glo fieri 
VorGlo'Jiers  Dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

War.  Tut,  that's  a  foolifh  obfervation  : 
Richard,  be  Duke  of  Glo'Jfer:  now  io  London , 
To  fee  thefe  honours  in  polTeffioa.  \^Exeunt» 


ACT  III. 
SCENE,  a  Wood  in  Lancafhire. 

Enter  Sinklo  and  Humphry,  ujith  crofs-hows  in  their 
hands. 

S  I    N   K   L  O. 

UNDER  this  thick- grown  brake  we'll  fhroud 
ou'r  felves. 
For  through  this  laund  anon  the  Deer  will  come ; 
And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  Stand, 
Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  Deer. 

Hum.  rU  ftay  above  the  hill,  fo  both  may  Ihoot. 
Sink.  That  cannot  be :  thenoife  of  thy  crofs-bow 

Will 
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Will  fcare'tlie  herd,  and  fo  my  (hoot  is  loft  : 
Here  ftand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  beft. 
And,  for  ^^he  time  fhall  not  feem  tedious, 
y\\  tell  thee  what  befel  me  on  a  day. 
In  this  felf- place  where  now  we  mean  to  Hand. 
Hu?n.  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  ftay  till  he  be  pad. 

Enter  King  Henry,  njuith  a  prayer-look. 

K.  Henry,  From  Scotland  am  I  Horn  ev'n  of  pure 
love, 

To  greet  mme  own  land  with  my  wifliful  fjght : 

No,  Harry,  Harry ^  'tis  no  land  of  thine, 

Thy  place  is  filTd,  thy  fcepter  wrung  from  thee  ; 

Thy  balm  v/allit  off,  wherewith  thou  waft  anointed  : 

No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  C^far  now. 

No  humble  fuitors  prefs  to  fpeak  for  Right : 

No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redrefs  to  thee; 

For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  my  felf? 

Sink.  Ay,  here's  a  deer,  whofe  kin's  a  keeper's  fee  r 
This  is  the  quondam  King,  let's  feize  upon  him. 

K  He?iry.  Let  me  ejii brace  thefe  four  Adverfities ; 
For  wife  men  fay,  it  is  the  wifefl:  courfe. 

Hum.  Why  linger  we  ?  let  us  lay  haiids  upon  him. 

Sink.  Forbear  a  while,  we'll  hear  a  litde  more. 

K.  Henry.  My  Queen  and  Son  are  gone  to  Francs 
for  aid  ; 

And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  Warmjick 

Js  thither  gone  to  crave  the  Frenck'KAV.g's  Sifter 

To  wife  for  Ednjcard.    If  this  news  be  true., 

Poor  Queen  and  Son  !  your  labour  is  but  loft : 

For  War-j:ick  is  a  fubtle  orator  : 

And  Le'vois,  a  Prince  foon  won  with  moving  words* 

By  this  account,  then,  Margaret  may  win  him, 

For  fhe*s  a  woman  to  be  pitied  much  : 

Her  fighs  will  make  a  batt'ry  in  his  breaft  ; 

Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  marble  heart; 

The  I  yger  will  be  mild,  while  (lie  doth  mourn  ; 

And  Nero  would  be  tainted  with  remorfe. 

To  hear,  and  fee  her  plaints,  her  brinifti  tears. 

Ay,  but  ftie's  come  to  beg,  Warnxick  to  give: 
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'She,  on  his  left  fide,  craving  aid  for  Hefjry, 

He,  on  his  right,  asking  a  wife  for  Ed^ward, 

She  weeps,  and  fays.,  her  Henry  is  deposed  ; 

He  fmiles,  and  fays,  his  Ed^^ard  is  inftall'd  ; 

That  ihe,  poor  wretch,  for  grief  can  fpeak  no  more  ! 

While  War^ickx^h  his  Title,  fmooths  the  wrong, 

Inferreth  arguments  of  mighty  Itrength, 

And  in  conclufioa  wins  ihe  King  Irom  her; 

With  promife  of  his  fifter,  and  what  elfe. 

To  ftrengthen,  and  lupport  King  Ednjuard^s  place. 

O  Mar^ret,  thus  'twill  be,  and  thou  (poor  Ibul) 

Art  then  forfaken,  as  thou  went'fl  forlorn. 

Hu7n.  Say.  what  art  thou  that  talk'ft  of  Kings  and 
Queens  ? 

K.  Henry,  More  than  I  feem,  and  lefs  than  I  wa^ 
born  to ; 

A  man  at  leaft,  for  lefs  I  fhould  not  be  \ 
And  men  may  talk  of  Kings,  and  why  not  I? 

Hum.  Ay,  but  thou  talk' ft,  as  if  thou  wert  a  King. 

K.  H£7iry.  Why,  fo  I  am  in  mind,  and  that's  enough. 

Hum,  Bat  if  thou  be  a  King,  where  is  thy  Crown  ? 

K.  Henry.  My  Crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head  : 
T^^ot  deck'd  with  Diamonds  and  Indian  Stones ; 
Not  to  be  feen  :  my  Crown  is  calPd  Content  \ 
A  Crown  it  is,  that  feldom  Kings  enjoy. 

Hum.  Well,  if  you  be  a  King  crown'd  with  Content^ 
Your  Crown  Content,  and  youmuft  be  contented 
To  go  along  with  us.    For,  as  we  think, 
You  are  the  King,  King  Edward  hath  depos'd  : 
And  we  his  Subjeds,  fworn  in  all  allegiance. 
Will  apprehend  you  as  his  enemy. 

K.  Henry.  But  did  you  never  (wear,  and  break  an 
oath? 

Hum,  No,  never  fuch  an  oath  ;  nor  will  not  now, 
K.  Heitry.  Where  did  you  dwell,  when  I  was  King 

of  England? 

Hum.  Here,  in  this  country,  where  we  now  remain. 

K.  Henry,  I  was  anointed  King  at  nine  months  old. 
My  father  and  my  grandfather  were  Kings ; 
And  you  were  fworn  true  Subjeds  unto  me  : 

And 
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And  tell  me  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  oaths  r 
Sink.  No,  we  were  fubjedls  but  while  you  were  King. 
K.  Henry.  Why,   am  I  dead  ?    do  1  not  breathe,  a 
man  ? 

Ah,  fimple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  fwear. 

Look,  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  face. 

And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again, 

Obeying  with  my  wiad  when  I  do  blow. 

And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows. 

Commanded  always  by  the  greater  guft  ; 

Such  is  the  lightnefs  of  You  common  men. 

But  do  not  break  your  oaths,  for  of  that  fin 

My  mild  intreaty  lhall  not  make  you  guilty. 

Go  where  you  will,  the  King  fhall  be  commanded  i 

And  be  you  Kings,  command,  and  I'll  obey. 

Sink.  We  are  true  Subje£ls  to  the  King,  King  Edward» 

K.  Henry.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry, 
If  he  were  feated  as  King  EdiK^ard  is. 

Sink.  We  charge  you  in  God's  name,  and  in  the  King'?, 
Togo  with  us  unto  the  officers. 

K.  Henry.  In  God's  name  lead,  your  King's  name  be 
obey'd ; 

And  what  God  wiil,  that  let  your  King  perform  ; 
And  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto.  [^Epceunh 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Gloucefter,  Clarence,  and  Lady 
Gray. 

K.  Ed-w.  T)  ROTHER  of  Glo'Jler,  at  St.  Alhnn\  field 
Jj  This  lady's  husband.  Sir  John  Gray,  was 
Hain. 

His  land  then  feiz'd  on  by  the  Conqueror : 
Her  fuit  is  now  to  repoflefs  thofe  lands. 
Which  we  in  juftice  cannot  well  deny  ; 
Becaufe,  in  quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  Torky 
The  worthy  gentleman  did  lofe  his  life. 

GIo.  Your  Highnefs  (hall  do  well  to  grant  her  fuit: 
It  were  difhonour  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  Edward.  It  were  no  lefs ;  but  yet  I'll  make  a 
paufe.  G/i?, 
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G/o.  Vea!  is  it  To? 
I  fee,  the  lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant. 
Before  the  King  will  grant  her  humble  fuit. 

C/ar.  He  knows  the  game ;  how  true  he  keeps  the 
wind  ! 

G/o  Silence. 

K.  Ei^iv.  Widow,  we  will  confider  of  your  fuit. 
And  come  fome  other  time  to  know  our  mind. 

Gray   Right  gracious  lord,  1  cannot  brook  delay. 
May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  refolve  me  now? 
And  what  your  Pleafure  is,  (hall  fatisfy  me. 

G/o.  Ay,  widow?   then  Til  warrant  you  all  your 
lands. 

An  if  what  pleafes  him,  fhall  pleafure  you  : 
Fight  clofer,  or,  good  fait-h,  you'll  catch  a  blow, 

C/ar.  I  fear  her  not,  unlefs  fhe  chance  to  fall. 

G/o,  God  forbid  That !  for  he'll  take  vantages. 

K.  E^^,  How  many  children  hall  thou,  widow  ?  tell 
me. 

C/ar,  I  think,  he  means  to  beg  a  child  of  her. 
G/o,  Nay,  whip  me  then  :  he'll  rather  give  her  two. 
Gray.  Three,  my  moft  gracious  lord 
G/o.  You  fhall  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  him. 
K.  Edw.  '  Twere  pity  they  Ihould  lofe  their  father's 
lands. 

Gray.  Be  pitiful,  dread  lord,  and  grant  it  then. 
K.  Edw,  Lords,  give  us  leave  ;  Til  try  this  widow's 
wit. 

G/o,  Ay,  good  leave  have  you,  for  you  will  have 
leave  ; 

Till  youth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the  crutch, 
K.  Ed^v.  Now  tell  me,  Madam,  do  you  love  your 
children  ? 

Gray.  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  my  felf. 
K.  Edw.  And  would  you  not  do  much  to  do  them 
good  ? 

Gray,  To  do  them  good,  I  would  faflain  fome  harm. 
K.  Edw,  Then  get  your  husband's  lands,  to  do  tLem 
good. 

Gray,  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  Majefty. 

K,  Ediv* 
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K..  Ed-vu.  ni  tell  you  how  thefe  lands  are  to  be  got. 
Gray.  So  (hail  you  bind  me  to  your  Highnefs'  fervice. 
K.  Ed-iv  What  fervice  wilt  thou  do  nie,  if  I  give 
them  ? 

Gray.  What  you  commard,  that  refls  in  me  to  do. 
K.  Ed^tv.  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  boon  ? 
Gra\.  No,  gracious  lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 
K.  Ed^j:.  Ay,  but  thou  canfl  do  what  I  mean  to  ask. 
Gray.  Why,  then  1  will  do  what  your  Grace  com- 
mands. 

Glo,  He  plies  her  hard,  and  much  rain  wears  the 
marble. 

Clar.  As  red  as  fire  !  nay,  then  her  wax  mufl:  melt. 
Gray.  Why  fiops  my  loi-d     fliall  I  not  hear  my  task? 
K.  Ed--w>  An  eafie  task,  'tis  but  to  love  a  King 
Gray  That's  foon  performed,  becaufe  I  am  a  Subject. 
.K.  Edw.  Why  then,  thy  husband's  lands  I  fr^tly  give 
thee. 

Gray.  I  take  my  leave  with  many  thoufand  thanks. 
Glo.  The  match  is  made,  fhe  feals  it  with  a  curtfie. 
K.  Ed^j.  But  ftay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  love  I  mean. 
Gray.  T  he  fruits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving  Liege. 
K.  Ediv.  Ay,  butlfearm.e,  in  another  fenfe. 
What  love,  think'fc  thou,  I  fue  fo  much  to  get 

Gray,  My  love  till  death,  my  humble  thanks,  my 
prayers ; 

That  love,  which  virtue  begs,  and  virtue  grants. 

K.  Ed<vj.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  net  mean  fuch  love. 

Gray.  Why,  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did. 

K.  Ednu,  "But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  mmd. 

Gray,  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 
Your  Highnefs  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 

K.  Ediv.  To  tell  thee  plain,  I  aim  to  lie  with  thee. 

Gray.  To  tell  you  plain,  Fd  rather  lye  in  prifon. 

K.  Ed^.   Why,   then  thou  (halt  not  have  thy  huf- 
band's  lands. 

Gray.  Wny,  then  mine  hanefty  fhall  be  my  dower; 
For  by  that  lofs  I  will  not  purchafe  them. 

K.  Eduj.  Therein  thou  wrong'ft  thy  children  mightily. 
Gray.  Herein  your  Highneis  wrongs  both  them  and 
:  But, 
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But,  mighty  lord,  this  merry  indination 
Accords  not  with  the  fadnefs  of  my  fuit ; 
Pleafe  you  difmifs  me,  or  with  ay,  or  no. 

K.  Edoju.  Ay ;  if  thou  wilt  fay.  Ay,  to  my  requell : 
No;  if  thou  doft  fay.  No,  to  my  demand. 

Gray,  Then,  No,  my  lord  ;  my  fuit  is  at  an  end. 
Glo.  The  widow  likes  him  not,  fhe  knits  her  brows. 
Clar.  He  is  the  bluntell  wooer  in  Chriftendom. 
K.  Edxv.  Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with  modeHy, 
Her  words  do  (hew  her  wit  incomparable. 
All  her  perfedions  challenge  Sovereignty ; 
One  way  or  other,  Ihe  is  for  a  King  ; 
And  fhe  (hall  be  my  love,  or  elfe  my  Queen. 
Say,  that  King  Edward  take  thee  for  his  Queen  ^ 

Gray.  Tis  better  faid  than  done,  my  gracious  lord  ; 
I  am  a  Subjedt  fit  to  jell  withal, 
Biit  far  unfit  to  be  a  Sovereign. 

K.  Ediv.  Sweet  Widow,  by  my  State  I  fwear  to  thee, 
I  fpeak  no  more  than  what  my  foul  intends ; 
And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  love. 

Gray,  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto  : 
I  know,  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  Queen ; 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  Concubine. 

K,  EdiM,  You  cavil.  Widow;  I  did  mean,  my  Queen, 
Gray.  'Twill  grieve  your  Grace,  my  fons  fhould  call 
you  father. 

K.  Edw.  No  more  than  when  my  daughters  call  thee 
mother. 

Thou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  haft  fome  children  ; 
And,  by  God's  mother,  I,  being  but  a  batchelor. 
Have  other  Some  :  why,  'tis  a  happy  thing, 
To  be  the  father  unto  many  fons. 
Anfwer  no  more,  for  thou  (halt  be  my  Qiieen. 

Glo.  The  ghollly  father  now  hath  done  his  (hrift. 

42lar.  When  he  was  made  a  ftiriver,  'twas  for  fhift. 

K,  Edw.  Brothers,  you  mufe  what  Chat  we  two  have 
had. 

<^lo.  The  widow  likes  it  not,  for  Ihe  looks  fad. 
X.  Ednv.  You'd  think  it  ftrange,  if  I  ftiould  marry 
her. 

V  0  L.  V.  G  Clar. 
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Clar.  To  whom,  my  lord  ? 
K.  Ed^.  Why,  Clarence,  to  myfelf. 
Glo.  That  would  be  ten  days'  Wonder  at  the  leafl:, 
Clar,  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  Wonder  lalls. 
Glo,  By  fo  much  is  the  Wonder  in  extreams, 
K.  Ed^\  Well,  jeft  on,  Brothei-s  ;   I  can  tell  you  ' 
both. 

Her  fuit  is  granted  for  her  husband's  lands. 

Enter  a  'Nobleman, 
Koh,  My  gracious  lord,  Henry  your  foe  is  taken. 
And  brought  your  prifoner  to  your  Palace-gate. 

K.  Ednju,  See,  that  he  be  conveyed  unto  iht  Tower  : 
And  go  we.  Brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him, 
To  queftion  of  his  Apprehenfion. 
Widow,  go  you  along :  Lords,  ufe  her  honourably. 

[Exeunt. 

Manet  Gloucefter. 
Glo,  Ajf  Edward  will  ufe  women  honourably. 
'Would  he  were  wafted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all. 
That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  fpring. 
To  crofs  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for. 
And  yet  between  my  fouPs  defire  and  me, 
(The  luflful  Edward's  Title  buried) 
Is  Clarence,  Henry ,  and  his  fon  young  Edward ; 
And  all  th'  unlook'd-for  ifTue  of  their  bodies. 
To  take  their  rooms  ere  I  can  place  myfelf. 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpofe  ! 
Why,  then  I  do  but  dream  on  Sovereignty, 
Like  one  that  ftands  upon  a  promontory. 
And  fpyes  a  far  off  Ihore  where  he  would  tread, 
Wifhing  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye. 
And  chides  the  Sea  that  funders  him  from  thence. 
Saying,  he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way  : 
So  do  I  wiih,  the  Crown  being  fo  far  off. 
And  fo  I  chide  the  mean?  that  keep  me  from  it; 
And  (o  (I  fay)  TU  cut  the  caufes  off. 
Flattering  my  mind  with  things  impoffible. 
]V1v  eye's  too  quick,  my  heart  o'erweens  too  much, 
Unlefs  my  hand  and  ftrength  could  equal  them. 
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Well,  fay  there  is  no  Kingdom  then  for  'Richard : 

What  other  pleafure  can  the  world  afford  ? 

I'll  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap, 

And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments. 

And  'witch  fweet  ladies  with  my  words  and  Icoks. 

Oh  miferable  thought !  and  more  unlikely. 

Than  to  accomplifh  twenty  golden  Crowns. 

Why,  Love  forfwore  me  in  my  mother's  womb  ; 

And,  for  I  (hould  not  deal  in  her  foft  laws, 

She  did  corrupt  frail  Nature  with  fome  bribe 

To  flirinkmine  arm  up  like  a  withered  (hrub: 

To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back. 

Where  fits  Deformity  to  mock  my  body ; 

To  fbape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  fize  ; 

To  difproportion  me  in  every  part  : 

Like  to  a  Chaos,  ormilick'd  bear  whelp, 

That  carries  no  impreffion  like  the  dam. 

And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd? 

Oh,  monftrous  fault,  to  harbour  fuch  a  thought ! 

Then  fince  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me. 

But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'er-bear  fuch 

As  are  of  better  perfon  than  myfelf ; 

I'll  make  my  heav'n  to  dream  upon  the  Crown ; 

And,  while  I  live,  t'  account  this  world  but  Hell, 

Until  the  mif  fhap'd  trunk  that  bears  this  head. 

Be  round-impaled  with  a  glorious  Crown. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  Crown, 

For  many  lives  (land  between  me  and  home : 

And  I,  (like  one  loft  in  a  thorny  wood. 

That  rends  the  thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns 

Seeking  a  way,  and  ftraying  from  the  way. 

Not  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  air. 

But  toihng  defp'rately  to  find  it  out) 

Torment  myfelf  to  catch  the  Englijh  Crown, 

And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  myfelf. 

Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  ax. 

Why,  I  can  fmile,  and  murther  while  I  fmile ; 

And  cry.  Content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears. 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occafions ; 
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I'll  drown  more  Tailors,  than  the  Mermaid  lhall; 

I'll  flay  more  gazers,  than  the  Bafilisk; 

I'll  play  the  orator,  as  well  as  Nejior ; 

Deceive  more  flily,  than  Vlyjfes  could  ;  * 

And,  like  a  Sinon,  take  another  Troy  : 

I  can  add  colours  ev'n  to  the  Camelion  ; 

Change  (hapes  with  Proteus,  for  advantages  ; 

And  fet  the  murthVous  Machia^el  to  fchool. 

Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  Crown  ? 

Tut,  were  it  farther  ofF,  Til  pluck  it  down.  {Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  France. 

Fkurijh,  Enter  King  Lewis,  Lady  Bona,  Bourbon, 
Edward  Prince  of  Wales,  ^een  Margaret,  and  the 
Earl  of  Oxford.    Lewis  fitSy  and  rifeth  up  again, 

K.  Le'w.  "CA I  R  Queen  of  England,  worthy  Margaret^ 

Jl    Sit  down  with  us ;  it  ill  befits  thy  State, 
And  Birth,  that  thou  Ihould'ft  Hand,  while  Z^xu/V  fits. 

^een.  No,  mighty  King  of  France  \  now  Margaret 
Muft  ftrike  her  fail,  and  learn  a  while  to  ferve. 
Where  Kings  command.    I  was,  I  muil  confefs. 
Great  Albion^  Queen  in  former  golden  days : 
But  now  mifchance  hath  trod  my  Title  down. 
And  with  difhonour  laid  me  on  the  ground ; 
Where  T  muft  take  like  feat  unto  my  fortune. 
And  to  my  humble  Seat  conform  myfelf. 

K.  Lew.  Why,  fay,  fair  Queen,  whence  fprings  this 
deep  defpair  ? 

^een.  From  fuch  a  caufe  as  fills  mine  eyes  with  tears  5 
And  ftops  my  tongue,  while  my  heart's  drown'd  in  cares, 

K.  Lew.  Whatever  it  be,  be  thou  ftill  like  thyfelf. 
And  fit  thee  by  our  fide.    Yield  not  thy  neck 

\_Seats  her  by  him. 
To  fortune's  yoak,  but  let  thy  dauntlefs  mind 
Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mifchance. 
Be  plain,  Queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  grief ; 
It  Mil  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 

Qif^een.  Thofe  gracious  words  revive  my  drooping 
thoughts, 

And 
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And  give  my  tongue- ty'd  forrows  leave  to  fpeak* 
Now  therefore  be  it  known  to  noble  Lc^ns, 
That  Henry ^  fole  poflefibr  of  my  love. 
Is,  of  a  King,  become  a  banifh*d  man. 
And  forc'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  forlorn  ; 
While  proud  ambitious  Ednxard,  Duke  of  Tork^ 
Ufurps  the  regal  Tide,  and  the  Seat 
Of  E?igland\  true  anointed  lawful  King. 
This  is  the  caufe,  that  I,  poor  Margaret^ 
With  this  my  fon  Prince  Edward,  Henry^s  heir. 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  jult  and  lawful  aid  : 
And,  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done. 
Scotla?id  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help : 
Our  People  and  our  Peers  are  both  mif-ied. 
Our  treaiUre  feiz'd,  our  Soldiers  put  to  fliglu. 
And,  as  thou  feeft,  ourfelves  in  heavy  plight. 

K.  Lew.  Renowned  Queen,  with  patience  calm  the 
ftorm 

While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  off. 

^een.  The  more  we  Hay,  the  ilronger  grows  our  foe. 

K.  L^ov.  The  more  I  Hay,  the  more  Til  fuccour  thee. 

^leen.  O,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true  forrow  : 
And  fee,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  forrow* 

Enter  Warwick, 

K.  Le^,  What's  he  approacheth  boldly  to  our  Pre^- 
fence  ? 

^een.  Our  Earl  of  Warnjokky  Eduuard's  greateft  friend. 

K.  Le'w.  'Welcome,  brave  Warnjoicky  what  brings  thee 
to  France  ?  \He  defcends.   She  arifethi 

^een.  Ay,  now  begins  a  fecond  ilorm  to  rife ; 
For  this  is  he,  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide.  * 

War.  From  worthy  Ed^jjard,  King  of  Albion^ 
My  Lord  and  Sovereign,  and  thy  vowed  friend, 
I  come  (in  kindnefs  and  unfeigned  love) 
Firft  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  perfon. 
And  then  to  crave  a  league  of  amity  ; 
And  laftly,  to  confirm  tnat  amity 
With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchfafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  "lady  Bona,  thy  fair  filler^ 
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To  England'' s  King  in  lawful  marriage. 

^een.  Jf  That  go  forward,  Henry'' s  hope  Is  done  ? 

(Var,  And,  gracious  Madam,  in  our  King's  behalf, 

{^Speaking  /i>  Bona. 
I  am  commanded  with  your  leave  and  favour. 
Humbly  to  kifs  your  hand  ;  and  with  my  tongue 
To  tell  the  paffion  of  my  Sovereign's  heart ; 
Where  fame,  late  entering  at  his  heedful  ears. 
Hath  plac'd  thy  beauty*s  image  and  thy  virtue. 

^een.  King  Leivis,  and  lady  Bona,  hear  me  fpeak, 
fiefore  you  anfwer  Warnvick,    His  demand 
Springs  not  from  Ed'ward''s  well-meant  honefl  love. 
But  from  deceit  bred  by  necelTity  : 
For  how  can  tyrants  fafely  govern  home, 
Unlefs  abroad  they  purchafe  great  alliance  I 
To  prove  him  tyrant,  this  reafon  m.ay  fufHce, 
That  Henry  liveth  ftill,  but  were  he  dead, 
Yet  here  Prince  Ed-ward  (lands,  King  Henrys  fon . 
Look  therefore,  Le^vjis^  that  by  this  league  and  marriage 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  difhonour : 
For  tho'  Ufurpers  fway  the  Rule  a  while, 
Yet  heav'ns  are  juft,  and  time  fupprefieth  wrongs. 

War.  Injurious  Margaret  !  - 

Prince.  And  why  not  Queen  ? 

War.  Becaufe  thy  father  Henry  did  ufurp, 
An4  thou  no  more  art  Prince,  than  fhe  is  Queen. 

Oxf,  Then  Warwck  difannuls  great  Johnoi  Gaunt^ 
Which  did  Uibdue  the  greatefl:  part  of  Spain  ; 
And,  after  John  cf  Gaunt,  Henry  the  fourth, 
Whofe  wifdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  vvifeft; 
And,  after  that  wife  Prince,  Henry  the  fifth. 
Who  by  his  Prowefs  conquered  all  France ; 
From  theft  our  Henry  lineally  defcends. 

War,  Oxford,  how  haps  it,  in  this  fmooth  difcourfc^ 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  fixth  hath  loft 
All  That  which  Henry  the  fifth  had  gotten  ? 
Methinks  thefe  Peers  of  France  fhould  fmilc  at  That. 
But,  for  the  reft  ;  you  tell  a  Pedigree 
Of  threefcore  and  two  years,  a  filly  time 
I  0  make  Prefcription  for  a  Kingdom's  worth. 
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Oxf.  Why,  Warnvick,  canft  thou  fpeak  againft  thy 
WhoiTi  thou  obeyedft  thirty  and  fix  years,  [Liege, 
And  not  bewray  thy  treafon  with  a  blufti  ? 

H^ar,  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  Right, 
Now  buckler  falfhood  with  a  pedigree  ? 
For  fhanrse  leave  Henrys  and  call  Edivard  King. 

Oxf.  Call  him  my  King,  by  whofe  injurious  doom 
My  elder  brother,  the  lord  Aubrey  V ^re. 
Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  than  fo,  my  father  ; 
Even  in  the  downfal  of  his  mellow'd  years. 
When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death  ? 
No,  Warwick,  no  ;  while  life  upholds  this  arm. 
This  arm  upholds  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter. 

War.  And  I  the  Houfe  of  York. 

K.  Leix),  Queen  Margaret,  Frlmce  Ed<ward,  and  Oxford, 
Vouch  fafe  at  our  reqneft  to  ft  and  afide, 
Whi^e  I  ufe  farther  conference  with  War^wick, 

^een,  Heav'ns  grant,  that  Warivick's  words  bewitch  ^ 
him  not !  \ffhey  fland aloof 

K.  Le^,  Now,  Warwick,  tell  me  even  upon  thy  con' 
fcience. 

Is  Ed-ward  your  true  King  ?  for  I  were  loth 
To  link  with  him,  that  were  not  lawful  chofen. 

War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mitie  honour. 

K.  Le^v.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eyes  ? 

War,  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 

K.  Lenv.  Then  further  ;  all  diiTembling  fet  afidc. 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  meafure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  Mer  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  feems. 
As  may  befeem  a  Monarch  like  himfelf : 
Myfelf  have  often  heard  him  fay,  and  fwear, 
That  this  his  love  was  an  external  plant. 
Whereof  the  root  was  lix'd  in  virtue's  ground. 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintained  with  beauty's  fun  1 
Exempt  from  envy,  but  not  from  difdain, 
Unlefs  the  lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K.  Leiv,  Now,  filler,  let  us  hear  your  firm  refolvc* 

Bona.  Your  Grant,  or  your  Denial,  ftiall  be  mine. 
Yet  I  confefs,  that  often  ere  this  day,     [Speaks  toWzr, 
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When  I  have  heard  your  King's  defert  recounted. 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  judgment  to  defire. 

K.  Le<w.  Then,  War^jj'ick,  this :  cur  fifter  lhall  bc^^ 

And  now  forthwith  fhall  articles  be  drawn 
Touching  the  jointure  that  your  King  mufl  make. 
Which  with  her  dowry  fhall  be  counterpoised. 
Draw  near,  Queen  Margaret,  and  be  a  witnefs. 
That  Bona  lhall  be  wife  to  th'  Englijh  King. 

Prince,  To  Ed^jcard,  but  not  to  xX^^  Englijh 

^een.  Deceitful  PFarivic.ky  it  was  thy  device 
By  this  alliance  to  make  void  my  fuit ; 
Before  thy  coming,  Lenvis  was  Henry's  ^n^vA, 

K.  Le-iv,  And  flill  is  friend  to  him  and  Margaret  5 
But  if  your  Title  to  the  Crown  be  weak. 
As  may  appear  by  Edzvard's  good  fuccefs  j 
Then  'tis  but  reafon,  that  I  bereleab'd 
Prom  giving  aid,  which  late  I  promifed. 
Yet  lhall  ycu  have  all  kindnefs  at  my  hand, 
That  your  ellate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

fVar,  Henry  now  lives  in  Scot/and  at  his  eafc. 
Where  havir-  -Guiing  can  neloie. 

And  as  for  you  yourfelf,  our  quondam  Queen, 
You  have  a  father  able  to  maintain  you  ; 
And  better  'twere,  you  troubled  him  than  Trance. 

^ueen.  Peace,  impudent  and  Ihamelefs^^zr^icvV;^,  peace ! 
Proud  fetter- up  and  puller-down  of  Kings ! 
I  will  not  hence,  'till  with  my  talk  and  tears 
(Both  full  of  truth)  I  make  King  Lenjoii  behold 
Thy  fly  conveyance,  and  thy  lord's  falfe  love : 

\J*oft  blowing  a  horn  ^iihin» 
For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  felf  fame  feather. 

K.  Le-w.  Warwick,  this  is  fome  Poll  to  us,  or  th€e» 
Enter  a  ?oft, 

Poji.  My  lord  AmbalTador,  thefe  letters  are  for  you  ; 

[To  Warwick, 
Sent  from  your  brother,  Marquifs  Montague. 
Thefe  from  our  King  unto  your  Majeily.     [To  K.  'Lew. 
And,  Madam,  thefe  for  you  \  from  whom  T  know  not. 

[7i  ths.  ^ueen.    They  all  read  tlMr  Letters. 
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Oxf,  I  like  it  well,  that  our  fair  Queen  and  Miftre/s^ 
Smiles  at  her  news,  while  War^nck  frowns  at  his. 

Prince,   Nay,  mark,  how  Leuuis  ftamps  as  he  were 
nettled . 
I  hope,  all's  for  the  beft. 

K.  Leiv,  War<ivickt  what  are  thy  news  ?  and  yours,, 
fair  Queen  ? 

^een,  Minefuch,  as  fills  my  heart  with  unhop'd  joys* 

War.  Mine  full  of  forrow  and  heart's  difcontent. 

K.  Z^oy.What !  has  your  King  marry 'd  the  \z.^y  Gray¥- 
And  now,  to  footh  your  forgery  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  paper  to  perfwade  me  patience  ? 
Is  this  th' alliance,  that  he  feeks  with  France? 
Dare  he  prefumeto  fcorn  us  in  this  manner  ? 

^leen.  I  told  your  Majefty  as  much  before  ; 
This  proveth  Eduoardh  love,  and  Warivick's  honefty. 

JVar.  King  Le^jis,  1  here  proteft  in  fight  of  heav'n;^, 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  heav'niy  blifs. 
That  1  am  clear  from  this  mifdeed  of  EdivanT^ : 
No  more  my  King  ?  for  he  difhonours  me. 
But  moft  himfelf,  if  he  could  fee  his  iliame. 
Did  I  forget,  that  by  the  Houfe  of  Tork 
My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 
Did  I  let  pafs  th'  abufe  done  to  my  Neice  ? 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  regal  Crown  ? 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  native  Right  ? 
And  am  I  guerdon'd  at  the  laft  with  fhame 
Shame  on  himfelf,  for  my  defert  is  honour  ! 
And  to  repair  my  honour  loft  for  him, 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry. 
My  noble  Queen,  let  former  grudges  pafs. 
And,  henceforth,  I  am  thy  true  fervitor  ; 
I  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  lady  Bona^ 
And  replant  He?iry  in  his  former  ftate. 

^een,  Warwick,  thefe  words  have  turn'd  my  hate  tO> 
love. 

And  I  forgive  and  quite  forget  old  faults ; 

And  joy,  that  thou  becom'ft  King  Henry's  friend. 

War.  So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned  frknd. 
That  if  King  Lews  vouchfafe  to  furniih  us 
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With  feme  few  bands  of  chofen  foldiers, 
I'll  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  coaft. 
And  force  the  tyrant  from  his  feat  by  war. 
'Tis  net  his  new-made  bride  lhallfuccour  him. 
And,  as  for  CIar£?ice^  as  my  letters  tell  me. 
He's  very  likely  now  to  fall  from  him. 
For  matching  more  for  wanton  luft  than  honoiar. 
Or  than  for  ftrength  and  fafety  of  our  Country. 

Bona.  Dear  brother,  how  Ihall  Bona  be  reveng'd, 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  diftreffed  Queen  ? 

^een.  Renowned  Prince,  how  fhall  poor.  Henvj  live,. 
Unlefs  thou  refcue  him  from  foul  defpair  ? 

Bona.  My  quarrel,  and  this  Englijb QntcxCs,  are  one; 

War.  And  mine,  fair  lady  Bona^  joins  with  yours. 

K.  Le^ju.  And  mine  with  hers,  and  thine,  and  Mar^ 
garefs. 

Therefbre  at  laft  I  firmly  am  refolv'd 
You  fhall  lhave  aid. 

^een.  Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all  at  once. 

K.  Leiv.  Then,  England" s  meffenger,  return  in  poft,. 
And  tell  falfe  Ed^ardy  thy  fuppofed  King, 
ThntLw?j  of  France  is  fending  over  maskers. 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride. 
Thou  feed  what's  paft,  go  fear  thy  King  withal. 

Bona.  Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  fhortly^. 
I'll  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  £ake. 

^een.  Tell  him,  my  mourning  weeds  are  laid  afide 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

War.  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong  ; 
And  therefore  Til  uncrown  him  ere't  be  long. 
There's  thy  reward,  begone.-         »  {ExitBojl^ 

K.  Lenx,  But,  Warwick, 
Thyfelf  and  Oxford  with  five  thoufand  mea 
Shall  crofs  the  feas,  and  bid  falfe  Ed^mrd  battle:. 
And,  as  cccafion  ferves,  this  noble  Queen 
And  prince  fhall  follow  with  a  frefii  fupply. 
Yet  ere  thou  go,  but  anfwer  me  one  doubt : 
What  pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  loyalty  I 

War.  This  fhall  afiure  my  conftant  loyalty,. 
That  if  cuf  Queea  and  this  young  Prince  agree, 
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ni  join  my  younger  daughter  and  my  joy  (6) 
To  him  forthwith,  in  holy  wedlock  bands, 

Queen,  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  your  motion. 
Son  Edwardy  fhe  is  fair  and  virtuous; 
Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick, 
And,  with  thy  hand,  thy  faith  irrevocable. 
That  only  Warwick's  daughter  (hall  be  thine. 

Prince,  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  fiie  well  deferves  it : 
And  here  to  pledge  my  vow,  I  give  my  hand. 

\^He  gi'ves  his  hajid  to  Warwick. 

K.  Le^,  Why  flay  we  now;  thefe  foldiers  fhall  be 
levy'd. 

And  thou,  lord,  Bourhon^  our  High  Admiral, 
Shalt  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. 
I  long,  till  Ed^juard  fall  by  war's  mifchance. 
For  mocking^  marriage  with  a  Dame  of  France. 

[Exeunf,    Manet  Warwick*, 
War,  I  came  from  Edn/jard  as  ambaflador. 
But  I  return  his  fworn  and  mortal  foe : 
Matter  of  marriage  was  the  Charge  he  gave  me> 
But  dreadful  war  fhall  anfwer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  elfe  to  make  a  Stale,  but  me  ? 
Then  none  but  I  fhall  turn  hisjeft  to  forrow. 
I  was  the  chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  Crown,, 
And  ril  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again : 
Not  that  I  pity  Henrys  mifery. 

But  feek  revenge  on  Edivard\  mockery.  \^Exit. 
(6)  ni  join  my  eld  eft  Daughter  and  my  yoy  , 

To  him  forthwith,  ]  Surely,  this  is  a  Miftake  of  the 

Copyift^.  Hall,  in  the  9th  Year  of  K.  Edward  IV.  fays,  Ednvard, 
Prince  ef  Wales,  wedded  Anne  Second  Daughter  to  the 
Earl  of  Warwick,  And  the  Duke  of  Clarence  Was  in  Love  with 
the  Elder,  the  Ludy  I/abet',  and  in  Reality  was  married  to 
her  five  Yeir«  before  Prince  Edward  took  the  Lady  Ai:ne  to 
Wife. 

And  ih  Richard  3d,  Gloucejicr,  wko  married  this  Lady 
Anne  when  a  Widow,  faj^s. 

For  then  lUl  marry  Warwick'^  Yo UN g est  Daughter 
What  tho*  I  kiWd  her  Husband  and  her  Father  f 
I.  e.  Prince  Edward,  and  K.  Henry  Yl,  her  Father  in  Lsw, 
Scfi  likewife in  his  Chronicle,  p,  671  and  674. 
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A    C    T  IV. 

S  C  E  N        the  Palace  in  England. 


Enter  Gloucefler,  Clarence,  Somerfet  and  Montague*. 


NO W  tell  me,  brother  Clarence,  what  think  you. 
Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  lady  GrayP 
Hath  not  our  brother  made  a  worthy  choice? 
Clar.  Alas,  you  know,  'tis  far  from  hence  to  France : 
How  could  heftay  till  Warwick  made  Return  ? 

Som.My  lords,  forbear  this  talk:  here  comes  the  King, 

Flourtjh.  Enter  King  Edward,  Lady  Gray  as  ^teen, 
Pembroke,  Stafford,  and  HalHngs.  Four  fiand  on  one 
Jide,  and four  on  the  other. 

GIo.  And  his  well  chofen  bride. 
Clar,  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think. 
K.  Ed^-w.'  Now,  brother  Clarence ^  how  like  you  our 


That  you  (land  penfive,  as  half  malecontent? 

Clar,  As  well  as  Leivis  of  France,  or  th'  Earl  of 

Warq.vick, 

Which  are  fo  weak  of  courage,  and  in  judgment, 
That  tliey'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abufe. 

K.  Ed^.  Suppofe,  they  take  offence  without  a  iceufe. 
They  are  but  Le^-wis  and  IVar-uokk,  and  I  am  Ednvardy 
Your  King  and  War-wick's,  and  muft  have  my  will. 

G/<5.  And  you  fhall  have  your  will,  becar:fe  our  King, 
Yet  hafty  marriage  feldom  proveth  we^l. 

K.  Ednx),  Yea,  brother  Richard,  are  you  offended  too? 

Glo.  Not  I ;  no  :  God  forbid,  that  I  ibould  wilh 
Them  fevered  whom  God  hath  joined  together: 
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Fity  to  funder  them,  that  yoak  fo  well. 

K.  Setting  your  fcorns  and  your  miflike  afidci 

Tell  me  fome  reafon,  why  the  lady  Gray 
Should  not  become  my  wife,  and  England's  Queen  ? 
And  you  too,  So?nerJet  and  Montague, 
S]:eak  freely  what  you  think. 

Clar,  'J  hen  this  is  my  opinion ;  that  King  Le^is 
Becomes  your  enemy  for  mocking  him 
About  the  marriage  of  the  lady  Bona. 

Glo  And  VVarnxuck,  doing  what  you  gave  in  charge,. 
Is  now  difhonoured  by  this  new  marriage. 

K.  Ed^.  What  if  both  Len.ms  z.Ti^War^jjid  be  appeas'd. 
By  fuch  invention  as  I  can  devife  ? 

Mont,  Yet  to  have  joinM  with  France  in  fuch  alliance,. 
Would  more  have  llrengthen'd  this  our  Commonwealth, 
'Gainft  foreign  ftorms,  than  any  home-bred  marriage. 

Haft,  Why,  knows  not  Montague,  that  of  itfelf 
Englandh  fafe,  if  true  within  itfelf? 

Mont.  Yes ;  but  the  fafer,  when  'tis  back'd  with  France. 

Hafl.  *Tis  better  ufmg  France^  than  trufling  France, 
Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  feas,. 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable. 
And  with  their  helps  alone  defend  ourfelves : 
In  them,  and  in  ourfelves,  our  fafety  lyes. 

Clar,  For  this  one  fpeech,  lord  HaJiings'wtW  deferves- 
To  have  the  Heir  of  the  lord  Hungerford. 
-  K.  Ed^.  Ay,  what  of  that  ?  it  was  my  will  and  Grant,. 
And  for  this  once  my  will  fhall  fland  for  law. 

Glo.  And  yet,  methinks,  your  Grace  hath  not  done,  well,^ 
To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  lord  Scales 
Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride. 
She  better  would  have  fitted  Me,  or  Clarence  i  -. 
But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 

Clar,  Or  elfeyou  would  not  have  beilow'd  th«  h^irr 
Gf  the  lord  Bowvill  on  your  new  wife's  fon, 
And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  fpeed  elfewhere. 

K.  Ed^.  Alas,  poor  Clarence!  is  it  for  a  wife 
That  thou  art  malecontent  ?  I  will  provide  thee. 

Clar.  In  chufing  for  your  felf,  you  ihew'd  your 
judgment  5. 
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Which  being  fhallow,  you  fhall  give  me  Leave 
To  play  the  broker  in  mine  own  behalf ; 
And,  to  that  end,  I  ihortly  mind  to  leave  you. 

K.  Ed'iv.  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  EdivardmW  be  King, 
And  not  be  ty'd  unto  his  brotlier's  will. 

^een.  My  lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  Majefty 
To  raife  my  Rate  to  Title  of  a  Queen, 
Do  me  but  right,  and  you  mud  all  confe/s 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  Defcent ; 
And  meaner  than  myfelf  have  had  like  fortune. 
But  as  this  Title  honours  me  and  mine. 
So.  your  diflikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleafing. 
Do  cloud  ray  joys  with  danger  and  with  forrow. 

K.  Ed^.  My  Love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their  frowns;. 
What  danger,  or  what  forrow,  can  befal  thee. 
So  long  as  Edn^^ard  is  thy  conitant  friend, 
And  their  true  Sovereign,  whom  they  muft  obey  ? 
Nay,  whom  they  fhall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 
Unlefs  they  feek  for  hatred  at  my  hands : 
Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  fafe  ; 
And  they  Oiall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 

Glo,  I  hear,  yet  fay  not  much,  but  think  the  more. 

Enter  a  Pojl. 

K.  Ediv,  Now,  Meffcnger,  what  letters  or  what  news 
from  France? 

Toft.  My  Sovereign  Liege,  no  letters,  and  few  words  h 
But  fuch  as  I  (without  your  fpecial  pardon) 
Dare  not  relate. 

K.  Ednv,  Go  to,  we  pardon  thee: 
So  tell  their  words,  as  near  as  thou  canfl  guels  them. 
What  anfwer  makes  King  Le^is  to  our  letters? 

Poft.  At  my  Depart,  thefe  were  his  very  words  5 
Go  tell  falfe  Edix^ard,  thy  fuppofed  King, 
That  Le<wis  of  France  is  fending  over  maskers 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride. 

K.  Eduu .  Is  Le^ts  fo  brave  ?  belike,  he  thinks  me  H^nrjo 
But  what  faid  lady  Bona  to  my  Marriage  ? 

Poft.  Thefe  were  her  words,  utter'd  with  mild  difdain : 
TqU  hiim,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  Ihortly, 
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ril  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake. 

K.  Ed-iv,  I  blame  not  her,  (he  could  fay  Itttle  lefs; 
She  had  the  wroag.    But  what  faid  Henry\  Queen  ? 
For  fo  I  heard,  that  (he  was  there  in  place. 

Pojl,  Tell  hiiii>  (quoth  llie)  my  mourning  weeds  arc: 
done? 

And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

K.  Edz^.  Belike,  (he  means  to  play  the  Amazon/, 
But  what  faid  Warwick  to  ihefe  injuries  ? 

Poji,  He,  more  incens'd  againft  your  Majefty 
Than  all  the  reft,  difcharg'd  me  with  thefe  words ; 
Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  Wrong; 
And  therefore  Fll  uncrown  him  ere'tbe  long. 

K.  Ednv,  Ha!  durft  the  Traitor  breath  out  fo  proud 
words  ? 

Well,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  fore-warn'd  : 
They  (hall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  prefumption. 
But  fay,  is  Warnvick  friends  with  Margaret  ? 

Poji.  Ay,  gracious  Sovereign,  they're  fo  link'd  in- 
friendfhip, 

That  young  Prince  Edward  marries  Warwick's  daughter. 
Clar.  Beljke,  the  younger;  Clarence  will  have  the. 
elder.  (7) 

Now,  brother  King,  farewel,  and  fit  you  fall. 
For  I  will  hence  to  War^oiclC.^  other  daughter 
That  tho'  I  want  a  Kingdom,  yet  in  Marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourfelf. 
You,  that  love  me  and  VVarnjokk^  follow  me. 

\^Exit  Clarence;       Somerfet follow. 

GJo,  Not  1 :  my  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter : 
I  ftay  not  for  love  of  Edivard,  but  the  Crown.  [^JJlde, 

K.  Edi/j.  Clarejjce ^nd  Som^r/et  both  gone  to  Warvoick? 
Yet  am  1  arm'd  againft  the  worft  can  happen  ^ 
And  hafte  is  needful  in  this  defp'rate  cafe  : 
Pembroke  and  Stafford^  you  in  our  behalf 

(7)  Belike  J  the  Elder  ;  Clarence  w/V/  have  the  Younger.]  I  have 
venturM  to  make  Elder  and  Younger  change  Places  in  this  Line 
againft  the  Authority  of  All  the  printed  Copies.  The  Reafon 
of  it  will  be  obv.ioqs  to  every  one,  from  the  Proofs  in  my 
Note  preceding  this. 

Ga 
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Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war; 
They  are  already,  or  will  foon  be  landed ; 
Myfelf  in  perfon  will  ftraight  follow  you. 

\^Ex.  Pembroke  ^WStafFord, 
But  ere  I  go,  Hajllngs  and  Montague, 
Refolvemy  doubt:  you  twain,  of  all  the  reft. 
Are  near  to  Warwick  by  blood  and  by  alliance  ; 
Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warwick  more  than  me  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  then  both  depart  to  him  : 
I  rather  wifh  you  foes,  than  hollow  friends. 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience. 
Give  me  aflurance  with  fome  friendly  vow,  ^ 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  fufped. 

Mon.  So  God  help  Montague,  as  he  proves  true ! 

Haji,  Ar\di  Hajiings y  as  he  favours  ^E'^it'^rA  Caufe ! 

K.  Ed<w.  Now,  brother  Richard,  will  you  fland  by  us  ? 

Glo  Ay,  in  defpight  of  all  that  fhall  withfland  you. 

K.  Eduu.  Why  fo,  then  am  I  fufe  of  victory. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence,  and  lofe  no  hour, 
'Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreign  Power.  \_Exe, 

SCENE,  in  Warwickftire. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Oxford,  wM  French  Soldiers, 

F^^r.'nr^RUST  me,  my  lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well; 

The  common  people  fwarm  by  numbers  to  us  » 

Enter  Clarence  and  Somerfet. 

But  fee.  where  Somerfet  and  Clarence  come  ; 
Speak  fuddenly,  my  lords,  are  W£  all  friends  ? 
Clar.  Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 

War,  Then,  gentle  CA7r^,w,  welcome  unto /F^rit'zVi  ; 
And  welcome,  Somerfet :  I  hold  it  cowardife 
To  refl  miflruftful,  where  a  noble  heart 
Hath  pawn'd  an  open  hand  in  light  of  love, 
Elfe  might  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother, 
Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings. 
But  welcome,  &iend,  my  daughter  fhall  be  thine. 
And  now  what  relis,  but  in  night's  coverture. 
Thy  brother  being  carelefly  encamp'd. 
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His  foldlers  lurking  in  the  towns  about,  (8) 
And  but  attended  by  a  limple  guard. 
We  may  furprize  and  take  him  at  our  pleafure  ? 
Our  fcouts  have  found  th'  adventure  very  eafie  : 
That  as  VUffcs  and  flout  Diomede 
With  flight  and  manhood  ftole  to  Rhefus"  Tents, 
And  brought  from  thence  the  Thracian  fatal  ileeds 
So  we,  well  covered  with  the  night's  black  mantle. 
At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edward's  guard. 
And  fcize  himfelf :  I  fay  not,  (laughter  him  ; 
For  I  intend  but  only  to  furprize  him  ; 
You,  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt. 
Applaud  the  name  of  Henry  with  your  leader. 

[They  all  cry,  Henry  f 
Why  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  filentfort, 
For  Warwck  and  his  friends,  God  and  Saint  George! 

[^Exeunt*. 

Enter  the  Watchmen  to  guard  the  King's  Tent* 

1  Watch,  Come  on,  my  mafters,  each  man  take  hi& 

Stand  : 

The  King  by  this  has  fet  him  down  to  lleep. 

2  Watch,  What,  will  he  not  to  bed  ? 

1  Watch,  Why,  no  j  for  he  hath  made  a  folemn  vow.,. 
Never  to  lye  and  take  his  natural  Reft, 

Till  Warwick  or  himfelf  be  quite  fuppreft. 

2  Watch.  To  morrow  then,  belike,  (hall  he  the  day  ; 
\l  Warwick  be  fo  near,  as  men  report. 

3  Watch.  But  fay,  I  pray,  what  Nobleman  is  that. 
That,  with  the  King  here  refteth  in  his  tent? 

1  Watch,  'Tis  the  lord  Hajiings,  the  Khig's  chiefeft 
friend. 

3  Watch,  O,  isit  fo?  but  why  commands  the  King, 
That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  him, 

(8)  His  foldiers  lurking  {-n  the  Town  about,'\  Dr.  I'hirlby  advi- 
fed  the  reading  jTowwj  here,  very  juftly,  upon  the  Proof  of  this 
Paffage  fpoken  by  the  Guard  in  the  Scene  immediately  follow- 
ing. 

■  "  '  "■  ■  hut  why  commands  the  Kingf 

That  his  chief  FoWwers,  lodge  in  Towns  abeut  him,  See. 
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While  he  himfelf  keepeth  in  the  cold  field  ? 

2  Wfitch.  '  l  is  the  more  honour,  beeaufe  the  more 
dangerous. 

2  Watch.  Ay,  but  glvem»e  worfhip  and  quietnefs ; 
T  like  it  better  than  a  dangVoiis  honour. 
If  War^nck  knew  in  what  ellate  he  Hands, 
'Tis  to  be  cioubred,  he  would  waken  him. 

J  Watch.  Unlefs  our  halberds  did  (hut  up  his  paflage. 

2  Watch,  A>  j  wherefore  elfc  guard  we  this  royal  tent. 
But  to  defend  his  perfon  from  night-foes  ? 

Enter  Warwick,   Clarence,  Oxford,   Somerfet,  and 
French  Soldier Sy  Jtlent  all. 

War.  This  is  his  tent;  and  fee,  where  ftands  his 
guard : 

Courage,  my  mailers  :  honour  now,  or  never  f 
But  follow  me,  and  Eckvard  fhall  be  ours. 

1  Watch.  Who  goes  there  ? 

2  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou  diell. 

[Warwick  and  the  reft  cry  ally  Warwick  !  Warwick  ? 
and  Jet  upon  the  Guard ;    nvho  Jly,   crying^  Arms  ! 
Jlrms !  Warwick  and  the  reft  fellonvlng  them, 
^he  Drum  heatings  and  "Trumpets  founding. 
Enter  Warwick,  Somerfet,  and  the  reft^   bringing  the 
King  out  in  a  gonvn^  fitting  in  a  chair ;  Glo'flcr  and 
Haftings  fiylngo^er  the  Stage. 

^om.  What  are  they,  that  fly  there  ? 
War.  Richard  2iXi^  Haftings  i  let  them  go,  here  is  the 
Duke. 

K.  Ed^.  The  Duke  I  why,  War^wick,  when  we  parted. 
Thou  call'dftme  King? 

War.  Ay,  but  the  cafe  is  alter'd. 
When  you  difgrac'd  me  in  my  ambaffade. 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  King ; 
And  come  now  to  create  you  Duke  of  Tork. 
Alas,  hovv  (hould  you  govern  any  kingdom^ 
That  know  not  how  to  ufe  ambafladors ; 
IS'or  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife. 
Nor  how  to.  ufe  your  brothers  brotherly. 
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Nor  how  to  ftudy  for  the  people's  welfare. 
Nor  how  to  (hrowd  your  felf  from  enemies  ? 

K.  Echx:.  Brother  of  Clarence,  and  art  thou  here  too  ? 
Nay,  then  T  fee,  that  Ed^vard  needs  muft  down. 
Yet,  Warwick,  in  defpight  of  all  mlfchance. 
Of  thee  thy  felf,  and  all  thy  complices, 
Edward  will  always  bear  himfelf  as  King : 
Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  ftate. 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compafs  of  her  wheel. 

War,  Then,  for  his  mind,  be  Ed^ward  England^ 
King  :  [Takes  off  his  Cronvn,, 

But  Henry  now  fhall  wear  the  Englijh  crown, 
And  be  true  King,  indeed ;  thou  but  the  lhadow. 
My  lord  of  Somcr/et,  at  my  requeft. 
See  that  forthwith  Duke  Edward  be  conveyed 
Unto  my  brother,  archbilhop  of  Tork : 
When  I  have  fought  with  Pembroke  and  his  fellows, 
I'll  follow  you,  and  tell  you  what  reply 
Len/jis  and  Lady  Bona  fent  to  him  : 
Now  for  a  while  farewel,  good  Duke  of  Tork, 

K.  Ed<w^  What  fates  impofe,  that  men  muft  needs 
abide ; 

It  boots  not  to  refill  both  wind  and  tide. 

[Ex.  King  Edward  led  out  forceahly^ 

Ox.  What  now  remains,  my  Lords,  for  us  to  do. 
But  march  to  London  with  our  foldiers  ? 

JVar,  Ay,  that's  the  firft  thing  that  we  have  to  do  ; 
To  free  King  Henry  from  imprifonment. 
And  fee  him  feated  in  the  regal  throne.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,    the  Palace. 

Enter  Rivers,  and  the  ^een. 
Riv.      /TA  DAM,  what  makes  you  in  this  fuddcn 
IVl       change  ?- 
^ueen.  Why,  brother  Ri^vers^  are  you  yet  to  learn. 
What  late  misfortune  has  befaln  King  Ediward? 

Riu,  What !  lofs  of  fome  pitqht  battle  agamft  War^ 
nvick  f 

^em.  No,  but  the  loft  ofhi^QWR  royal  perfon. 

Rh^ 
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Ri^v.  Then  is  my  fovereign  flain  ? 

^ueen.  Ay,  almoft  flain,  for  he  is  taken  prifoner;. 
'Either  betray'd  by  falfhood  of  his  guard. 
Or  by  his  foe  furprlz'J  at  unawares : 
And,  as  I  further  have  to  underftand, 
Is  now  committed  to  the  bifhop  of  Tork, 
Fell  War^ick^%  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 

Ri^,  Thefe  news,  I  muft  confefs,  are  full  of  grief: 
Yet,  gracious  Madam,  bear  it  as  you  may ; 
Warwick  may  lofe,  that  now  hath  won  the  day. 

^een.  Till  then  fair  hope  muft  hinder  life's  decay. 
And  r  the  rather  wean  me  from  defpair. 
For  love  of  E devour ofF-fpring  in  my  womb  : 
This  is't,  that  makes  me  bridle  in  my  paffion, 
And  bear  with  mildnefs  my  misfortune'^s  crofs  :. 
Ay,  ay,  for  this  \  draw  in  many  a  tear, 
And  Hop  the  rifing  of  blood -fucking  fighs, 
Left  with  my  fighs  or  tears,  I  blaft  or  drown 
King  Ed-ward'^  fruit,  true  heir  to  th'  EngUJh  crown. 

Ri'v  But,  Madam,  where  is  Wcrwokk  then  become  I 

^een,  I  am  informed  that  he  comes  towards  London^ 
To  fet  the  crown  once  more  on  Henry  s  head  : 
Guefs  thou  the  reft,  King  Edusard's  friends  muft  down. 
But  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence, 
(For  truft  not  him,  that  once  hath  broken  faith ;) 
I'll  hence  forthwith  unto  the  fandtuary. 
To  fave  at  leaft  the  heir  of  Ed^ard^  right. 
There  fhall  I  reft  fecure  from  force  and  fraud  : 
Come  therefore,  let  us  fly,  while  we  may  fly ; 
If  Warwick  take  us,  we  are  fure  to  die.  {Exeunh 

SCENE,  a  Park  near  Middleham-C^///^  in 
Yorkfhire. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  Lord  Haftings,  and  Sir  William 
Stanley. 

Glo.  TWT  O  W,  my  Lord  Hajiings,  and  Sir  William 
Stanley, 

Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 
Into  the  chiefeft  thicket  of  the  park* 

Thus 
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Thus  ftands  the  cafe;  you  know,  our  King,  my  brother. 

Is  prisoner  to  the  bifhop,  at  whofe  hands. 

He  hath  good  ufage  and  great  liberty ; 

And  often  but  attended  with  weak  guard 

Comes  hunting  this  way  to  difport  himfelf. 

I  have  advertised  him  by  fecret  means, 

That  if  about  this  hour  he  make  his  way. 

Under  the  colour  of  his  ufual  game  : 

He  ftiall  here  find  his  friends  with  horfe  and  men. 

To  fet  him  free  from  his  captivity. 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  a  Hunt/man  ^Ith  him. 
Bunt,  This  way,  my  Lord,  for  this  way  lies  the  game. 
K.  Ediv,  Nay,  this  way,  man  ;  fee,  where  the  huntf- 
men  ftand. 

Now,  brother  Glo'ftery  Hajlings,  and  the  refl-. 
Stand  you  thus  clofe  to  fteal  the  biihop's  deer  ? 

Glo.  Brother,  the  time  and  cafe  requireth  hafte. 
Your  horfe  ftands  ready  at  the  park- corner. 

K.  Ed^,  But  whither  fliall  we  then  ? 

Haji,  To  Lyn,  my  Lord, 
And  Ihip  from  thence  to  Flanders, 

Glo.  Well  gueft,  believe  me,  for  that  was  my  meaning. 

K,  Ed'^*  Stanley^  I  will  requite  thy  forward nefs. 

Glo,  But  wherefore  ftay  we  ?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 

K.  Ediv.  Huntfman,  what  fay'ft  thou  ?  wilt  thou  go 
along  ? 

Hunt,  Better  do  fo,  than  tarry  and  be  hang  - d. 
Glo,  Come  then  away,  let's  ha'  no  more  ado. 
K,  Ed^,  Bifhop,  fare wel ;  (hidd  thee  from  PFarn^jicJ^'s 
frown ; 

And  pray,  that  I  may  repoffefs  the  crown.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Tower  in  hondon. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Clarence,  Warwick,  ?omerfet,  young 
Richmond,  Oxford,  Montague,  and  Lieutenant  of  the 
Tower. 

K.  Henry.  T\  y/fR.  Lieutenant,  now  that  God  and  friends 
iVl.  Have  fhaken  Edward  from  the  regal 
feat,  Ai^d 
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And  turned  my  captive  ftate  to  liberty, 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  forrows  unto  joys ; 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees  ? 

Lieu.  Subjedls  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  fovc- 
reigns ; 

But  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 
I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  Majefty. 

K.  Henry.  For  what,  lieutenant?  for  well  ufing  me? 
Nay,  be  thou  fure,  FU  well  requite  thy  kindnefs ; 
For  that  it  made  my  imprifonment  a  pleafure  : 
Ay,  fuch  a  pleafure  as  incaged  birds 
Conceive,  when  after  many  moody  thoughts. 
At  laft,  by  notes  of  houfhold  harmony. 
They  quite  forget  their  lofs  of  liberty. 
But  War^uuick,  after  God,  thou  fett'fl  me  free. 
And  chiefly  therefore  I  thank  God  and  thee : 
He  was  the  author,  thou  the  inftrument. 
Therefore  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  fpight. 
By  living  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me; 
And  that  the  people  of  this  blefTed  land 
May  not  be  punifh'd  with  my  thwarting  ftars ; 
Warnxick^  although  my  head  ftill  wear  the  crown, 
I  iiere  refign  my  government  to  thee. 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War.  Your  grace  has  ftill  been  fam'd  foz;  virtuous^ 
And  now  may  feem  as  wife  as  virtuous. 
By  fpying  and  avoiding  fortune's  malice  ; 
For  few  men  richly  temper  with  the  ftars  ; 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  Grace, 
For  chufingme,  when  Clarence  is  in  place. 

Clar.  No,  War^ickf  thou  art  worthy  of  the  fway, 
To  whom  the  heav'ns  in  thy  nativity 
Adjudg'd  an  olive  branch  and  lawrel  crown. 
As  likely  to  be  bleft  in  peace  and  war; 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  free  confent. 

}Var-.  And  I  chufe  Clarence  only  for  prote£lor. 

K.  Henry,  Warwick  and  Clarence^  give  me  both  your 
hands ; 

Now  join  your  hands,  and  with  your  hands,  your  hearts, 
Th^t  no  dilTention  hinder  government. 
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I  make  you  both  protestors  of  this  land. 
While  1  xnyfelf  will  lead  a  private  life ; 
And  in  devotion  fpend  my  latter  days. 
To  fm's  rebuke  and  my  Creator's  praife. 

War.  What  anfwers  Clarence  to  his  fov'reign's  will? 

Clar.  That  he  confents»  if  Warwick  yield  confent; 
For  on  thy  fortune  I  repofe  myfelf. 

War,  Why  then,  though  loth,  yet  muft  I  be  content : 
We'll  yoak  together,  like  a  double  (hadow 
To  Henrys  body,  and  fupply  his  place ; 
I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  government  : 
While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  eafe. 
And,  Clarence^  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful. 
Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounc'd  a  traitor ; 
And  all  his  lands  and  goods  confifcated. 

Clar.  What  elfe  ?  and  that  fuccelfion  be  determin*d. 

War.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  lhall  not  want  his  part. 

K.  Henry,  But  with  the  firft  of  all  our  chief  affairs. 
Let  me  intreat,  for  I  command  no  more. 
That  Margaret  your  Queen  and  my  fon  Ed^wd 
Be  fent  for,  to  return  from  Trance  with  fpeed. 
For  till  I  fee  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 
My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 

Clar.  It  fhall  be  done,  my  fov'reign,  with  all  fpeed. 

K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Somerfet,  what  youth  is  that. 
Of  whom  you  feem  to  have  fo  tender  care  ? 

Som.  My  Liege,  it  is  young  Henry,  Earl  of  Richmond. 

K.  Henry.   Come  hither,  England'^  hope:   if  fecrct 
powers  {Lays  his  hand  on  his  head. 

\  Suggeft  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts, 
i  This  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country's  blifs. 
His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  majefty. 
His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  crown. 
His  hand  to  wield  a  fcepter,  and  himfelf 
Likely  in  time  to  blefs  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  Lords ;  for  this  is  he 
j  Muft  help  you  more,  than  you  are  hurt  by  me. 

I  Enter  a  Pofi. 

War.  What  news,  my  friend  ? 
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Pojl.  That  Edward  is  efcapcd  from  your  brother, 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  fince,  to  Burgundy. 

War.  Unfavory  news ;  but  how  made  he  efcape  ? 

'Poft.  He  was  conveyed  by  Richard  Duke  of  Qlojier^ 
And  the  Lord  Hajiings^  who  attended  him 
In  fecret  ambuQi  on  the  foreft-fide, 
And  from  the  bifhop's  huntfmen  refcu'd  him : 
For  hunting  was  his  daily  exercife. 

War.  My  brother  was  too  carelefs  of  his  charge, 
But  let  us  hence,  my  fov'reign,  to  provide 
A  falve  for  any  fore  that  may  betide.  [ExeufU. 

Manent  Somerfct,  Richmond,  andOxioxd^, 

Som.  My  Lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edivard^s  : 
For,  doubtlefs.  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help. 
And  we  fliall  have  more  wars  before't  be  long. 
As  Henrys  late  prefaging  prophefy 
Did  glad  my  heart,  with  hope  of  this  young  Richmond; 
So  doth  my  heart  mif-give  me,  in  thefe  conflids 
What  may  befal  him,  to  his  harm  and  ours. 
Therefore,  Lord  Oxford ^  to  prevent  the  worfl:. 
Forthwith  we'll  fend  him  hence  to  Britany, 
Till  florms  be  pall:  of  civil  enmity. 

Oxf.  Ay,  for  if  EdnA:ard  VQ^o^^ds  the  crown, 
'Tis  like,  that  Richmond  with  the  reft  ftiall  down. 

Som.  It  (hall  be  fo  ;  he  fliall  to  Britany, 
Come  therefore,  let's  about  it  fpeedily,  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  York. 

Enter  King  EdwsLYd,  Gloucefter,  Hafting?,  andfildiers. 

K.  Ed^M.  X.T  ^        brother  Richard,   Hajlings,  and 

iN        the  refl. 
Yet  thus  far  fortune  maketh  us  amends ; 
And  fays,  that  once  more  I  fliall  enterchange 
My  wained  ftate  for  //^;?r)''s  regal  crown. 
Well  have  we  pafs'd,  and  now  repafs'd  the  feas. 
And  brought  deflred  help  from  Burgundy, 
What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arrived 
From  Ra^en/furgy  before  the  gates  of  Tork, 

But 
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But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  Dukedom  ? 

Glo.  The  gates  made  faft  !  brother,  J  like  not  this. 
For  many  men,  that  ftumble  at  the  threQiold, 
Are  well  foretold  that  danger  lurks  within. 

X.  Ediv,  Tufh]  man,  aboadments  muH  not  now 
affright  us : 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  muft  enter  in. 
For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  us. 

HaJ}.  My  Liege',  111  knock  once  more  to  fummon 
them. 

Entery  on  the  Wallsy  the  Mayor  of  York  a7id  his  Brethren. 

Mayor,  My  Lords,  we  were  fore-warned  of  your 
coming, 

And  Ihut  the  gates  for  fafety  of  ourfelves  ; 
For  now  we  owe  allegiance  unto  Henry, 

K.  Ed^v,  But,  mafter  Mayor,  if  Henry  Ije  your  King, 
Yet  Ed^-ardy  at  the  leafl:,  is  Duke  of  Tork. 

Mayor.  True,  my  good  Lord,  I  know  you  for  no 
lefs. 

K.  Edzv.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my 
Dukedom  ; 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 

Gio.  But  when  the  fox  has  once  got  in  his  nofe. 
He'll  foon  find  means  to  make  the  body  follow.  \AJjde, 

Hajl,  Why,  mailer  Mayor,  why  ftand  you  in  a  doubt  ? 
Open  the  gates,  we  are  King  Henrys  friends. 

Mayer.  Ay,  fay  you  fo  ?  the  gates  fhall  then  be  open'd. 

[^He  defcendi^ 

Glo,  A  wife  flout  captain,  and  perfuaded  foon  ! 

Hajl.  The  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all  were  well. 
So  'twere  not  long  of  him  ;  but  being  entered, 
I  doubt  not,  I,  but  we  fhall  foon  perfuade 
Both  him  and  all  his  brothers  unto  reafon. 

Enter  the  Mayor  a7id  tivo  Aldermen. 

K,  Ed^.  So,  mafler  Mayor  ;  thefe  gates  raiull  not  be 
ihut 

But  in  the  night,  or  in  the  time  of  war, 
y  0  L,  V,  H         '  Wha£ 
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What,  fear  not,  nun,  ^^'y'''^^'^'''^'\^2es  his  keys. 
For  Id'ward  will  defend  the  town  and  thee. 
And  all  thofe  friends,  that  deign  to  follow  me. 
March.   Enter  Montgomery,  ivith  Drum  and  Soldiers. 

Gh  Brother,  this  h  Six  John  Montgomery, 
Our  trufty  friend,  unlefs  I  be  deceiv  d. 

K.Ediv.  Welcome,  Sir  John ;  but  why  come  you  m 
arms  ?  ....       -  - 

Mont  To  help  King  Ediuard  m  his  time  of  ftorm. 
As  every  loyal  fubjea  ought  to  do. 

K  £     Thanks,  good  Montgomery :  but  we  now  forget 

nnr  fitle  to  the  crown,  and  only  claim 

On  Dukidorn,  'till  God  pleafe  to  fend  the  reft.  . 

^  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again ; 

I  came  to  ferve  a  King,  and  not  a  Duke : 

.^..r  Urike  UP,  and  let  us  march  away. 
Drummer,  Itnke  up,          ^^^^  ^^^^  ^ 

K.  Ed'w.  Nay,  ftay,  Sir  John,  a  while ;  and  we'll 
debate,  , 
By  what  fafe  Leans  the  crown  may  be  recover  d. 
^Mont.  What  talk  you  of  debating?  mfew  words. 
If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  yourfelf  our  King, 
i'lUeave  you  to  your  fortune,  and  be  gone 
To  keep  [hem  back  that  come  to  fuccour  you. 
wurftiall  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title  ? 

G^  Wh^  brother,  wherefore  ftand  you  on  nice 

K.  Erftu^'^When  we  grow  ftronger,  then  we'll  make 
our  claim : 

'Till  then,  'tis  wifdom  to  conceal  our  meaning. 

liaS  Away  with  fcrupulous  wit.  now  arms  muft  rule, 
Gk  And  fearlefs  minds  climb  fooneft  unto  crowns. 

Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand ; 

And  BOW  Willi  be  iiW.thampion. 
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Ha/!.  Sound  txMV[\^ti,Ed^ard  (hall  be  here  proclaim'd  : 
Come,  fellow-foldier,  make  thou  proclamation  [Flourijh. 

Sold,  Edward  the  fourth,  by  the  grace  of  God^  King  of 
England  and  France,  and  Lord  of  Ireland,  ^c. 
,    Mont.  And  whofoe'er  gain-fays  King  Ed'ward's  right. 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  fmgle  fight. 

[Thro^vs  donxm  his  Gauntlets 

AIL  Long  live  Edward  the  fourth  ! 

K.  Ed^v.  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery  ;  and  thanks  to  all. 
If  fortune  ferve  me.  Til  requite  this  kindnefs. 
Now,  for  this  night,  let's  harbour  here  in  Tork  : 
And  when  the  morning  fun  (hall  raife  his  car 
Above  the  border  of  this  horizon. 
Well  forward  towards  War^vick,  and  his  mates  ; 
For  well  I  wot,  that  Henry  is  no  foldier. 
Ah,  froward  Clarence,  evil  it  befeems  thee 
To  flatter  Henry^  and  forfake  thy  brother  ! 
Yet  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warivki. 
Come  on,  brave  foldiers,  doubt  not  of  the  day : 
And  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  again  to  London. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Warwick,  Montague,  Clarence, 
Oxford,  and  Somerfet. 

^f'ar\j\T  HAT  counfel.  Lords  ?  Edward  horn  Belgia, 
V  V    With  hafty  Ger?nans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
Hath  pafs'd  in  {dStiy  through  the  narrow  feas ; 
And  with  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  London ; 
And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 
K.  Henry,  Let^s  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again* 
Clar,  A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out. 
Which,  being  fuffer'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

TFar,  In  fFarivickJ^ire  I  have  true-hearted  friends. 
Not  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war, 
Thofe  will  1  mufter  up ;  and  thou,  fon  Clarence,  ■ 
Shalt  flir,  in  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  in  Kent, 
The  knights  and  gentlemen  to  come  with  thee. 
Thou,  brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 
Nmhamptony  and  in  Leicejierjhire,  ihalt  find 

H  a  Mea 
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Men  well  inclin'd  to  hear,  what  thou  command 'ft. 
And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  belov'd. 
In  Oxfordjhire  fliall  muller  up  thy  friends. 
My  Sovereign,  with  the  loving  citizens, 
(Like  to  his  Jfland  girt  with  th' ocean, 
Or  modeft  Dian  circled  with  her  nymphs,) 
S.hall  reft  in  London^  'till  we  come  to  him  : 
Fair  lords,  take  leave,  and  ftand  not  to  reply. 
Farewel,  my  Sovereign. 

K.  Henry,  Farewel,  my  He^or,  and  my  Troys  true 
hope. 

Clar,  In  fign  of  truth,  I  kifs  your  highnefs'  hand. 
K.  Henry.  Well-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  fortunate! 
JMont.  Comfort,  my  Lord,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
Oxf,  And  thus  I  feal  my  truth,  and  bid  adieu. 
K.  Henry,  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Montagucy 
'^nd  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewel. 

War,  Farewel,  fweet  Lords ;  let's  meet  at  Coventry, 

{Exeunt, 

K.  Henry*  Here  at  the  palace  will  I  reft  a  while. 
Coufm  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  Lordftiip  ? 
Methinks,  the  pow'r,  that  Eduoard  hath  in  field. 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Exe.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  feduce  the  reft. 

K.  Henry.  That's  not  my  fear,  my  meed  hath  got  me 
fame : 

I  have  not  ftopt  mime  ears  to  their  demands. 
Nor  ported  off  their  fuits  with  flow  delays ; 
My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds. 
My  mildnefshath  allay'd  their  fwelling  griefs. 
My  mercy  dry'd  their  water  flowing  tears. 
I  have  not  been  defirous  of  their  wealth. 
Nor  much  oppreft  them  with  great  fubfidies. 
Nor  forward  of  revenge,  though  they  much  err'd. 
Then  why  ftiould  they  love  Edward  more  than  me  ? 
No,  Exeter,  thefe  graces  challenge  grace  : 
And  when  the  lion  fawns  upon  the  lamb, 
The  lamb  will  never  ceafc  to  follow  him. 

{Shout  ivithin,   A  Lancafter  !  a  Lancaflerf 
f^xe.  Hark,  hark,  my  Lord,  what  Ihouts  are  thefe } 

Enter 
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Enter  King  Edward,  and  his  Soldiers, 

K.  Edw.  Seize  on  the  fhame  fac'd  Henry,  bear  him 
hence, 

And  once  again  proclaim  us  King  of  England. 
You  are  the  fount,  that  nnake  fmall  brooks  to  flow ; 
Now  Hops  thy  ipring,  my  Tea  fhall  fuck  them  dry. 
And  fwell  io  much  the  higher,  by  their  ebb. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Toivery  let  him  not  fpeak, 

[^Ex.  n.viih  King  Henry, 
And,  Lords,  to  Coventry  bend  we  our  courfe. 
Where  peremptory  Warwick  now  remains. 
The  fun  Hiines  hot ;  and  if  we  ufe  delay. 
Cold  biting  winter  mars  our  hop'd-for  hay, 

Glo,  Away  betimes,  before  his  forces  join ; 
And  take  the  great-grown  traitor  unawares : 
Brave  warriors,  march  amain  cowards  Coventry,  [Exeunt. 

A    C    T  V. 
SCENE,  before  the  T^own  of  Coventry. 

Enter  Warwick,  the  Mayor  of  Coventry,  two  Mef 
fengers  and  others^  upon  the  walk. 

W  A  R  w  I  c  K. 

WHERE  is  the  Poll,  that  came  from  valiant 
Oxford  ? 

How  far  hence  is  thy  Lord,  mine  honeft  fellow  ? 
1  Mef.  By  this  at  Dun/more^  marching  hither-ward. 
War.  How  far  off  is  our  brother  Montague  ? 
Where  is  the  Poft,  that  came  irom. Montague  P 
z  Mef  By  this  at  Daintry,  with  a  puifTant  troop. 

Enter  Somervile. 
War.  Say,  Somer<vile,  what  fays  my  loving  fon  ? 
And  by  thy  guefs  liow  nigh  is  Clarence  now  ? 

H  3  Somerv. 
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Somew.  At  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces, 
i^nd  do  expedl  him  here  fome  two  hours  hence. 

War.  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  drum. 

Somer'v.  It  is  not  his,  my  Lord  :  here  Southam  lyes  : 
The  drum  your  Honour  hears,,  marcheth  from  Warn^jick, 

War.    Who  fhould  that  be  ?  belike,  unlook*d-for 
friends. 

Somera;,  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  (hall  quickly  know. 
March.    Flouri/h,    Enter  King  Edward,  Glocefler,  and 
■  Soldiers. 

K.Ed^v,  Go,  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  found  a 
parle. 

G/o,  See  how  the  furly  Warivick  mans  the  wall. 

War,  Oh,  unbidfpight!  is  fportful  £^at'^r^come? 
"Where  flept  our  fcouts,  or  how  are  they  feduc'd. 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair  ? 

K.Ed^u;.  Now,  Warwcky  wilt  thou  ope  the  city-gates, 
Speak  gentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee. 
Call  Edward  King,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy  ? 
And  he  fhall  pardon  thee  thefe  outrages. 

War,  Nay,  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces  hence, 
Confefs  who  fet  thee  up  and  pluck'd  thee  down. 
Call  Warwick  patron,  and  be  penitent  ? 
And  thou  fhalt  ft  ill  remain  the  Duke  of  York. 

Glo.  I  thought,  at  Icaft,  he  would  havefaid  the  King  5^ 
Or  did  he  make  the  jeft  againf!  his  will  ? 

War.  Is  rot  a  Dukedom,  Sir,  a  goodly  gift? 

Glo.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  Earl  to  give  : 
ril  do  thee  fervice  for  fo  good  a  gift. 

War,  'Twas  I  that  gave  the  Kingdom  to  thy  brother. 

K.  Ediv,  Why,  then  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  War^ui:ick\ 
gift. 

War.  1  hou  art  no  Atlas  for  fo  great  a  weight : 
And,  Weakling,  Warnxick  takes  his  gift  again  ; 
And  Henry  is  my  King,  Warnxick  his  fubjedt. 

K.  Ed^.  But  Warnxick's  King  is  Ed^ard^s  prifoner  : 
Ard,  gallant  Warwick,  do  but  anfwer  this, 
What  is  the  body  when  the  head  is  off? 

Glo.  Alas !  that  War^j^ick  had  no  more  fore-caft. 

But 
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But  while  he  thought  to  fteal  the  fmgle  ten, 
The  King  was  llily  finger'd  from  the  Deck : 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  BiQiop's  palace. 
And,  ten  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower, 

K.  Ed<w.  ' Tis  even  fo  :  yet  you  are  Warwick  flill. 

Glo,  Come,  Warnxicky  take  the  time,  kneel  down;, 
kneel  down : 
Nay,  when  ?  ftrike  now,  or  elfe  the  iron  cools. 

War,  rd  rather  chop  this  hand  olF  at  a  blow. 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 
Than  bear  fo  low  a  fail,  to  llrike  to  thee. 

K.  Ed^.  Sail,  how  thou  canft ;  have  wind  and  tide 
thy  friend ; 

This  hand,  faft  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair^ 
Shall,  while  thy  head  is  warm  and  new  cut  olF, 
Write  in  the  duft  this  fentence  with  thy  blood  ; 
Wind  changing  Warwick  mn/j  can  change  no  more. 

Enter  Oxford,  wth  drum  and  colours. 

War,  O  chearful  colours !  fee,  where  Oxford  comes ! 

Oxf,  Oxford!  Oxford!  £qv  Lancafier ! 

Glo.  The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 

K.  Edw.  So  other  foes  may  fet  upon  our  backs. 
Stand  we  in  good  array ;  for  they,  no  doubt. 
Will  iffue  out  again  and  bid  us  battle  : 
If  not,  the  city  being  of  fmail  defence. 
Well  quickly  rouze  the  traitors  in  the  fame. 

War.  O,  welcome,  Oxford !  for  we  want  thy  help. 

Efiter  Montague,  <v:ith  drum  and  colours. 

Mont.  Montague  !  Motitague !  for  Lancajier, 

Glo.  Thou  and  thy  brother  both,  fhall  buy  this  treafon 

Ev'n  with  the  deareft  blood  your  bodies  bear. 

K.  Edw.  The  harder  match'd,  the  greater  vidlory  ; 

My  mind  prefageth  happy  gain  and  conqueft. 

Enter  Somerfet,  ^vith  drum  and  colours. 

Som,  Somerfet  !  Somerfet  !  for  Lancafter. 

Glo.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  Dukes  of  Somerfet^ 

H  4  Have 
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Have  fold  their  lives  unto  the  houfe  of  Tori:, 
And  thou  flialt  be  the  third,  if  this  fword  hold. 

Enier  Clarence,  ^vltb  drum  and  colours. 

War.  And  lo  !  where  George  of  Clarence  fvveeps  along, 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle : 
With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails 
More  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love. 
Come,  Clarence^  come;  thou  wilt,  if  War^tinck  call.— - 
[^A  Farley  is  founded ;  Richard  and  Clarence  ^^hifper 
together  ;  and  then  Clarence  takes  his  red  roje  out  of 
his  hat  J  and  ihroivs  it  at  Vv^arwick.]  (9) 
Clar.  Father  of  irarn-ick,  know  you  what  this  means  ? 
Look,  here,  1  throw  my  infamy  at  thee  : 
J  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  houfe, 
Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime  the  ftones  together. 
And  fet  up  Lancafer,    Why,  trow'ft  thou,  Warwick, 
That  Clarence  is  fo  harlh,  fo  h\\int,  unnatural. 
To  bend  the  fatal  iuftruments  of  war 
Agafnll  his  brother,  and  his  lawful  King  ? 
Perhaps,  thou  wilt  objed  my  holy  oath. 
To  keep  that  oath  were  more  impiety, 
''I  han  JepthaFs,  when  he  facrific'd  his  daughter^ 
J  am  fo  {orry  for  my  trefpafs  made, 
That,  to  deferve  well  at  my  brother's  hands, 
J  here  proclaim  xny^oif  thy  mortal  foe  : 
W'ith  refolution,  wherefoe'er  I  mttt  thee, 
(As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  ftir  abroad,) 
To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  mif-leading  me. 
And  fo,  proud-hearted /^/^rwV/f,  T  defie  thee, 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blufliing  cheeks. 
Pardon  me,  Edzt:ard,  I  will  make  amends  : 
And,  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults  ; 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconflant. 

(9)  A  Vstrley  is  founded,  Sec]   This  neceflary  Note  of  Di- 
reftion,  which  explains  the  Matter  in  Adion,  I  reftor'd  from 
the  old  ^arto.    And,  without  it,  it  is  impofTible  that  any 
Header  can  guefs  at  the  Meaning  of  this  Line  of  Clarence  j 
l.ioki  here  I  thnw  my  Infamy  at  T^hee^ 
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K.  Edw.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more 
belov'd, 

Than  if  thou  never  hadft  deferv'd  our  hate. 

Glo.  Welcome,  good  Clarence^  this  is  brother-like,  ' 
War.  O  paffing  traitor,  perjured  and  unjuft  ! 
K.  Ed-w,  What,  War^uuicky  wilt  thou  leave  the  town 
and  fight? 

Or  fhall  we  beat  the  flones  about  thine  ears  ? 

PP'ar,  Alas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence : 
I  will  away  towards  Bar^iet  prefently. 
And  bid  thee  battle,  Ednjjard,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

K.  Ed^,  Yes,  PFarqjoick,  Edward  dares,  and  leads  the 
way: 

Lords,  to  the  field  ;  St.  George  and  vidoryf  [^E:ceunt^ 
March,    Warwick  and  his  Company  follo^jo. 

SCENE,  a  Field  of  Battle  near  Barnet. 

Alarum  and  Excurjtons.    Efiter  Edward,  bringing  forth 
Warwick  njuounded. 

K.  Edw,Q^O,  lye  thou  there :  die  thou,  and  die  our 

i5  Fear; 
For  Warnjoick  was  a  bug,  that  fcar'd  us  all. 
Now,  Montague,  fit  faft,  I  feek  for  thee  ; 
That  Waruuiclis  bones  may  keep  thine  company.  {^Exiit. 

War,  Ah,  who  is  nigh  ?  come  to  me,  friend  or  foe. 
And  tell  me,  who  is  vidor,  Torky  or  Warnxjick? 
Why  ask  I  that?  my  mangled  body  fhews. 
My  blood,  my  want  of  ftrength,  my  fick  heart  ftiewsj, 
That  I  muft  yield  my  body  to  the  earth. 
And,  by  my  Fall,  the  Conqueft  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  Cedar  to  the  ax's  edge, 
Whofe  arms  gave  fhelter  to  the  princely  eagle ; 
Under  whofe  (hade  the  ramping  lion  flept, 
Whofe  top  branch  over-peer'd  y<?-Ws  fpreading  tree. 
And  kept  low  fli«rubs  from  winter's  powerful  wind. 
Thefe  eyes,  that  now  are  dim'd  with  death's  black  veilj> 
Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid- day  Sun, 
To  fearch  the  fecret  ireafons  of  the  world* 

H  5  ^  The 
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The  wrinkles  in  my  brow,  now  fiU'd  with  blood. 

Were  lik'ned  oft  to  kingly  fepulchres : 

i^'or  who  liv'd  King,  but  1  could  dig  his  grave  ? 

And  who  durll  fmile,  when  Wamjoick  bent  his  brow  ? 

Lo !  now  my  glory  fmear'd  in  duft  and  blood, 

My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had, 

Ev'n  now  forfake  me  ;  and  of  all  my  lands 

Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length. 

Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and  dud? 

And  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  mull. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerfet. 

Som,  Ah,  Warwick y  Warwick,  wert  thou  as  we  are. 
We  might  recover  all  our  lofs  again  : 
The  Queen  from  France  hath  brought  a  puilTant  Pow'r : 
Ev'n  now  we  heard  the  news :  ah,  could'fl  thou  fly ! 

War.  Why,  then  I  would  not  fly.  Ah,  Mo^itague, 

If  thou  be  there,  fweet  brother,  take  my  hand. 
And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  foul  a  while. 
Thoulov'fl:  me  not;  for,  brother,  if  thou  didf^. 
Thy  tears  would  wafli  this  cold  congealed  blood. 
That  glews  my  lips,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 
Come  quickly,  Montague,  or  I  am  dead. 

Sojn.  Ah  Waruoicky  Mont  ague  y  hath  breath'd  his  Jaft, 
And  to  the  lateft  gafp  cry'd  out  for  WarnjAck: 
And  faid,  Commend  me  to  my  valiant  brother. 
And  more  he  would  have  faid,  and  more  he  fpoke^ 
Which  founded  like  a  cannon  in  a  vault. 
That  might  not  be  dillinguifli'd  ;  but  at  laft 
I  well  might  hear  delivered  with  a  groan, 
O,  farewei,  Warwick!  

War.  Sweetly  reft  his  foul ! 
Fly,  lords,  and  fave  yourfelves ;  for  Waridck  bids 
You  all  farcwel,  to  meet  again  in  heaven.  [D/V/. 

Oa/,  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  Queen's  great  power. 

\^be^  bear  anjuay  his  Body^  and  Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  another  Part  of  the  Field. 

Flourijh.    Enter  King  Edward  in  triumph;  ivith  Glo- 
cefler,  Clarence,  and  the  reft* 

K.  EdnjjS'Y'^^^^  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  upward 

X  courfe. 
And  we  are  grac'd  with  wreaths  of  vidlory, 
Eut,  in  the  midft  of  this  bright  (hining  day, 
I  fpy  a  black,  fufpicious,  threatening  cloud. 
That  will  encounter  with  our  glorious  Sun, 
Ere  he  attain  his  eafeful  weftern  bed  : 
J  mean,  my  lords,  thofe  Powers,  that  the  Queen 
Hath  raised  in  Gallia,  have  arrivM  our  Coaft, 
And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. 

Clar,  A  little  gale  will  foon  difperfe  that  cloud. 
And  blow  it  to  the  fource  from  whence  it  came. 
Thy  very  beams  will  dry  thofe  vapours  up ; 
For  every  cloud  engenders  not  a  ftorm. 

Glo.  The  Qiieen  is  valued  thirty  thoufand  ftrong* 
And  Somerfety  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her. 
If  flie  hath  time  to  breathe,  be  well  aiTur'd, 
Her  fadion  will  be  full  as  ftrong  as  ours. 

K.  Ed^,  We  are  advertis'd  by  our  loving  friends. 
That  they  do  hold  their  courfe  tovv'rd  ^ e^ksbury. 
We  having  now  the  beft  at  Bar  net  field. 
Will  thither  ftraight;  for  willingnefs  rids  way  : 
And  as  we  march,  our  ftrength  will  be  augmented 
In  every  county  as  we  go  along  : 

Strike  up  the  Drum,  cry  courage !  and  away.  {^Exeunt, 

SCENE  changes  to  Tewksbury. 

March.   Enter  the  ^een.  Prince  of  Wales,  Somerfet, 

Oxford,  and  Soldiers, 
^/m/.^^REAT  lords,  wife  men  ne'er  fit  and  wail 

Vj  their  lofs* 

But  chearly  feek  how  to  redrefs  their  harms. 
What  though  the  mart  be  now  blown  over- board. 
The  cable  broke,  the  holding- anchor  loft^ 

And 
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And  half  our  failors  fwallow'd  in  the  flood  ? 

Yet  lives  our  Pilot  Aill.    Is't  meet,  that  he 

Should  leave  the  helm^  and,  like  a  fearful  lad, 

V/ith  tear-ful  eyes  add  water  to  the  Sea; 

And  give  more  lirength  to  That  which  hath  too  much  ? 

While  in  his  moan  the  Ihip  fphts  on  the  rock, 

Which  induftry  and  courage  might  have  fav'd  ? 

Ah,  what  a  fliame  !  ah,  what  a  fault  were  this  I 

Say,  Warivick  was  our  anchar  ;  what  of  that  ? 

And  Mojitague  our  top-mafi ;  what  of  him  ? 

Our  flaughter'd  friends,  the  tackle ;  what  of  thefe? 

Why,  is  not  Qxfordhtxo.  another  anchor  I 

And  Somerfet  another  goodly  mad  ? 

The  friends  of  France  our  flirouds  and  tacklings  llill  ? 

And  though  unskilful,  why  not  AW and  I 

For  once  allow'd  the  skilful  pilot's  charge? 

We  Will  not  from  the  helm  to  fit  and  weep, 

But  keep  our  courfe  (though  the  rough  wind  fay,  no,) 

From  (helves  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  with  wreck  : 

As  good  to  chide  the  waves,  as  fpeak  thexn  fair. 

And  what  is  Eiiivardy  but  a  ruthlefs  fea  ? 

What  Clarence,  but  a  quick-fand  of  deceit  I 

And  Richardy  but  a  ragged  fatal  rock  ? 

All  thefe,  the  enerries  to  our  poor  Bark. 

Say,  you  can  fvvim ;  alas,  'tis  but  a  while  ; 

Tread  on  the  fand :  why,  there  you  quickly  ^nk  t 

Beflride  the  rock;  the  tide  will  wafh  you  oif. 

Or  elfe  you  famifh,  that's  a  three- fold  death. 

This  fpeak  1^  lords,  to  let  you  underftand. 

In  cafe  fome  one  of  you  would  f!y  from  us, 

That  there's  no  hop'd  for  mercy  with  the  brothers. 

More  than  with  ruthlefs  waves,  with  fands  and  rocks. 

Why,  courage,  then !  what  cannot  be  avoided, 

^Twere  childiih  weaknefs  to  lament,  or  fear. 

Prince.  Methinks,  a  woman  of  this  valiant  fpirit 
Should,  if  a  coward  heard  her  fpeak  thefe  words, 
Jnfufe  his  bread  with  magnanimity. 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  arms. 
J  fpeak  not  this^  as  doubting  any  here,; 
fox  did  1  but  fufpe6l  a  fearful  man^ 
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He  (hould  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes  ; 
Lert  in  our  Need,  he  might  infe^l  another. 
And  make  him  of  like  fpirit  to  himfelf. 
If  any  fuch  be  here,  (as,  God  forbid !) 
Jyet  him  depart  before  we  need  his  help. 

Oxf.  Women  and  children  of  fo  high  a  courage  f 
And  warriors  faint !  why,  'twere  perpetual  fhame. 
Oh,  brave  young  Prince  f  thy  famous  Grandfather 
Doth  live  again  in  thee  ;  long  may'lT:  thou  live. 
To  bear  his  image,  and  renew  his  glories ! 

Som,  And  he,  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  a  hope. 
Go  home  to  bed,  and  like  the  owl  by  day. 
If  he  arife,  be  mock'd  andowonder'd  at. 

Shieen,  Thanks,    gentle   Somerfet ;    fweet  Oxford^ 
thanks. 

Prince,  And  take  his  thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing 
elfe. 

Enter  a  MeJJ'enger. 

Mejf.  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Ednjuardis  ztYiTLXi^^ 
Ready  to  fight ;  therefore  be  refolute. 

Oxf,  I  thought  no  lefs ;  it  is  his  policy. 
To  hafte  thus  faft  to  find. us  unprovided. 

Som,  But  he's  deceivM ;  we  are  in  readinefs. 

^een  This  cheers  my  heart,  to  fee  your  forwardncfi, 

Oxf,  Here  pitch  our  battle,  hence  we  will  not  budge. 
March.    Enter  Ki?tg  Edward,   GlouccHer,  Clarence, 
and  Soldiers* 

K.  Edw,  Brave  followers,  yonder  ftands  the  thorny 
wood. 

Which  by  the  heav'n's  afiiftance  and  your  flrength, 

Mufl  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night. 

I  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  your  fire, 

(For,  well  I  wot,  ye  blaze,)  to  burn  them  out: 

Give  fignal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords. 

^een.  Lords,  Knights,   and  Gentlemen,  what  I 
(hould  fay. 

My  tears  gain-fay ;  for  every  word  Ifpeak, 

Ye  fee,  I  drink  the  water  of  my  eye  : 

Therefore  no  more  but  this  i  Henrjy  your  Sov'reign, 

Is 
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Is  prifoner  to  the  foe,  his  State  ufurp'd, 
His  Realm  a  flaughcer-houfe,  his  Subjects  flain. 
His  Statutes  canceird,  and  his  Treafurefpent: 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf,  that  makes  the  fpoil. 
You  hght  injuilice  :  then,  in  God's  name,  lords. 
Be  valiant,  and  give  fignal  to  the  battle. 

Alarm.    Retreat.    Excurjtons.    Both  Parties  go  out. 

Re-Enter  King  Edward,  Gloucefler,  Clarence,  l^c.  The 
^eeny  Oxford  and  Somerfet,  Prifoners. 
K.  Ednjo^  Now  here's  a  period  of  tumultuous  broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hammes-caiile  ftrait : 
For  Somer/et,  off  with  his  guilty  head. 
Go,  bear  them  hence ;  I  will  not  hear  them  fpeak. 
Oxf.  For  my  part,  I'll  not  trouble  thee  with  words. 
Som.  Nor  I,  but  floop  with  patience  to  my  fortune. 

[Exeunt* 

^een.  So  part  we  fadly  in  this  troublous  world. 
To  meet  with  joy  in  fweet  Jerujalem, 

JC.  Ed^.  Is  Proclamation  made,  that  who  finds  Ed- 
<ward. 

Shall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life? 

Glo,  It  is,  and,  lo  !  where  youthful  Eduoard  comes. 

Enter  the  Prince  i?/ Wales. 

K.  Ednxj,  Bring  forth  the  gallant,  let  us  hear  him 
fpeak. 

What?  can  fo  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 
Edivard,  what  fatisfaftion  canft  thou  make. 
For  bearing  arms,  for  Hirring  up  my  Subjeds, 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  haft  turn'd  me  to  ? 

Prince.  Speak  like  a  fubjedl,  proud  ambitious  Tork, 
Suppofe,  that  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth ; 
Refign  thy  Chair ;  and,  where  I  Hand,  kneel  thou, 
Whilft  I  propofe  the  felf-fame  words  to  thee. 
Which,  Traitor,  thou  wouldft  have  me  anfwer  to. 

^een.  Ah  !  that  thy  father  had  been  fo  refolv'd  ? 

Glo,  That  you  might  ftill  have  worn  the  petticoat. 
And  ne'er  have  Roln  the  breech  from  Lancajier, 

Prince.  Let  jEfop  fable  in  a  winter's  night. 

His 
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His  currlQi  riddles  fort  not  with  this  place. 

GIo,  By  heaven.  Brat,  I'll  plague  ye  for  that  word. 
^iee?i.  Ay,  thou  wall  born  to  be  a  plague  to  men. 
G/o.  For  God's  fake,  take  away  this  captive  fcold. 
Prince,  Nay,  takeaway  this  fcolding  crook-back  ra- 
ther. 

K.  Ed^,  Peace,  wilful  boy,  or  I  will  charm  your 
tongue. 

Cla,  Untutored  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 

Prince.  I  know  my  duty,  you're  undutiful : 
Lafcivious  Edward,  and  thou  perjur  d  George^ 
And  thou  mif  lhapen  Dick^  I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  your  Better,  Traitors  as  ye  are  : 
And  thou  ufurp'll  my  Father's  Right  and  mine. 

Glo.  Take  that,  thou  likenefs  of  this  railer  here. 

{Stahs  him» 

K.  Edixj.  And  take  thou  that,  to  end  thy  agony. 

[Edw.  Jiabs  him. 
Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  perjury. 

[QldiX.Jiabs  him, 

^een.  O,'  kill  me  too  f 

Glo,  Marry,  and  fhall.   [Offers  to  kill  her. 

K.  Edu(j,  Hold,  Richard)  hold;  for  we  have  done 
too  much. 

Glo,  Why  fhould  fhe  live,  to  fill  the  world  with 
words  ? 

K.  EdiAj.  What?  doth  flie fvvoon ?  ufe  means  for  her 
recovVy. 

Glo.  Clarence^  excufe  me  to  the  King  my  brother  : 
I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  ferious  matter. 
Ere  ye  come  there,  be  fure  to  hear  fome  news. 

Clar.  What?  what? 

Glo  T\iQTonMery  man,  the  To^er!—^  I'll  root  'enfi 
out.  [Exit. 

^een.  Oh  Ned,  fweet  Ned!  fpcak  to  thy  mother^ 
Boy. 

Canft  thou  not  fpeak  ?  O  traitors,  murderers ! 
They,  that  (labb'd C^r/2!:r,  Ihed  no  blood  at  all; 
Did  not  offend,  and  were  not  worthy  blame. 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 
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He  was  a  man  ;  this  (in  refpedl)  a  child ; 
And  men  ne'er  fpend  their  fury  on  a  child. 
What's  worfe  than  murtherer,  that  I  may  name  it? 
No,  no,  my  heart  will  burit,  and  if  I  fpeak 
And  I  will  fpeak,  that  fo  my  heart  may  burft. 
Butchers  and  villains,  bloody  canibals. 
How  fvveet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropt! 
You  have  no  children,  Butchers;  if  you  had, 
The  thought  of  them  would  have  fiirr'd  up  remorfe  i 
But  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child, 
Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  fo  cut  off ; 
^  As,  Deathfmen !  you  have  rid  this  fweet  young  Prince. 

K.  Ednjo.  Away  with  her,  go  bear  her  hence  by  force. 

^een.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  difpatch  me  here: 
Here  Ihcath  thy  fword,  Til  pardon  thee  my  death : 
What?  wilt  thou  not?  then  Clarence,  do  it  thou. 

Clar,  By  heav'n,  I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  eafe. 

^een.  Good  Clarence,  do;  ivveet  Clarence,  do  thou 
do  it. 

Clar.  Didft  thou  not  hear  me  fwear,  I  would  not  do  it? 

^een.  Ay,  but  thou  ufeft  to  forfwear  thyfelf : 
'Twas  fin  before,  but  now  'tis  charity. 
What,  wilt  thou  not  ?  where  is  thar  Devil- butcher,  (lo) 
Richard?  hard  -  favoured  i?/VW^,  where  art  thou  ? 
Thou  art  not  here  :  Murther  is  thy  Alms-deed. 
Petitioner  for  blood  thou  ne'er  put'il  back. 

K.  EdiA).  Away,  I  fay  ;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her  hence. 
.   ^een.  So  come  to  you  and  yours,  as  to  this  Prince  ! 

l^Exit  ^een, 

K.Edav,  Where's  Richard  gone} 
Clar.  To  London  all  in  port ;  and,  as  I  guefs. 
To  make  a  bloody  fupper  in  the  Tonjoer. 

K.  Ed^,  He's  fudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head. 

(lo)  Where  is  that  DeviVs  Butcher, 

Kichard?]  Thus  all  the  Editions.  ByitDeviVs  Butcher,  in 
ther  Terms,  I  think,  is  Kill- devil:  rare  news  for  the  Free- 
thinkers, if  there  were  any  Grounds  for  depending  on  it.  But 
the  Poet  certainly  wrote  de'viL- Butcher  ;  and  the  firft  Part  of 
the  Compound  is  to  be  taken  adje^ively,  meaning,  execrable. 

Now 
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Now  march  we  hence,  difcharge  the  common  fort 
With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London; 
And  fee  our  gentle  Queen,  how  well  {he  fares ; 
By  this,  r  hope,  (he  hath  a  fon  for  me.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  EN  E  changes  to  the  Tower  of  London. 
E^tier  King  Henry,  ^f;^  Gloucefler,  ^iih  the  Lieutenant 

on  Tower  Walls* 
GIo.         00  D  day,  my  lord  ;  what !  at  your  book  fo 
VJ  hard  ? 

X  Henry.  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  my  lord,  I  ftiould  lay 
rather ; 

'Tis  fin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better: 
Good  Gloficr,  and  good  devil,  were  alike, 
And  both  prepoflVous ;  therefore,  not  good  lord. 
GIo,  Sir,  leave  us  to  our  felves,  we  muft  confer. 

{Exit  Lieutenant. 

K.  Henry,  So  fiies  the  wreaklefs  fhepherd  from  the 
wolf. 

So  fird  the  harmlefs  flock  doth  yield  his  fleece, 

And  next  his  throat,  unto  the  butcher's  knife. 

What  fcene  of  death  hath  Rcjcius  now  to  aft  ?  ^ 

GIo.  Sufpicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind ; 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bufli  an  officer. 

K.  Henry.  The  bird,  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bulht 
With  trembhng  wings  mif-doubteth  ev'ry  bufh  ; 
And  I,  the  haplefs  male  to  one  fweet  bird. 
Have  now  the  fatal  objed  in  my  eye, 
Where  my  poor  young  was  lim'd,  was  caught,  and  \i\\VA: 

GIo.  Why,  what  a  peevifh  fool  was  that  of  Greet, 
That  taught  his  fon  the  office  of  a  fowl  ? 
And  yet,  for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drown'd. 

K.  He?try,  I,  Dedalus',  my  poor  boy,  Icarus ; 
Thy  father,  Minos  that  deny'd  our  cburfe  ; 
The  Sun,  that  fear'd  the  wings  of  my  fweet  boy> 
Thy  brother  Eduuardi  and  thy  felf,  the  fea, 
Whofe  envious  gulph  did  fwallow  up  his  life. 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  words ; 
My  breaft  can  better  brook  thy  dagger's  pointy 

Tha« 
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Than  can  my  ears  that  tragick  hiftory. 

But  wherefore  doft  thou  come  ?  Is't  for  my  life  ? 

Glo,  Think' ft  thou,  I  am  an  executioner  ? 

K.  Henry.  A  perfecutor,  I  am  fure,  thou  art ; 
If  murth'ring  innocents  be  executing, 
Why,  then  thou  art  an  executioner. 

Glo,  Thy  fon  I  kilPd  for  his  prefumption. 

K.  Henry,  Hadft  thou  been  kilPd,  when  firft  thou  didft 
prefume. 

Thou  hadft  not  livM  to  kill  a  fon  of  mine. 

And  thus  I  prophefie,  that  many  a  thoufand. 

Which  now  miftruft  no  parcel  of  my  fear. 

And  many  an  old  man's  figh,  and  many  a  widow's, 

And  many  an  orphan's  watcr-ftanding  eye, 

(Men  for  their  fons,  wives  for  their  husbands'  fate. 

And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timelefs  death,) 

Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  waft  born. 

The  owl  ifhriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  fign ; 

The  night-crow  cry'd,  a  boding  lucklefs  Tune ; 

Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempeft  fhook  down  trees  % 

The  raven  rook'd  her  on  the  chimney's  top, 

And  chattering  pyes  in  difmal  difcords  fung  : 

Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain, 

And  yet  brought  forth  lefs  than  a  mother's  hope  ; 

To  wit»  an  indigefted  deform'd  lump. 

Not  like  the  fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  tree. 

Teeth  hadft  thou  in  thy  head  when  thou  waft  born, 

To  fignify,  thou  cam'ft  to  bite  the  world  : 

And,  if  the  reft  be  true  which  I  have  heard. 

Thou  cam'ft  into  the  World  with  thy  Legs  forward.  ( 1 1 ) 


(ll)  Andy  if  the  refi  be  true  ivhicb  I  have  heard. 

Thou  cam'ft  ]  Had  our  Editors  had  but  a 

Grain  of  Sagacity,  or.  due  Diligence,  there  could  have  been  no 
Room  for  this  abfurd  Break,  fince  they  might  have  ventured  to 
fill  it  up  with  Certainty  too.  The  old  ^arto  would  have  led 
them  part  of  the  way, 

Thou  cam'ft  into  the  world  

And  that  the  Verfe  is  to  be  compleated  in  the  manner  I  have 
|iven  it,  is  incgnteftible  j  for  un^efs  we  fuppofe  King  Henry  ac- 
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Glo.  ril  hear  no  more :  die  Prophet  in  thy  fpeech  ; 

[Stabs  him* 

For  this,  amongft  the  reft,  was  I  ordain'd. 

K.  Henry.  Ajy  and  for  much  more  flaughcer  after 
this  

0  God !  forgive  my  fins,  and  pardon  thee.  [Dies. 
Glo.  What !  will  th*  afpiring  blood  of  Lancafter 

Sink  in  the  ground  ?  I  thought,  it  would  have  mounted. 
See,  how  my  fword  weeps  for  the  poor  King's  death ! 

0,  may  fuch  purple  tears  be  always  Ihed, 

From  thofe  who  wifli  the  Downfall  of  our  Houfe. 

If  any  fpark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell,  and  fay,  I  fent  thee  thither  : 

\Stahs  him  agairr,. 

1,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear.  * 

Indeed,  'tis  true,  that  Henry  told  me  of. 

For  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  fay, 

1  came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward. 
Had  I  not  reafon,  think  ye,  to  make  hade. 
And  feek  their  ruin  that  ufurp'd  our  right  ? 
The  midwife  wonder'd,  and  the  women  cry'd^ 
O,  Jefus  blefs  us,  he  is  born  with  teeth  ! 

And  fo  I  was ;  which  plainly  fignify'd 

That  I  fhould  fnarle,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dbg  t 

Then,  fmce  the  heav'ns  have  fhap'd  my  body  fo. 

Let  hell  make  crook'd  my  mind,  to  anfwer  it. 

I  had  no  father,  I  am  like  no  father  ; 

I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother ; 

And  this  word  Lo<ve,  which  grey-beards  call  divine,. 

Be  refident  in  men  Hke  one  another. 

And  not  in  me :  I  am  my  felf  alone.—— 

tually  reproaches  him  with  this  his  prepofterous  Birth,  how  can 
Richard  in  his  very  next  Soliloquy  fay  ? 

Indeed,  *tis  true  that  Henry  t9ld  me  ofy 
For  I  hanje  often  heard  my  Mother  fay^ 
I  came  into  the  World  with  my  Legs  forward. 
I  can  eafily  fee,  that  this  Blank  was  caus'd  by  the  Nicety  of  the 
Players,  to  fupprefs  an  indecent  Idea.    But,  with  Submiflion, 
this  was  making  but  half  a  Cure,  unlefs  they  had  expung'd  the 
Repetition  of  it  out  of  Richard's  Speech  too. 

Clarence 


i88  "The  third  FarH  of 

Claremey  beware  ;  thou  keep"fl  me  from  the  light : 

But  I  will  fort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee : 

For  I  will  buz  abroad  fuch  Prophecies, 

That  Ed-u:ard  (hall  be  fearful  of  his  life. 

And  then,  to  purge  his  fear,  J'Jl  be  thy  death. 

King  Henry,  and  the  Piince  his  fon,  are  gone  ; 

Clarence  J  thy  Turn  is  next,  and  then  the  reft ; 

Counting  my  felf  but  bad,  till  I  be  bell. 

I'll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room  j 

And  triumph,  Henry!   in  the  day  of  doom.  {Exit, 

SCENE,//??/?  Palace  in  London. 
Enter  Kifig  Edward,  ^een,  Clarence,  Gloucefler, 
Haflings,  Nurfe,   and  Attendants. 

K.  Ed^.  /^NCE  more  we  fit  on  England's  royal 

\J  Throne, 
Rc-purchas'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies : 
What  valiant  foe  men,  like  to  autumn's  corn, 
Have  we  mow'd  down  in  top  of  all  their  pride  ? 
Three  Dukes  of  Somerfet,  three-fold  renown'd 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  champions : 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  father  and  the  fon ; 
And  two  ISl or  thumb  er  lands ;  two  braver  men 
Me'er  fpurr'd  their  Courfers  at  the  trumpet's  found. 
With  them  the  two  brave  bears,  Warn^vick  and  Montague^ 
That  in  their  chains  fetter 'd  the  kingly  Lion, 
And  made  the  foreft  tremble  when  they  roar'd. 
Thus  have  we  fwept  Sufpicion  from  our  Seat, 
And  made  our  footftool  of  Security. 
Come  hither,   Befsy  and  let  me  kifs  my  boy  : 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  Uncles  and  my  felf 
Have  in  our  armours  watch'd  the  winter-night; 
Went  all  a  foot  in  fummer's  fcalding  heat; 
That  thou  might'ft  re-poffefs  the  Crown  in  peace ; 
And  of  our  labours  thou  (halt  reap  the  gain. 

Glo.  rilblall  his harveft,  if  yourheadwere  laid,"^ 
For  yet  1  am  not  looked  on  in  the  world.  / 
This  Ihoulder  was  ordain'd  fo  thick,  to  heave;  ^  JJtde* 
And  heave  it  (hall  fome  weight,  or  break  my  back;^ 
Work  thou  the  way,  and  that  lhall  execute.  J 

K.  Edw; 
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K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Glo'Jler^  love  my  lovely  Queen  ; 
And  kifs  your  princely  Nephew,  Brothers  both. 

Clar,  The  duty,  that  I  owe  your  Majefty, 
I  feal  upon  the  lips  of  this  fweet  Babe. 

^een.  Thanks,  noble  C/^r^«f^ ;  worthy  brother,  {12) 
thanks. 

Glo,  And  that  I  love  the  tree,  from  whence  thou 
fprang'ft, 

Witnefs  the  loving  kifs  I  give  the  fruit.——— 

To  fay  the  truth,  fo  Judas  kifs'd  his  mailer  ;       \  j 

And  cry'd,  all  hail !  when  as  he  meant  all  harm,  j  Afi^^* 

K.  Ed^K),  Now  am  I  feated  as  my  foul  delights, 
Having  my  Country's  Peace  and  Brothers'  Loves. 

Clar,  What  will  your  Grace  have  done  with  Margaret  ? 
Reignier  her  father  t©  the  King  of  France 
Hath  pawned  the  Sicils  and  Jerufalem ; 
And  hither  have  they  fent  it  for  her  ranfom. 

K.  Ediv,  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to  France* 
And  now  what  refts  but  that  we  fpend  the  time 
With  (lately  Triumphs,  mirthful  Comick  Shows, 
Such  as  befit  the  pleafure  of  the  Court  ? 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets ;  farewel,  fow'r  Annoy  ? 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lading  Joy.  lExeunt  omnesl 

{12)  thanks f  noble  Clarence  5  ^worthy  Brother y  thanks.]  This 
Line,  ever  fmce  the  firft  Edition  by  the  Players,  has  been  given 
to  King  Edivard'^  but  I  have,  with  the  old  i^arto,  reftored  it  to 
the  ^eefj,  from  whom  it  comes  with  much  more  Propriety, 
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A     C     T  L 
SCENE,  the  Court. 

Enter  Richard  Duke  qf  Glouceftcr,  folus- 

O  W  is  the  Winter  of  our  Difcontent 
Made  glorious  Summer  by  this  Sun  of 

Tork  : 

And  all  the  clouds,  that  lowVd  upon  our 
Houfe, 

In  the  deep  bofom  of  the  ocean  bury'd,^ 
Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  vidlorious  wreaths. 
Our  bruifed  arms  hung  up  for  monuments : 
Our  ftern  Alarums  changed  to  merry  meetings  ; 
Our  dreadful  marches  to  delightful  meafures. 
Grim-vifag'd  War  hath  fmooth'd  his  wrinkled  front ; 
And  now,  inftead  of  mounting  barbed  fleeds 
To  fright  the  fouls  of  fearful  adverfaries, 

(i)  rhe  Life  and  Death  of  King  Richard  III.]  This  Tragedy, 
fho*  it  is  caird  the  Life  and  Death  of  this  Prince,  comprizes,  at 
moft,  but  the  laft  eight  Vears  of  his  time  :  For  it  open*  with 
George  Duke  of  Clarence  being  clapM  up  in  the  Tower,  whick 
happened  in  the  beginning  of  the  Year  1477  :  and  clofes  with 
the  Death  of  Richard  at  Bofivortb-hM,  which  Battle  was  fought 
on  the  22d  of  Auguji  in  the  Year  1485. 

yoL.  V.  I  He 
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He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber. 

To  the  lafcivioUs  pleafing  of  a  lute. 

But  I,  that  am  not  ftiap'd  for  fportive  tricks, 

Nor  made  to  court  an  amVous  looking- glafs,— 

J,  that  am  rudely  ftampt,  and  want  love's  majefty. 

To  flrut  before  a  wanton,  ambling  Nymph ; 

I,  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  proportion. 

Cheated  of  feature  by  diffembling  nature, 

Deform'd,  unfiniQi'd,  fent  before  my  time 

Into  this  breathing  world,  fcarce  half  made  up  ; 

And  that  fo  lamely  and  unfaftiionably, 

That  dogs  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them  : 

Why     (in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace) 

Have  no  delight  to  pafs  away  the  time; 

Unlefs  to  fpy  my  fhadow  in  the  Sun, 

And  defcant  on  mine  own  deformity. 

And  therefore,  iince  I  cannot  prove  a  lover. 

To  entertain  thefe  fair  well-fpoken  days,  , 

I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain. 

And  hate  the  idle  pleafures  of  thefe  days. 

Plots  have  I  laid,  indu^lions  dangerous. 

By  drunken  prophefies,  libels,  and  dreams. 

To  fet  my  brother  Clarence  and  the  King 

In  deadly  hate  ;  ^he  one  againft  the  other  : 

And,  if  King  Ednjjard  be  as  true  and  juft. 

As  I  am  fubtie,  falfe  and  treacherous. 

This  day  fliould  Clare^ice  clofely  be  mew'd  up  ; 

About  a  Prophefy,  which  fays,  that  G 

Of  Edzvard\  Heirs  the  Murcherer  fhall  be. 

Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  foul  !  here  Clarence  comes. 

Enter  Clarence  guarded,  and  Brakenbury. 

Brother,  good  day ;  what  means  this  armed  Guard, 
That  waits  upon  your  Grace  ? 

Clar.  His  Majefiy,^ 
Tend'ring  my  perfon's  fafety,  hath  appointed 
This  conduct  to  convey  me  to  the  To'wer. 

Glo.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 

Clar,  Becaufe  my  name  is  George, 

Glo.  Alack,  my  lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  yours : 

He 
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He  fliould  for  That  commit  your  godfathers. 
Belike,  his  Majefty  hath  fome  intent, 
That  you  fliould  be  new  chriflened  in  the  To-tver. 
But  what's  the  martter,  Clarence,  may  1  know  ? 

Clar.  Yea,  Richard^  when  I  know  ;  for,  I  protefl:, 
Ajs  yet  I  do  not  ;  but  as  I  can  learn. 
He  hearkens  after  Prophefies  and  Dreams, 
And  from  the  crofs  row  plucks  the  letter  G; 
And  fays,  a  wizard  told  him,  that  by  G 
His  IfTue  difinherited  fhould  be. 
And,  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G, 
It  follows  in  his  thought,  that  I  am  he. 
Thefe,  as  I  learn,  and  fuch  like  toys  as  thefe. 
Have  mov'd  his  Highnefs  to  commit  me  now. 

Glo,  Why,  this  it  is,  when  men  are  ruFd  by  women, 
'Tis  not  the  King  that  fends  you  to  the  7^>^y^r ; 
My  lady  Gray  his  wife,  Clarejice^  'tis  fhe, 
That  tempts  him  to  this  harfh  extremity. 
Was  it  not  flie,  and  that  good  man  of  worlhip, 
Jnthony  Woodml  her  brother  there. 
That  made  him  fend  \ox6.-HaJiings  to  the  Touuer? 
From  whence  this  day  he  is  delivered. 
We  are  not  fafe  ;  Clarence^  we  are  not  fafe. 

Clar.  By  heav'n,  I  think,  there  is  no  man  fecure 
But  the  Queen's  kindred,  and  night-walking  heralds. 
That  trudge  between  the  King  and  miflrefs  6hore. 
Heard  you  not,  what  an  humble  fuppliant 
Lord  Hajiings  was  to  her  for  his  deUvery  ? 

Glo.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  Deity, 
Got  my  lord  Chamberlain  his  liberty. 

rU  tell  you  what;  1  think,  it  is  our  way. 

If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  King, 

To  be  her  men,  and  wear  her  livery  : 

The  jealous  o'erworn  widow,  and  herfelf. 

Since  that  our  Brother  dubb'd  them  gentlewomen. 

Are  mighty  goflips  in  this  Monarchy. 

Brak.  I  beg  your  Oaces  both  to  pardon  me  : 
His  Majefly  has  ftraitly  giv'n  in  charge. 
That  no  man  fliall  have  private  conference. 
Of  what  degree  foever,  with  your  brother. 
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Glo,  Ev'n  fo,  an't  pleafe  your  worfhip,  Brahnhury  ! 
You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  fay : 
V/e  fpeak  no  treafon,  man— —  we  fay,  the  King 
Is  wife  and  virtuous ;  and  his  noble  Queen 
Well  ftrook  in  years ;  fair,  and  not  jealous     ■   ■  ^ 
We  fay,  that  Shore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  cherry  lip,  a  pafling  pleafmg  tongue  : 
That  the  Queen's  kindred  are  made  gentle-folk  : 
How  fay  you,  Sir  ?  can  you  deny  all  this  ? 

Brak.  With  this,  my  lord,  myfelf  have  nought  to  do. 

Glo,  What,  fellow  ?  nought  to  do  with  miftrefs  Shore? 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  he  that  doth  naught  with  her. 
Excepting  one,  were  bed  to  do  it  fccretly. 

Brak,  What  one,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  Her  husband,  knave  wouldft  thou  betray  me  ?  . 

Brak,  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me. 
And  to  forbear  your  conference  with  the  Duke. 

Clar.  We  know  thy  charge,  Brakenhuryy  and  wiH 
obey. 

Glo,  We  are  the  Queen's  abje(fl?,  and  muft  obey. 
Brother,  farewel ;  I  will  unto  the  King, 
And  whatfce'er  you  will  employ  me  in, 
(Were  it  to  call  King  Ed-zvard's  widow  iiHer) 
I  will  perform  it  to  infranchife  you. 
Mean  time,  this  deep  difgrace  of  brotherhood 
1  ouches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 

Clar,  I  know  it  pleafeth  neither  of  us  well. 

Glo.  Well,  your  imprifonmen:  lhall  not  be  long, 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  elfe  lye  for  you  : 
Mean  time  have  patience. 

Car.  I  mull  perforce  ;  farewel.       [^Exe.  Brak.  Clar. 

Glo.  Go  tread  the  path,  that  thou  lhalt  ne'er  return  : 
Simple,  plain  Clarence! — I  do  love  thee  fo, 
1  hat  I  will  lliOrtly  fend  thy  foul  to  heav'n, 
li  heav'n  will  take  the  Prefent  at  our  hands. 
Bat  who  comes  here  ?  the  new  delivered  Hajllngs  ? 

Enter  Lord  Haftings. 

llajl.  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  lord. 
GiQ^  As  much  unto  my  good  lord  Chamberlain  : 

Well 
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Well  are  you  welcome  to  the  open  air. 

How  hatli  your  lordfliip  brook'd  imprifonraent  ? 

Ha^.  With  patience,  noble  lord,  as  prisoners  mud; 
But  1  fhall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  them  thanks. 
That  were  the  caufc  of  my  imprifonment. 

G/o,  No  doubt,  no  doubt ;  and  fo  (hall  Clarence  too  j 
For  they,  that  Were  your  enemies,  are  his. 
And  have  prcvail'd  as  much  on  him  as  you. 

Hajl,  More  pity,  that  the  Eagle  ftiould  be  mevv*d> 
While  kites  and  buzzards  prey  at  liberty. 

Glo,  What  news  abroad  ? 

Hafi,  No  news  fo  bad  abroad,  as  this  at  home  : 
The  King  is  iickly,  weak,  and  melancholyr 
And  his  Phyiicians  fear  him  mightily. 

Glo.  Now,  by  St.  Paul^  that  news  is  bad  indeed, 
O,  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long. 
And  over-much  confum'd  his  royal  perfon  : 
'  Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon* 
Where  is  he,  in  his  bed? 

Haft.  He  is. 

G7(?.  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you. 


He  cannot  live,  I  hope  ;  and  mufl  not  die, 
*Till  George  be  pack'd  with  polVhorfe  up  to  heav'a. 
I'll  in,  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence^ 
With  Lyes  well  fteefd  with  weighty  arguments  ; 
And  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live  : 
Which  done,  God  take  King  Edward  to  his  mercy j> 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  buftle  in ! 
For  then,  Til  marry  ^VouzV^'s  yaungeft  daughter  j 
What  though  I  kill'd  her  husband,  and  her  father  : 
The  readielt  way  to  make  the  wench  amends. 
Is  to  become  her  husband  and  her  father  : 
The  which  will  I,  not  all  fo  much  for  love. 
As  for  another  fecret  clofe  intent. 
By  marrying  her,  which  I  muft  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horfe  to  market : 
Clarence       breathes,  Ed^uoard  ftill  Uve«  and  reigns  ;  ' 
Wheu  they  are  gone,  then  mull  I  count  my  Gaiui.  \^ExU.. 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  Street, 

Enter  the  Coarfe  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  ivith  Halberds  t» 
guard  it.  Lady  Anne  being  the  Mourner. 

Anne,  OET  down,  fet  down  your  honourable  load, 

i3  If  honour  may  be  fhrouded  in  a  hcrfe ; 
Whilft  I  awhile  obfequicufly  lament 
Th'  untimely  Fall  of  virtuous  Lancajler. 
Poor  key  cold  iigure  of  a  holy  King  ! 
Pale  afhes  of  the  houfe  of  La?!caJ}er  ! 
Thou  bloodlefs  remnant  of  that  royal  blood  ! 
Be't  lawful,  that  I  invocate  thy  gholl. 
To  hear  the  lamentations  of  poor  Anve, 
Wife  to  thy  Edix^ard,  to  thy  flaughter'd  Ton  ; 
Stabb'd  by  the  felf-fame  hand,  that  made  thefe  wounds. 
Lo,  in  thefe  windows,  that  let  forth  thy  life, 
J  pour  the  helplefs  balm  of  my  poor  eyes. 
Curs'd  be  the  hand,  that  made  thefe  fatal  holes ! 
Curs'd  be  the  heart,  xiv^t  had  the  heart  to  do  it  \ 
More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch, 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee, 

Than  I  can  with  to  adders,  fpiders,  toads. 

Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  tiiat  lives! 

If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it, 

Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 

Whofe  ugly  and  unnatural  afped^ 

May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  view  : 

And  That  be  heir  to  his  unhappinefs  ! 

If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  be  made 

More  mifcrable  by  the  death  of  him. 

Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  lord  and  thee  ? 

Come,  now  tow'rds  Chert  fey  with  your  holy  load^ 

Taken  from  PauVi  to  be  interred  there. 

And  Hill,  as  you  are  weary  of  this  weight, 

R^H  you,  while  I  lament  King  Henrys  Coarfe. 

Enter  Richard  Duke  of  Gloucefter. 
Gto,  Stay  you,  that  bear  the  Coarfe,  and  fet  it  dov/n^ 
Anne.  What  black  magician  conjures  up  this  fiend, 

To 
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To  flop  devoted  charitable  deeds  ? 

Glo,  Villains,  fetdown  theCoarfe;  or  by  St.  Paul, 
V\\  make  a  Coarfe  of  him  that  difobeys. 

Gen,  My  lord,  fland  back,  and  let  the  coffin  pafs. 

Glo.  Unmanner'd  dog !  ftand  thou,  when  I  command^? 
Advance  thy  halbert  higher  than  my  bread. 
Or,  by  St.  Paul,  ITi  llrike  thee  to  my  foot, 
And  fpurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  thy  boldnefs. 

Anne.  What,  do  you  tremble  ?  are  you  all  afraid  > 
Alas,  I  blame  you  not,  for  you  are  mortal; 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil. 
Avant,  thoa  dreadful  minider  of  hell ! 
Thou  hadll  but  power  over  his  mortal  body. 
His  foul  thou  canil  not  have  ;.  therefore  be  gone. 

Glo.  Sweet  Saint,  for  charity,  benotfocurft. 

Jnne,  Foul  Dev'l !  for  God's  fake  hence,  trouble  m 
not. 

For  thou  haft  made  the  happy  earth  thy  hell : 
Fili'd  it  with  curfing  cries,  and  deep  exclaims. 
If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds. 
Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  butcheries. 
Oh,  gentlemen  !  fee  T  fee  dead  Henrys  wound* 
Open  their  congeal'd  mouths  and  bleed  afrefh. 
Blufh,  blufh,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity  ; 
For  'tis  thy  prefence  that  exhales  this  blood 
^  From  cold  and  empty  veins,  where  no  blood  dwellsa 
Thy  deeds,  inhuman  and  unnatural. 
Provoke  this  deluge  moft  unnatural. 
O  God  !  which  this  blood  mad'ft,  revengjs  his  death  : 
O  earth    which  this  blood  drink'ft,  revenge  his  death.^ 
Or  Heav'n  with  lightning  ftrike  the  murth'rer  dead. 
Or  Earth  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick ; 
As  thou  doft  fwallow  up  this  good  King's  bloody 
Which  his  hell-govern'd  arm  hath  butchered  !  • 

Glo,  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  charity. 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,  bleflings  for  curfes. 

Anne.  Villain,  thou  know'ft  nor  law  of  God  nor  man  f 
No  beaft  fo  fierce,  but  knows  fome  touch  of  pity. 

Glo.  But  I  kno  w  none,  and  therefore  am  no  bead. 

Anne*  O  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth! — 
I  4 
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do.  More  wonderful,  when  angels  are  fo  angry  : 
Voachfafe,  divine  perfedlion  of  a  woman. 
Of  thefe  fiippofed  crimes,  to  give  me  leave. 
By  circumftance,  but  to  acquit  myfelf. 

Jnne,  Vouchfafe,  diffused  infection  of  a  man. 
For  thefe  known  evils,  but  to  give  me  leave. 
By  circumftance,  to  curfe  thy  curfed  felf. 

Glo.  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  lek  me  have 
Some  patient  leifure  to  excufe  myfelf. 

Jmie,  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee,  thou  canft 
make 

No  excufe  current,  but  to  hang  thyfelf. 

Glo,  By  fuch  defpair  I  fhould  accufe  myfelf. 

Anne,  And  by  defpair  in  g  fhalt  thou  ftand  excused. 
For  doing  worthy  vengeant:e  on  thyfelf ; 
That  didil  unworthy  daughter  upon  others. 

Gio,  Say,  that  1  flew  them  not. 

Anne.  Then  fay,  they  were  not  flain  : 
But  dead  they  are ;  and,  devilifh  ilave,  by  thcc. 

Glo,  I  did  not  kill  your  husband. 

Anne^  Why,  then  he  is  alive. 

Glo.  Nay,  he  is  dead,  and  flain  by  EdnxiarcTs  hands, 
Anne.  In  thy  foul  throat  thou  ly'il.   Queen  Margaret 
faw 

Thy  murderous  faulchion  fmoaking  in  his  blood  : 
TiiC  which  thou  once  didft  bend  againft  her  breafl, 
But  that  thy  Brothers  beat  afide  the  point. 

Glo,  I  was  provoked  by  her  fland'rous  tongue. 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltlefs  fhoulders. 

A?ine.  Thou  waft  provoked  by  thy  bloody  miiid. 
That  never  dreamt  on  aught  but  butcheries  : 
Didft  thou  not  kill  this  King  ? 

Glo.  I  grant  ye. 

Anne,  Doft  grant  me,  hedge-hog  ?  then  God  grant 
m.e  too, 

Thou  may'ft  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed  ? 
O,  he  was  gentle,  mild  and  virtuous. 

Glo.  The  fitter  for  the  King  of  heav'n,  that  hath  him. 

Anne,  He  is  in  heav'n,  where  thou  Ihalt  never  come, 

Gh, 
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G/o»  Let  him  thank  me,  that  help'd  to  fend  him 
thither  ; 

For  he  was  iitter  for  that  place  than  earth. 
Jmie.  And  thou  unfit  for  any  place  but  hell. 
G/o.  Yes,  one  place  elfe,  if  you  will  hear  me  name  it. 
j^Nfie.  Some  dungeon. 
G/o,  Your  bed  chamber. 

j^me.  Ill  reft  betide  the  chamber,  where  thou  lyeft; 
G/o.  So  will  it.  Madam,  'till  I  lye  with  you. 
u^mie.  I  hope  fo. 

G/o.  I  know  fo.  But,  gentle  lady  Jniie, 

To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits. 
And  fall  fomething  into  a  flower  method  : 
Is  not  the-caufer  of  the  timelefs  deaths 
Of  thefe  P/antagenets,  Henry  and  Ed'warciy 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner  ? 

Anne.  Thou  waft  the  caufe,  and  moft  accurft  efFede 
G/o.  Your  beauty  was  the  caufe  of  that  efFedt ; 
Your  beauty,  that  did  haunt  me  in  my  fleep. 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world  ; 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  fweet  bofom. 

Anne.  Jf  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide, 
Thefe  nails  fhould  rend  that  beauty  from  my  cheeks. 

G/o.  Thefe  eyes  could  not  endues  fweet  beauty's  wrecka 
You  fhould  not  blemifli  it,  if  I  ftood  by ; 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  Sun, 
So  1  by  That ;  it  is  my  day,  my  life. 

Jnne,  Black  night  o'er -lhade  thy  day,  and  death  thy 
life ! 

G/o.  Curfe  not  thyfelf,  fair  creature :  thou  art  both, 

Anne.  I  would  I  were,  to  be  reveng'd  on  thee. 

G/o.  It  is  a  quarrel  moft  unnatural, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  juftand  reafonable, 
To  be  reveng'xi  on  him  that  kill'd  my  husband. 

G/o.  He  that  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy  husband. 
Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  husband. 

Anne.  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  earth. 

G/o.  He  lives,  that  bves  thee  better  than  he  could^ 

Anne.  Name  him. 

I  s  Gh. 
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GIo,  Plantagenet. 

Jnne,  Why,  that  was  he. 

GIo.  rhe  felf  fame  name,  but  one  of  better  nature.  * 

j^nne.  Where  is  he  ? 

Glo.  Here  :  wiiy  doft  thou  fpit  at  me  ? 

{^She  /pits  at  hlm^ 
Anne.  Would  it  were  mortal  poifon  for  thy  fake  ! 
Glo   Never  eame  poifon  from  fo  fweet  a  place. 
Anne.  Never  hung  poifon  on  a  fouler  toad. 
Out  ui  my  fight !  thou  doil  infedl  mine  eyes. 

Glo,  Tnine  eyes,  fweet  Lady^  have  infe£led  mine. 
Antie.  Would  they  were  bafilisks  to  ftrike  thee  dead  \ 
G/c  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once  : 
For  now  they  kiil  me  with  a  living  death, 
Thofe  eyeo  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  fait  t^ars 
Sham'd  their  afpefts  with  (lore  of  chiidiih  drops ; 
Ti-efe  eyes,  which  never  ihed  remorfeful  tear, 
J^ot  when  my  father  Tork,  and  Edix^ard  wept, 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made ; 
When  black-Lc'd  Clifford  Ihookhis  fvvord  at  him: 
.Nor  when  thy  warlike  father,  like  a  child. 
Told  the  fad  llory  of  my  father's  death, 
And  twenty  times  made  paufe  to  fcb  and  weep. 
That  all  the  Handers  by  had  wet  their  cheeks, 
Like  trees  be-dafh'd  with  rain  :  in  that  fad  timc> 
My  manly  eyes  did  fcorn  an  humble  tear  : 
And  what  thefe  forrows  could  not  thence  exhale, 
Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weepings 
I  never  fued  to  friend,  nor  enemy; 
My  tongue  couM  never  learn  fweet  fmoothing  words  ; 
But  now  chy  beauty  is  proposed  my  fee, 
My  proud  heart  fues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  fpeafe. 

\_ih^  looks  fcornfully  at  him^ 
Teach  not  thy  lip  fuch  fcorn,  for  it  was  made 
ForkifTing,  lady,  not  for  fuch  contempt. 
If  thy  revengeful  heart  cannot  forgive,  . 
Lo  \  here  I  lend  thee  this  (harp- pointed  fword. 
Which,  if  thoupleafe  to  hide  in  this  true  bread. 
And  let  the  foul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 
i  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  ftrokc, 
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And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

\^He  lays  his  breaji  open,  Jhe  offers  at  it  wuith  his  f^ord. 
Nay,  do  not  paufe ;  for  I  did  kill  King  Henry  ; 
But  'twas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Nay,  now  difpatch  :  'twas  I  that  llabb'd  young  Eduoard", 
But  'twas  thy  heav'nly  face  that  fet  me  on. 

{^he  falls  the  fword^ 
Take  up  the  fword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arife,  diffembler ;  though  I  wifli  thy  death, 
I  will  not  be  thy  executioner. 

Glo.  Then  bid  me  kill  myfelf,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Jnne.  I  have  already. 

Glo.  That  was  in  thy  rage : 
Speak  it  again,  and  even  with  thy  word. 
This  hand,  which  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  love^^- 
Shall,  for  thy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  love ; 
To  both  their  deaths  (halt  thou  be  acceflary,. 

Anne.  I  would,  I  knew  thy  heart. 

Glo,  ' Tis  figur'd  in  my  tongue. 

Anne,  I  fear  me,  both  are  falfe. 

Glo.  Then  never  man  was  true. 

Anne,  Well,  well,  put  up  your  fword. 

Glo.  Say  then,  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne.  That  (halt  thou  know  hereafter. 

Glo.  But  fhall  I  live  in  hope  ? 

Anne.  All  men,  I  hope,  live  fo* 

Glo.  Vouchfafe  to  wear  tiiis  ring. 
Look,  how  my  ring  encompafTeth  thy  finger^ 
Ev'n  fo  thy  breafl  inclofeth  my  poor  heart : 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  arc  thine. 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  fuppliant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand. 
Thou  doft  confirm  his  happinefs  for  ever. 

Anne.  What  is  it  ? 

Glo.  That  it  may  pleafe  you  leave  thefe  fad  defigns 
To  him,  that  hath  more  caufe  to  be  a  Mourner ; 
And  prefently  repair  to  C;^^- place  : 
Where,  after  I  have  folemnly  interred 
At  C^^r/y^y-monaft'ry  this  noble  King, 
And  wet  his  grave  with  my  repentant  teart, 
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I  will  with  all  ex^^edient  duty  Ice  you. 

For  divers  unknown  reafons,  I  beleech  you. 

Grant  me  this  boon. 

/^nfie.  With  a  1  my  heart,  and  much  it  joys  me  too. 
To  fee  you  are  become  fo  penitent. 
*[raJfel?ivA  Barkley,  go  along  with  me. 

GIo.  Bid  me  farewel. 

Anne.  Tis  more  than  you  deferve : 
But  fince  )  oa  teach  ine  how  to  flatter  you. 
Imagine,  J  have  laid  farewel  already. 

\^Exe.  tnxo  ivith  Annc. 

Glo,  Sirs,  take  up  the  coarfe. 

Gent.  Towards  Chertjeyy  noble  Lord  ? 

Glo.  No,  to  White-Fry arsy  there  attend  my  coming. 

[  Exeunt  nAJith  the  coarfe* 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  woo'd? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  ? 

ril  have  her  but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 

What !  i  that  kilPd  her  husband,  and  his  father ! 

To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extreamelt  hate, 

W'ith  curies  in  her  mouth,  tears  in  her  eyes. 

The  bleeding  witnefs  of  her  hatred  by  t 

With  God,  jier  confcience,  and  thefe  bars  againft  me^ 

/And  I  nj  friends  to  back  my  fuit  withal. 

But  the  plain  devil,  and  diiTembling  looks  : 

-And  yet  to  win  her  Ail  tne  world  to  nothing! 

Hath  (he  forgot  already  that  brave  Prince, 

EdnxarJ,  her  Lord,  whom  I,  fome  three  months  fince, 

Sfibb'd  in  my  angry  mood  2itTen.vks bury  P 

A  Iweeter  and  a  lovelier  gentleman, 

Frnoi'd  in  the  prodigality  of  nature, 

YoimiT,  wife,  and  valiant,  and  no  doubt,  right  roya!. 

The  fi  acious  world  cannot  again  afford  : 

And  wrfi  flie  yet  debafe  her  eyes  on  me, 

I  h^t  cropt  the  golden  prime  of  th-,  iweetPrlRce, 

And  made  her  widow  to  a  woful  bed  ? 

On  me,  whofe  All  not  equals  Edixjard^  Moiety  ? 

On  me,  that  halt,  and  am  mif-fhapen  thus  ? 

My  Dukedom  to  a  beggarly  Denier^ 
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I  do  miflake  my  perfon  all  this  while : 

Upon  my  hfe,  fhe  finds,  although  I  cannot^^ 

Myfeir  to  be  a  marv'lous  proper  man. 

I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  looking  glafs, 

And  entertain  a  fcore  or  two  of  tailor9> 

To  ftudy  falhions  to  adorn  my  body  : 

Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  myfelf, 

I  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  coft. 

But  firft  ril  turn  yon  fellow  in  his  grave. 

And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. 

Shine  out,  fair  fun,  till  I  have  bought  a  glafs. 

That  I  may  fee  my  fnadow  as  I  pafs.  [Exsh 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Palace. 
Enter  the  ^een.  Lord  Rivers,  and  Lord  Gray. 

Ri'v.  T  TAVE  patience^  Madam,  there's  no  doubt,  his 

JljL  Majefty 
Will  foori  recover  his  accuftom'd  health. 

Gray,  In  that  you  brook  it  ill,  it  makes  him  worfe  t 
Therefore,  for  God's  fake,  entertain  good  comfort. 
And  cheer  his  Grace  with  quick  and  merry  eyes. 

^een.  If  he  were  dead  what  would  betide  of  me  ? 

Gray.  No  other  harm,  but  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord. 

^een.  The  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord  includes  all  harms. 

Gray.  The  heav'ns  have  bleft  you  with  a  goodly  fon,. 
To  be  your  comforter  when  he  is  gone. 

^een.  Ah  I  he  is  young,  and  his  minority 
Is  put  into  the  truft  of  Richard  Glojier^ 
A  man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 

Riv,  It  is  concluded,  he  fhall  be  protedor  ? 

^een.  It  is  determined,  not  concluded  ^et : 
But  fo  it  muft  be,  if  the  King  mifcarry. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Stanley. 

Gray.  Here  come  the  Lords  of  Buckingham  and  Stan^ 
ley.  (2)  BucL 
(2)  Hen  come  the  L§rds  ^  Buckingham /arffi  Derby.]   This  is 
a  Blunder  of  Inadvertence^  which  has  run  thro'  the  whole  Chain 
©f  Impreffions,   It  could  not  well  be  original  in  ^bakefteare, 

who 
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Buck.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  royal  Grace ! 
Stanley.  God  make  your  Majefty  joyful  as  you  have 
been ! 

^ecn.  The  Countefs  Rzchmondy  good  my  Lord  of 
Stanleyy 

To  your  good  prayV  will  fcarcely  fay,  Amen : 
Yet,  Stanley,  notwithftanding  (he's  your  wife. 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  good  Lord,  aifur'd, 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Stanley.  I  do  befeech  you,  either  not  beheve 
The  envious  danders  of  her  falfe  accufers  : 
Or,  if  (he  be  accus'd  on  true  report. 
Bear  with  her  weaknefs  ;  which  I  think  proceeds 
From  wayward  ficknefs,  and  no  grounded  malice. 

^een.  Saw  you  the  King  to  day,  my  Lord  of  Stanley  P 

Stanley.  But  now,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  I 
Are  come  from  viiiting  his  Majefly. 

^een.  What  likelihood  of  his  amendment.  Lords? 

Buck,  Madam,  good  nope ;  his  Grace  fpeaks  chear- 
fully. 

^een.  God  grant  him  health !  did  you  confer  with 
him  ? 

Buck.  Madam,  we  did;  he  feeks  to  make  atonement 
Between  the  Duke  of  G/(?'y?fr  and  your  brothers. 
And  between  them  and  my  lord  chamberlain ; 
And  fent  to  warn  them  to  his  royal  prefence. 

^een, '  Would  all  were  well— but  that  will  never  be— 
I  fear,  our  happinefs  is  at  the  height. 

Enter  Glouceller. 

Glo.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  endure  it. 

who  was  moft  itiinutely  intimate  with  his  Hiftory  and  the  Inter- 
marriages of  the  Nobility.  The  Perfon,  here  called  Derby,  vra« 
Thomas  Lord  Stanley,  Lord  Steward  of  King  Edward  the  IVth's 
Houfehold,  But  this  Thomas  Lord  Stanley  was  not  created  Earl 
of  Derby  till  after  the  Acceflion  of  Hexry  VII ;  and,  accord- 
ingly, afterwards  in  the  Fourth  and  Fifth  ^f?5  of  |this  Play, 
before  the  Battle  of  Bojivorth-Jield,  ht  ir>  every  wher«  calFd 
Lord  Stanley,  This  fufficiently  juftifies  the  Change  I  havt  mads 
in  his,Title» 

Wh© 
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Who  are  they,,  that  complain  unto  the  King, 

That  I,  forfooth,  am  item,  and  love  them  not? 

By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  Grace  but  lightly. 

That  fill  his  ears  with  fuch  diflentious  rumours* 

Becaufe  I  cannot  flatter,  and  look  fair. 

Smile  in  mens'  faces,  fmooth,  deceive  and  cog. 

Duck  with  French  nods,  and  api(h  courtefie, 

I  muft  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 

Cannot  a  plain  man  live  and  think  no  harm. 

But  thus  his  fimple  truth  muft  be  abused 

By  filken,  fly,  inflnuating  Jacks  ? 

Gray.  To  whom  in  all  this  prefence  fpeaks  your  Grace?' 
GIo.  To  thee,  that  haft  nor  honefty,  nor  grace : 
When  have  I  injured  thee  ?  when  done  thee  wrong  ? 
Or  thee  ?  or  thee  ?  or  any  of  your  fadion  ? 
A  plague  upon  you  all !  His  royal  perfon. 
Whom  God  preferve  better  than  you  would  wifti^ 
Cannot  be  quiet  fcarce  a  breathing  while. 
But  you  muft  trouble  him  with  lewd  complaints. 

^een.  Brother  of  Glo'Jler,  you  miftake  the  matter^:: 
The  King  of  his  own  royal  difpofltion. 
And  not  provok'd  by  any  fuitor  elfe, 
(Aiming,  beHke,  at  your  interior  hatred. 
That  in  your  outward  adion  ftiews  itfelf 
Againft-  my  children,  brothers,  and  myfelf ;) 
Makes  him  to  fend,  that  he  may  learn  the  ground 
Of  your  ill  will,  and  thereby  to  remove  it. 

Glo.  I  cannot,  tell;  the  world  is  grown  fo  bad. 
That  wrens  make  prey,  where  eagles  dare  not  perch* 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  gentleman, 
There's  many  a  gentle  perfon  made  z.JacL 

^een.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  meaning,  bro- 
ther  Glo'fter. 
You  envy  my  advancement  and  my  friends : 
God  grant,  we  never  may  have  need  of  you  f 

Glo^  Mean  time,  God  grants  that  we  have  need  of  you. 
Our  brother  is  imprifon'd  by  your  means ; 
Myfelf  difgracM  ;  and  the  nobility 
Held  in  contempt ;  while  many  fair  promotions 
Arc  daily  given,  to  ennoble  thofe, 

Thai 
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That  fcarce,  fome  two  days  fince,  were  worth  a  noble. 

^een.  By  him,  thatrais'd  me  to  this  careful  height. 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy 'd, 
I  never  did  incenfe  his  Majefty 
Againfl:  the  Duke     Clarence  ;  but  have  been 
An  earneft  Advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  Lord,  you  do  me  fhameful  injury^ 
Falfely  to  draw  me  in  thefe  wild  fufpeds. 

Glo,  You  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the  caufe 
Of  my  Lord  Hajii?igs'  late  imprifonment. 

Ri^.  She  may,  my  Lord,  for  

Glo,  She  may,  Lord  Risers — why,  who  knows  notfo  ? 
She  may  do  more.  Sir,  than  denying  That  : 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments. 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein. 
And  lay  thofe  honours  on  your  high  deferts. 
What  may  fhe  not  ?  fhe  may —  ay,  marry,  may 

Rt^,  What,  marry,  may  fhe? 

G/o,  What,  marry,  may  fhe?  marry  with  a  King, 
A  batchelor,  a  handfom  tripling  too  : 
I  wis,  your  grandam  had  a  wcrfer  match. 

^^een  My  Lord  of  Glo'fier^  I  have  too  long  borne 
Your  blunt  upbraidings,  and  your  bitter  feoffs ; 
By  heav'n,  I  will  acquaint  his  Majefly, 
Of  thofe  grofs  taunts  I  often  have  endured. 
I  had  rather  be  a  country  fervant-maid. 
Than  a  great  Queen  with  this  condition  ; 
To  be  thus  taunted,  fcorn*d  and  bated  at. 
Small  joy  have  \  in  being  England" s  Queen, 

Enter  ^een  Margaret. 

Q^  Mar.  And  leiTen'd  be  that  fmall,  God,  I  befeech 
thee ! 

Thy  honour,  fla,te,  and  feat  is  due  to  me. 

Glo,  What!  threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the  King? 
Tell  him,  andfparenot:  Look,  what  I  have  faid,  (3) 


(3)  Tell  him,  end  fparenot-^  Look,  what  I  have  fat  J.]  This 
Vgife,  which  was  at  firil  left  cut  hy  the  Payers  in  their  Jm* 

preffien 
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I  will  avouch  in  prefence  of  the  King  : 

'Tis  time  to  fpeak,  my  pains  are  quite  forgot. 

Q^Mar.  Out,  devil  !  I  remember  thee  too  well: 
Thou  kiirdft  my  husband  Henry  in  the  To^very 
And  Edivard,  my  poor  Ton,  at  Teujksbury, 

Glo.  Ere  you  were  Queen,  ay,  or  your  husband  King, 
I  was  a  pack-horfe  in  his  great  affairs ; 
A  weedcr  out  of  his  proud  Adverfaries, 
A  liberal  rewarder  of  his  friends ; 
To  royalize  his  blood,  I  fpilt  mine  own. 

Q^Mcir.  Ay,  and  much  better  blood  than  his  or  thmci 

Glo.  In  all  which  time  you  and  your  husband  Gray 
Were  fa^iious  for  the  Houfe  of  LancaJIcri 

And,  Ri'vcrs,  To  were  you  ;  was  not  your  Jiusbandy 

Jn  Marg'ref^  battle,  at  St.  j^lhans  (lain? 
l  et  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget. 
What  you  have  been  ere  now,  and  what  }'0U  are  : 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

Mar  A  murth'rous  villain,  and  fo  ftill  thou  art. 

G/;,  Poor  Clarence  did  forfake  his  father  IVarwck, 
hy,  and  forfvvore  himfelf,  (which,  Jefu,  pardon! — — ) 
.  Q^Mar,  Which  God  revenge  !——^ — - 

Glo.  To  iight  on  Edii'ard's  party  for  the  crown  ; 
And  for  his  meed,  poor  Lord,  he  is  mew'd  up  : 
I  would  to  God,  my  heart  were  flint,  like  Edward^ s  i 
Or  Edivards  (oft  and  pitiful,  like  mine; 
I  am  too  childifh-foolifh  for  this  world. 

Q.  Mar,  Hie  thee  to  hell  for  fhame,  and  leave  this 
world, 

Thou  Cacod^emon  !  there  thy  kingdom  is. 

Ri^.  My  Lord  of  Glofier,  in  thofe  bufie  days. 
Which  here  you  urge  to  prove  us  enemies. 
We  follow'd  then  our  Lord,  our  lawful  King  ; 
So  fhould  we  you,  if  you  fhould  be  our  King. 

Glo,  If  I  fhould  be!  1  had  rather  be  a  pedlar: 

Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereof. 

preflion  (in  which  the  modern  Editors  have  followM  them)  X 
have  reftor'd  from  the  old  ^arto's  j  and,  indeed,  without  it> 
She  VerC^j  ^hich  imn^diateJy  follows,  is  hardly  Seafe. 
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^leen.  As  little  joy,  my  Lord,  as  you  fuppofe 
You  (hould  enjoy,  were  you  this  country's  King 
As  little  joy  you  may  fuppofe  in  me. 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  Queen  thereof. 

Q^Mar.  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  Queen  thereof ; 
For  I  am  fhe,  and  altogether  joy lefs. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient. 
Hear  me,  you  wrangling  Pirates,  that  fall  out 
In  (haring  that  which  you  have  pill'd  from  me  i 
V/hich  of  you  trer.bles  not,  that  looks  on  me  ? 
if  not  that  I  being  Queen,  you  bow  like  fubje^ls ; 
Yet  that  by  you  depos'd,  you  quake  like  rebeL  ? 
Ah,  gentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away  ! 

GIo.  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  mak'il  thou  in  my 
fight  ? 

Q.  Mar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  hall  marr'd. 
That  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  go. 
A  husband  and  a  fon  thou  ow*fl  to  me :  \To  Glo. 

And  thou,  a  kingdom  j  all  of  you,  allegiance  5 

[Ti  the  ^een» 
The  forrow,  that  I  have,  by  Right  is  yours  5 
And  all  the  pleafures,  you  ufurp,  are  mine. 

Glo.  The  curfe  my  noble  father  laid  on  thee. 
When  thou  didft  crown  his  warlike  brows  with  paper^ 
And  with  thy  fcorns  drew'il:  rivers  from  his  eyes. 
And  then,  to  dry  them,  gav'ft  the  Duke  a  clout, 
Steep'd  in  the  faultlefs  blood  of  pretty  Rutland; 
His  curfes,  then  from  bitternefs  of  Ibul 
Denounced  againft  thee^  are  now  fall'n  upon  thee; 
And  God,  not  we,  has  plagu'd  thy  bloody  deed. 

Q^Mar.  So  juftis  God,  to  right  the  innocent. 

Hajl,  O,  'twas  the  fouleft  deed  to  flay  that  babe. 
And  the  moft  mercilefs,  that  e'er  was  heard  of. 

Ri'v,  Tyrants  themfelves  wept,  when  it  was  reported". 

Dor/.  No  man  but  prophefy'd  revenge  for  it. 

JSuc^.  Northumherlandy  then  prefent,  wept  to  fee  it. 

Q.  Mar.  What !  were  you  fnarling  all  before  I  came> 
Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat,  . 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  ? 
Did  York"^  dread  curfe  prevaU  fo  much  with  heav*ii, 

That 
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That  Henrft  death,  my  lovely  Eiiivard's  death, . 
Their  Kingdom's  lofs,  my  woful  banifhment. 
Could  all  butanfwer  for  that  peevifli  brat? 
Can  curfes  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  heav'n? 
Why,  then  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  quick  curfes! 
If  not  by  war,  by  furfeit  die  your  King, 
As  ours  by  murther,  to  make  him  a  King  ! 
Ednjuard  thy  fon,  that  now  is  Prince  of  WaleSj 
For  Ednxard  our  fon,  that  was  Prince  of  Walesy 
Die  in  liis  youth,  by  like  untimely  violence  ! 
Thyfelf  a  Queen,  for  me  that  was  a  Queen, 
Out-live  thy  glory,  hke  my  wretched  felf ! 
Long  may'ft  thou  live  to  wail  thy  children's  lofs. 
And  fee  another,  as  1  fee  thee  now, 
Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  as  thou  art  ftalfd  in  mine? 
Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  death. 
And  after  many  lengthened  hours  of  grief, 
Die,  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  England^  Queen  f 
Risers  and  Dorfet,  you  were  Zanders  by. 
And  fo  waft  thou,  Lord  Hajiings,  when  my  fon 
Was  ftabb'd  with  bloody  daggers ;  God,  I  pray  himi 
That  none  of  you  may  live  your  natural  age. 
But  by  fome  unlook'd  accident  cut  off ! 

Glo.  Haye-dene  thy  charm,  thou  hateful  withered  hag» 
Q^  Mar,  And  leave  out  thee  ?  ftay,  dog,  for  Jhoa 
lhait  hear  me. 

If  heav'ns  have  any  grievous  plague,  in  ft  ore. 

Exceeding  thofe  that  I  can  vvifti  upon  thee, 

O,  let  them  keep  it,  till  thy  fins  be  ripe ; 

And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 

On  thee,  thou  troubler  of  the  poor  world's  peace  S 

The  worm  of  confcience  ftill  be- gnaw  thy  foul ; 

Thy  friends  fufped  for  traitors  while  thou  Hv'ft, 

And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  deareft  friends ; 

No  fleep  clofe  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 

Unlefs  it  be  while  fome  tormenting  dream 

Affrights  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils ! 

Thou  elvilh-markt  abortive,  rooting  hog  ! 

Thou  that  waft  feal'd  in  thy  nativity 

Thf  Have  of  nature,  and  the  fon  of  heli! 
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Thou  flander  of  thy  heavy  mother's  womb  I 
Thou  loathed  ifTue  of  thy  father's  loins  ! 
Thou  rag  of  honour,  thou  detefled— 

Glo,  Margaret,        '  — 

Q.  Mar.  Richard,  

Glo,  Ha?-^  . 

Q.  Mar.  I  call  thee  not. 

Qlo,  I  cry  thee  mercy  then  ;  for,  I  did  think. 
That  thou  had'il  call'd  me  all  thefe  bitter  names. 

Q.  Mar,  Why,  fo  I  did  ;   but  looked  for  no  reply, 
Oh,  let  me  make  the  period  to  my  curfe, 

(^lo,  'Tis  done  by  me,  and  ends  in  Margaret, 

^ueen.  Thus  have  you  bieath'd  your  curfe  ngainft 
yourfelf. 

Q.  Mar,  Poor  painted  Queen,  vain  ficiirifli  cf  my 
fortune  ! 

Why  (Irew'il  thou  fugar  on  that  bottled  fpider, 
Whofe  d^:id\y  web  enfnareth  thee  about  ? 
Fool,  fool,  thou  whet'fl  a  knife  to  kill  thyfelf : 
7  he  day  will  come,  that  thouflialt  wiih  for  me 
To  heip  thee  curfe  this  poisonous  bunch-back'd  toad. 

Hajl.  Faife  beading  woman,  end  thy  frantick  curfe; 
Left  to  thy  harm  thou  move  our  patience. 

Q^Mar,  Foul  fhame  upon  you?  you  have  all  mov'd 
mine. 

jRi^,  Were  you  well  ferv'd,  you  would  be  taught  your 
duty. 

Q.  Mar.  To  ferve  me  well,  you  all  Hiould  do  me  duty. 
Teach  me  to  be  your  Queen,  and  ^  ou  my  Subjedls : 
O,  ferve  me  well,  and  reach  your  felveb  that  duty. 

Dsr/.  ]>ifpiue  not  with  her,  (he  is  lunatick. 

Q^Mar.  Peace,  aiafter  M^rquifs,  you  are  malapert ; 
Your  fire- new  fiamp  of  honour  is  icarce  current. 
O,  that  your  young  nobility  could  judge 
What  'twere  to  lofe  it,  and  be  miferable  ! 
They,  that  Hand  high,  have  many  blafts  to  lhake  them  ; 
And.  if  thev  fail,  they  da fh  therafelves  to  pieces. 

Glo.  Good  counfel,  marry,  learn  it,  learn  it,  Marquifi. 

Dorf,  It  touches  you,  my  Lord,  as  much  as  me. 

G/e.  Ay,  and  much  more^  but  I  was  born  fo  high. 

Our 
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Our  Airy  buildeth  in  the  cedar's  top, 

And  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  fcorns  the  fun. 

Q.  Mar,  And  turns  the  fun  to  lhade ;  alas !  alas ! 

Witnefs  my  fon,  now  in  the  fhade  of  death ; 
Whofe  bright  out-lhining  beams  thy  cloudy  wrath 
Hath  in  eternal  darknefs  folded  up. 
Your  Airy  buildeth  in  our  Airie*s  nefl ; 
O  God,  that  feed  it,  do  not  fuffer  it : 
As  it  was  won  with  blood,  fo  be  it  loft  f 

Biick,  Peace,  peace  for  fhame,  if  not  for  charity. 
Q^Mar,  Urge  neither  charity  nor  ihame  to  me; 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt. 
And  fhamefully  my  hopes,  by  you,  are  butchered. 
My  charity  is  outrage,  life  my  ihame, 
And  in  my  fhame  Itill  live  my  forrow's  rage  ! 
Btick,  Have  done,  have  done.  ^ 

Mar.  O  Princely  Buckinghamy  Til  kifs  thy  hand. 
In  fign  of  league  and  amity  with  thee : 
Nov/  fair  befall  thee,  and  thy  noble  Houfe  ! 
Thy  garments  are  not  fpotted  with  our  blood; 
Nor  thou  within  the  compafs  of  my  curfe. 

Buck,  Nor  no  one  here ;  for  curfes  never  pafs 
The  lips  of  thofe,  that  breathe  them  in  the  air. 

Mar,  I'll  not  beheve,  but  they  afcend  the  sky. 
And  there  awake  God's  gentle  deeping  peace, 
O  Buckinghaniy  beware  of  yonder  dog ; 
Look,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites ;  and,  when  he  bitcsj, 
His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death  ; 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him. 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  have  fet  their  marks  upon  him; 
And  all  their  minifters  attend  on  him. 

Glo.  What  doth  (he  fay,  my  Lord  of  Buckingham  ? 
Buck.  Nothing  that  I  refpeft,  my  gracious  Lord* 
Q^Mar.  What,  doft  thou  fcorn  me  for  my  gentle 
counfel  ? 

And  footh  the  devil,  that  I  warn  thee  from? 
O,  but  remember  this  another  day  ; 
When  he  fhall  fplit  thy  very  heart  with  forrow  j 
And  fay^  poor  Mar g  ret  was  a  Prophetefs. 
Live  each  of  you  the  fubjei5t  to  his  hate. 
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And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's  ?  \_Exit. 

Buck.  My  hair  doth  ftand  on  end  to  hear  her  Curfes. 

Riqj,  And  fo  doth  mine  :  I  wonder,  (he's  at  liberty. 

GIo.  I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God'«  holy  Mother  j 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof,  that  I  have  done  to  her. 

Dorf.  I  never  did  her  any,  to  my  knowledge. 

Glo.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong : 
I  was  too  hot  to  do  forae  body  good. 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Marry,  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repay 'd ; 
He  isfrank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains, 
God  pardon  them,  that  are  the  caufe  thereof  \ 

Ri^.  A  virtuous  and  a  chriftian-like  conclufion. 
To  pray  for  them  that  have  done  fcathe  to  us. 

G/o,  So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advis'd  ; 
For  had  I  curft  now,  I  had  curft  my  felf.  [AJlJe, 

Enter  CatCbby. 

Cater  Madam,  h-is  Majelly  doth  call  for  you. 
And  for  your  Grace,  and  you,  my  noble  lord. 
^een,  Cateshy^  we  come;  lords,  will  you  go  with 
us  ? 

Ri^,  Madam,  we  will  attend  your  Grace. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Glouceftcr. 

Gh,  I  do  the  wrong,  and  firll  begin  to  brawl. 
The  fecret  mifchiefs,  that  I  fet  a-broach, 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence,  whom  I  indeed  have  laid  in  darknefs, 
I  do  beweep  to  many  fimple  gulls, 
Namely  to  Stanley,  Hajlings,  Buckingham ; 
And  tell  them,  'tis  the  Queen  and  her  allies 
That  ftir  the  King  again ll  the  Duke  my  brother. 
Now  they  believe  it,  and  withal  whet  me 
To  be  reveng'd  on  Risers,  Dorfet,  Gray. 
But  then  1  figh,  and  with  a  piece  of  Scripture, 
Tell  them,  that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil : 
And  thus  I  cloathe  my  naked  villany 
With  old  odd  ends,  ftoi'n  forth  of  holy  Writ, 
And  feem  a  Saint,  when  moil  I  play  the  DeviL 
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Enter  tivo  Murtherers, 
But  foft,  here  come  my  executioners. 
How  now,  my  handy,  flout,  refolved  mates. 
Are  you  now  going  to  difpatch  this  deed  ? 

I .  FiL  We  are,  my  lord,  and  come  to  have  the  War- 
rant, 

That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

Glo.  Well  thought  upon,  I  have  it  here  about  me  : 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crw^- place. 
But,  Sirs,  be  fudden  in  ihe  execution. 
Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead  ; 
For  Clarenct  is  well-fpoken,  and,  perhaps. 
May  move  your  hearts  to  pity,  if  you  mark  him. 

FiL  Fear  not,  my  lord,  we  will  not  (land  to  prate  ; 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  afTur'd, 
We  go  to  ufe  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 

Glo.  Your  eyes  drop  milMlones,  when  fools'  eyes  drop 
tears. 

I  like  you,  lads;  about  your  bufinefs ;  go.  {Exeunt^ 
SCENE  changes  to  the  Tower. 

Enter  Clarence  « Brakenbury. 

Br  ah  WJ^^  looks  your  Grace  fo  heavily  to  day  ? 

V V     Clar,  O,  I  have  paft  a  miferable  night. 
So  full  of  ugly  fights,  of  ghailly  dreams. 
That,  as  I  am  a  chriftian  faithful  man, 
I  would  not  fpend  another  fuch  a  night 
Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days : 
So  full  of  difmal  terror  was  the  time. 

Br  ah.  What  was  your  dream,  my  lord  ?  I  pray  you, 
tell  me. 

Clar.  Methought,  that  I  had  broken  from  the  Ti^iv^rj 
And  was  embark'd  to  crofs  to  Burgundyy 
And  in  my  company  my  brother  Glo'Jier ; 
Who  from  my  Cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon  the  Hatches.    Thence  we  look'd  tow'rd  England, 
And  cited  up  a  thoufand  heavy  times. 
During  the  Wars  of  Tork  and  Lancajier, 

That 
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That  had  befarn  us.    As  we  pac'd  along 

Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  Hatches, 

Methought,  that  Glo'Jler  Humbled  ;  and  in  falling 

Struck  me  (that  fought  to  ftay  him)  over-board. 

Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 

Lord,  Lord,  methought,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown! 

What  dreadful  noife  of  waters  in  my  cars ! 

What  fights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes  f 

I  thought,  I-faw  a  thoufand  fearful  wrecks ; 

A  thoufand  men,  that  fi(hes  gnaw'd  upon  ; 

Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 

Ineftimable  llones,  unvalued  jewels. 

Some  lay  in  dead  mens'  skulL  ;  and  in  thofe  holes. 

Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept. 

As  'twere  in  fcorn  of  Eyes,  refici^ing  Gems ; 

That  woo'd  the  flimy  bottom  of  the  deep. 

And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  fcatter'd  by. 

Brak,  Had  you  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of  death. 
To  gaze  upon  the  Secrets  of  the  Deep  ? 

Clar.  Methought,  I  had  ;  and  often  did  I  Hrive 
To  yield  the  gholl ;  but  ftill  the  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  foul,  and  would  not  kt  it  forth 
To  find  the  empty,  vaft,  and  wandVing  air  i 
But  fmother'd  it  within  my  panting  bulk. 
Which  almoft  burft  to  belch  it  in  the  fea. 

Brak.  Awak'd  you  not  with  this  fore  agony  ? 

Clar.  No,  no,  my  dream  was  lengthned  after  life* 

0  then  began  the  tempefl  to  my  foul : 

1  paft,  methought,  the  melancholy  flood. 
With  that  grim  ferry-man,  which  Poets  write  of. 
Unto  the  Kingdom  of  perpetual  Night. 

The  firft  that  there  did  greet  my  ftranger  foul. 
Was  my  great  father-in-law,  renowned  War^kk^ 

Who  cry'd  aloud  What  fccurge  for  perjury 

Can  this  dark  Monarchy  alFord  falle  Clarence  ? 
And  fo  he  vanifh'd.    Then  came  wand'ring  by 
A  (hadow  like  an  angeK  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood,  and  he  (hriek'd  out  aloud' 
Clarence  is  Comfe,  falfe,  fleeting,  perjur'd  Clarence, 
That  flabb  a  me  in  the  field  by  Je^ksbury  ; 

Seize 
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Seize  on  him,  Furies,  take  him  to  your  torments ! 
With  that,  methought,  a  legion  of  foul  fiends 
Inviron'd  me,  and  howled  in  mine' ears 
Such  hideous  cries,  that  with  the  very  noife 
I,  trembling,  wak'd  ;  and  for  a  feafon  after 
Could  not  believe  but  that  1  was  in  Hell : 
Such  terrible  impreflion  made  my  dream. 

Brak,  No  marvel,  lord,  that  it  affrighted  you; 
I  am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Clar,  Ah !  Brakenburyy  I  have  done  thofe  thingt. 
That  now  give  evidence  againft  my  foul. 
For  Edward\  fake ;  and,  fee,  how  he  requites  me ! 

0  God  I  if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appeafe  thee. 
But  thou  wilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  mifdeeds. 

Yet  execute  thy  wrath  on  me  alone  : 

O,  fpare  my  guiltlefs  wife,  and  my  poor  children  f 

1  pr'ythee,  Brakenhuryy  (lay  by  me  ; 

My  foul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  fleep. 

Brak,  I  will,  my  lord ;  Xjod  give  your  Grace  good 
Reft! 

Sorrow  breaks  feafons  and  repofing  hours,  \_Afide^ 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noon- tide  night. 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glorits. 
An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil ; 
And,  for  unfelt  imaginations. 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  reftlefs  cares  : 
So  that  between  their  titles,  and  low  name, 
There*s  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame. 
Enter  the  t^o  Murtherers. 

1  ViL  Ho,  who's  there  ? 

Brak,  In  God's  name,  what  art  thou  ?  how  cam'ft 
thou  hither  ? 

2  ViL  I  would  fpeak  with.  Clarme,  and  I  came  hither 
on  my  legs. 

BraA.  What,  fo  brief  ? 

I  Fil,  '  fis  better.  Sir,  than  to  be  tedious.  Let  him 
fee  our  Comoiifnon,'  and  talk  no  more. 

BraA.  [Reads.]  I  am  in  this  comman  ded,  to  deliver 
The  noble  Duke  of  Clarence  to  yourLanii, 

Voi..  V.  K  I  will 
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I  will  not  rcafon  what  is  meant  hereby, 

Becaufe  I  will  be  guiltlefs  of  the  meaning. 

There  lyei  the  Duke  afleep,  and  there  the  keys. 

ril  to  the  King,  and  fignify  to  him, 

That  thus  1  have  refign'd  to  you  my  Charge.  [Exit, 

1  77/.  You  may.  Sir,  'tis  a  point  of  wifdom :  fare 
you  well. 

2  FiL  What,  fhall  we  llab  him  as  he  fleeps? 

1  Fil.  No;  he'll  fay,  'twas  done  cowardly,  when  he 
wakes. 

2  Fil.  When  he  wakes !  why,  Fool,  he  fliall  never 
.wake  until  the  great  Judgment-day. 

i'  FiL  Why,  then  he'll  fay,  we  ilabb'd  him  fleeping. 
2  Fil.  The  urging  of  that  word.  Judgment,  hath  bred 
a  kind  of  remorfc  in  me. 

1  Fil.  What  ?  art  thou  afraid  ? 

2  Fil,  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  Warrant  for  it :  But 
to  be  damn'd  for  killing  him,  from  the  which  no  War- 
rant can  defend  me. 

-   I  Fil.  ril  back  to  the  Duke  of  Glo'JIer,  and  tell  him 
fa. 

2  Fil.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  ftay  a  little:  I  hope,  this  holy 
humour  of  mine  will  change  ;  It  was  wont  to  hold  me 
but  while  one  would  tell  twenty. 

1  p'il.  How  doft  thou  feel  thyfelf  now  ? 

2  Fil.  Faith,  fome  certain  dregs  of  confclence  are  yet 
within  me. 

1  Fil.  Remember  the  reward,  when  the  deed's  done. 

2  Fil.  Come,  he  dies :  I  had  forgot  the  reward. 

1  Fil.  Where's  thy  confcience  now  I 

2  FiL  O,  in  the  Duke  of  Glofier\  purfe. 

1  Fil.  When  he  opens  his  purfe  to  give  us  our  reward, 
thy  confcience  flyes  out. 

2  FiL  'Tis  no  matter,  let  it  go  ;  there's  few  or  none 
will  entertain  it. 

1  Fil.  What  if  it  come  to  thee  again  ? 

2  FiL  I'll  not  meddle  with  it  \  it  is  a  dangerous  Thing, 
it  makes  a  man  a  coward  :  a  man'  cannot  Ileal,  but  it 
accujeth  him  ;  a  man  cannot  fwear,  but  it  checks  him  ; 
a  man  cannot  lye  with  his  neighbour's  wife,  but  it  de- 
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tc6ls  him.  'Tis  a  blulhing  fiiame  fac'd  fpirit,  that  mu- 
tinies in  a  Man's  bofom  :  it  fills  one  full  of  obftacles.  It 
made  me  once  reftore  a  purfe  of  gold,  that  by  chance  I 
found.  It  beggars  any  man  that  keeps  it.  It  is  turn'd 
out  of  towns  and  cities  for  a  dangerous  thing ;  and  every 
man,  that  means  to  live  well,  endeavours  to  trull  to  him- 
felf,  and  live  without  it. 

1  Vil.  '  ris  even  now  at  my  elbow,  perfuading  me  not 
to  kill  the  Duke. 

2  FiL  Take  the  devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe  him 
not :  he  would  inlinuate  with  thee  but  to  make  thee  ligh. 

1  FiL  I  am  ftrong-fram'd,  he  cannot  prevail  with  me. 

2  Vil.  Spoke  like  a  tall  fellow,  that  refpe^ls  his  repu- 
tation.   Come,  (hall  we  fall  to  work  ? 

1  ViL  Take  him  over  the  collard,  v/ith  the  hilt  of 
thy  fword  ;  and  then  throw  him  into  the  malm  fie  butt, 
in  the  next  room. 

2  Fil.  O  excellent  device,  and  make  a  fop  of  him. 

1  FiL  Soft,  he  wakes.    Shall  I  ftrikef 

2  FiL  No,  we'll  reafon  with  him. 

Ciar,  Where  art  thou.  Keeper  ?  ^ive  me  a  cup  of 

wine.  ; 
1  FiL  You  (hall  have  wine  enougll,  my  lord,  anon. 
Clar,  In  God's  nahie,  what  art  thou  ? 
I  FiL  A  man,  as  you  are. 
Clay,  But  not,  as  f  am,  royal. 
I  FiL  Nor  you,  as  we  are,  loyal. 
Clar.  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  looks  are  humble. 
X  FiL  My  voice  is  now  the  King*s,  my  looks  mine 

own. 

Clar.  How  darkly,  and  how  deadly  doft  thou  fpcak  f 
Your  eyes  do  menace  me :  why  look  you  pale  ? 
Who  fent  you  hither?  wherefore  do  you  come?  . 

Both.  To,  to,  to      '  * 

Clar.  To  murtherme? 

Both,  Ay,  ay. 

Clar.  You  fcarcely  have  the  hearts  to  tell  me  fo  ! 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  heart,  to  do  it. 
Wherein,  my  friends,  have  I  offended  you  ? 

I  FiL  OiFended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  King; 

K  2  Clar: 
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C/Vrr.  I  fhall  be  reconcird  to  him  again. 

2  l^il.  Never,  my  lord,  therefore  prepare  to  die. 

Clar.  Are  you  callM  forth  from  out  a  world  of  men, 
To  flay  the  innocent  ?  what's  my  offence  ? 
Where  is  the  evidence  that  doth  accufe  me  ? 
What  lawful  Quell  have  giv*n  their  verdidl  up 
Unto  the  frowning  judge  ?  or  who  pronounced 
The  bitter  Sentence  of  poor  Clarence  death  ? 
Before  I  be  convi6l  by  courfe  of  law. 
To  threaten  me  with  death,  is  moft  unlawful 
J  charge  you,  as  you  hope  to  have  Redemption, 
That  you  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  on  me : 
The  deed,  you  undertake,  is  damnable. 

1  Vil.  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  Command. 

2  Vil.  And  he  that  hath  commanded,  is  our  King. 
Clar.  Erroneous  valTals  !  the  great  King  of  Kings 

Hath  in  the  Table  of  his  Law  commanded. 
That  thou  (halt  do  no  Murther  ;  wiil  you  then 
Spurn  at  his  edi(!^,  and  fulfil  a  man*s  ? 
Take  heed,  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hand. 
To  hurl  upon  their  heads  that  break  vhis  law. 

2  ViL  And  that  fame  vengeance  doth  he  hurl  on  thee 
For  falfe  forfwearing,  and  for  murther  too  : 
'T  hou  didll  receive  the  Sacrament,  to  fight 
In  Quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier. 

1  Vil.  And,  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of  God, 
Didd  break  that  vow ;  and  with  thy  treacherous  bladf , 
Unrip'dft  the  bowels  of  thy  Sovereign's  fon. 

2  Vil.  Whom  thou  wert  fworn  to  cherifh  and  defend. 

'  1  Vil.  How  canft  thou  urgeGod*s  dreadful  Law  to  u:^ 
When  thou  haft  broke  it  in  fuch  high  degree  ? 

Clar.  Alas  !  for  whofe  fake  did  1  that  ill  deed  ? 
For  Ed^ivard,  for  my  brother,  for  his  fake. 
He  fends  you  not  to  murther  me  for  this  : 
For  in  that  fin  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
If  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 
O,  know  you  yet,  he  doth  it  publickly; 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  arm ; 
He  needs  no  indirect,  nor  lawlefs  courfe. 
To  cut  olF  thofe  that  have  offended  him. 

I  Vil. 
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I  PV.  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  minifler, 
When  gallant  fpringing  brave  Plantngenet, 
That  Princely  novice,  was  ftruck  dead  by  thee  ? 

Clar.  My  brother's  love,  thedevi!,  and  my  rage. 

1  Vtl.  Thy  brother's  love,  our  du:y,  and  thy  fault. 
Provoke  us  hither  new,  to  fl  lughter  thee. 

Clar.  Jf  you  do  love  my  brother,  hate  not  me  : 
I  am  his  brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 
If  you  are  hir'd  for  Meed,  go  back  again, 
And  I  will  fend  you  to  my  brother  Glojierj 
Who  will  reward  you  better  for  my  life. 
Than  Edvjard  will  for  tidings  of  my  death, 

2  ViL  Vou  are  deceived,  your  brother  Glo^Jler  hates 

you. 

Clar.  Oh,  no»  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear : 
Go  you  to  him  from  me. 
Both,  Ay,  fowewil]. 

Ciar,  Tell  him,  when  that  our  Princety  father  Tork 
Bleft  his  three  fons  with  his  vidorious  arm. 
And  charg'd  us  from  his  foul  to  love  each  other, 
He  little  thought  of  this  divided  friendOiip : 
Bid  Glo'Jier  think  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 

I  Fil,  Ay,  mill-ftones ;  as  helefTon'd  us  to  weep. 

Clar,  O  do  not  fiander  him,  for  he  is  kind. 

1  ViL  As  fnow  in  harveft:  —  you  deceive  yourfelf; 
'Tis  he  that  fends  us  to  deftroy  you  here. 

Clar,  It  cannot  be,  for  he  bewept  my  fortune. 
And  hugg'd  me  in  his  arms,  and  fwore  with  fobs. 
That  he  would  labour  my  delivery. 

1  ViL  Why,  fo  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  you 
From  this  earth's  thraldom  to  the  joys  of  heav'n. 

2  ViL  Make  peace  with  God,  for  you  muft  die,  my 

lord, 

CUr.  Have  you  that  holy  feeling  in  your  foul. 
To  counfel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 
And  are  you  yet  to  your  own  fouls  fo  blind, 
That  you  will  war  with  God,  by  murd'ring  me  ? 
O  Sirs,  confider,  they,  that  fet  you  on 
To  do  this  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed. 

2  ViL  What  ihall  we  do  ? 

K  3  Clar. 
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Clar,  Relent,  and  fave  your  fouls. 
"U'bich  of  you,  if  you  were  a  Prince's  Ton, 
Being  pent  from  liberty,  as  I  am  now. 
If  two  Aich  murtherers,  as  yourfelves,  came  to  yoa. 
Would  not  intreat  for  lite  ?  ah !  you  would  beg. 
Were  you  in  ray  dillrefs.  

1  Vil.  Relent?  'tis  cowardly  and  womanifti. 
Clar.  Not  to  relent,  is  beailly,  favage,  devilifh. 

My  friend,  I  fpy  fome  pity  in  thy  looks : 
O,  if  thine  eye  be  not  a  flatterer. 
Come  thou  on  my  fide,  and  intreat  for  me. 
A  begging  Prince  what  Beggar  pities  not  ? 

2  Vil,  Look  behind  you,  my  lord. 

1  FiL  Take  that,  and  that ;  if  all  this  will  not  do, 

[^Stabs  him, 

I'll  drown  you  in  the  malmfie-butt  within.  [Exit* 

2  Vii  A  bloody  deed,  and  dcfp'rately  difpatch'd  : 
How  fain,  like  Pi/ate,  would  I  wafh  my  hands 

Of  this  moil  grievous  guilty  munher  done  ! 

Re  tnter  Jirji  Villain. 

1  ViL  How  now?  whatn;ean'{l  thou,  that  thouhelp'ft 

me  not  ? 

By  heav'n,  the  Duke  fhall  know  how  flack  you've  been. 

2  Vil,  I  would  he  knew,  that  I  had  fav'd  his  brother  ! 
Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  fay  ; 

For  I  repent  me,  that  the  Duke  is  fiain.  [Exit, 

I  ViL  So  do  not  I ;  go,  Coward,  as  thou  art. 
Well,  ril  go  hide  the  body  in  fome  hole, 
'Till  that  the  Duke  give  order  for  his  burial : 
And,  when  I  have  my  Meed,  I  muft  away  ; 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  muft  not  ftay.  {Exit. 
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.ACT  II. 

SCENE,   The  Court. 

Enter  King  Edward  fick,  the  ^4een^  DoiTet,  Rivers, 
Haftings,  Catesby,  Buckingham,  Woodvilc* 

K.  Edward. 

WHY,  To ;  now  have  I  done  a  good  day's  work. 
You  Peers,  continue  this  united  league  : 
I  every  day  expe6l  an  embafTage 
From  my  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence. 
And  now  in  peace  my  foul  ihall  part  to  heav'n, 
Since  I  have  made  my  friends  at  peace  on  earth  5 
Haftings  and  Risers ^  take  each  other's  hand ; 
Diflemble  not  your  hatred  ;  fvvear  your  love. 

Riv,  By  heav'n,  my  foul  is  purg'd  from  grudging 
hate ; 

And  with  my  hand  I  feal  my  true  heart's  love. 

Haft,  So  thrive  I,  as  I  truly  fwear  the  like ! 

K.  Ed^,  Take  heed,  you  dally  not  before  your  King ; 
Left  he,  that  is  the  fupream  King  of  Kings,  ^  ^ 

Confound  your  hidden  fallhood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  other's  end. 

Haft,  So  profper  I,  as  I  fwear  perfed  love  ! 

Ri^.  And  I,  as  I  love  Haftings  with  my  heart  [ 

K.  Ed^^.  Madam,  yourfelf  is  not  exempt  from  this ; 
Nor  your  .fon  Dorfet  ;  Buckingham^  nor  you  ; 
You  have  been  fadious  one  againll  the  other. 
Wife,  love  lord  Haftings^  let  him  kifs  your  hand  ; 
And  what  you  do,  do  it  unfeignedly. 

^een.  There,  Haftings;— -l  will  never  more  remember 
Our  former  hatred ;  fo  thrive  I  and  mine  ! 

K.  Ed^.  Dorfet t  embrace  him :  Haftings y  love  lord 
Marquifs. 

Dor.  This  interchange  of  love,  I  here  prot€ft. 
Upon  my  part,  ftiall  be  inviolable. 

K  4  Hafl 
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Hajl,  And  fo  fvvear  I. 

K.  Ed^.  Now,  Princely  Buckingham^  feal  thou  thii 
league 

With  thy  embrace m en ts  to  my  wife's  allies,  *  . 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  unity. 

Buck.  When  ever  Buckingham  doth  turn  his  hate 
Upon  your  Gracej  and  not  with  duteous  Jove 

\Jo  the  ^een. 
Doth  cherifh  you  and  yours,  God  punifh  me 
With  Hale  in  thofe  where  I  expedl  moft  love  !— — 
When  T  have  moft  need  to  employ  a  friend. 
And  moft  alTured  thr.t  he  is  a  friend, 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  ?.nd  full  of  guile. 
Be  he  to  rrie  f   This  do  I  beg  of  heaven, 
When  f  am  cold  in  zeal  to  you  or  yours. 

^Embracing  Rivers,  if 

K.  Ediu.  A  pleafing  cordial.  Princely  Buckingham, 
Is  this  thy  vcw  unto  my  fickly  heart. 
There  wanieth  new  our  brother  Qlofier  here. 
To  make  the  bleffed  period  of  this  peace. 

Buck,  And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  noble  Duke. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  ^ith  RatclifF. 

QIo.  Good  morrow  to  my  Sovereign  King  and  Queen  j 
And,  Princely  Peers,  a  happy  time  of  day. 

K.  Ednjo.  Happy,  indeed,  as  we  have  fpent  the  day  : 
Brother,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charity  ; 
Made  peace  of  enmity,  fair  love  of  hate, 
Between  thel%  fwelling  wrong-incenfed  Peers. 

Qlo.  A  blefted  labour,  my  moft  Sovereign  Liege: 
Among  this  Princely  heap,  if  any  here 
By  falle  intelligence,  or  wrong  furmife, 
Hold  me  a  foe  ;  if  f  unwittingly 
Ha*ve  aught  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 
By  any  in  this  prefence,  I  deilre 
To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace  : 
•Jis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity  ; 
I  hate  it,  and  de/ire  all  good  men's  love. 
Fitft,  Modam,  I  intreat  true  peace  of  you. 
Which  I  will  purchafe  with  my  duteous  fervice: 
'  *  Of 
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Of  you,  my  i\oh\^co\i^m  Buckingham , 

If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us : 

Of  you,  and  you,  lord  Ri<vers,  and  of  Dor/ef, 

That  all  without  defert  have  frown'd  on  me  : 

Of  you,  lord  Wood'vile,  and  lord  Scales  j  of  you  ; 

Dukes,  Earls,  Lords,  Gentlemen;  indeed  of  alL 

I  do  not  know  that  Englijhman  alive. 

With  whom  my  foul  is  any  jot  at  odds, 

More  than  the  infant  that  is  born  to-night; 

I  thank  my  God  for  my  humility. 

^een.  A  holy -day  rfiall  this  be  kept  hereafter : 
I  would  to  God,  all  llrifes  were  well  compounded ! 
My  Sovereign  lord,  I  do  befeech  your  Highnefs 
To  take  our  brother  Clarence  to  your  grace. 

Glo.  Why,  Madam,  have  I  offer'd  love  for  this. 
To  be  fo  flouted  in  this  royal  prefence  ? 
Who  knows  not,  that  the  gentle  Duke  is  dead ! 

\Jhey  all  ft  art. 

You  do  him  injury  to  fcorn  his  coarfe. 
K.  Edvo,  Who  knows  not,  he  is  dead !  who  knows, 
he  is  ? 

^een.  All-feeing  Heaven,  what  a  world  is  this ! 

Buck,  Look  I  fo  pale,  lord  Dorfet^  as  the  reft  ? 

Dor,  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  and  no  man  in  the  prefence. 
But  his  red  colour  hath  forfook  his  cheeks. 

K.  Ed-w,  Is  Clarence  dead  ?  the  order  was  reversed. 

Glo,  Bathe,  poor  man,  by  your  firft  order  died. 
And  That  a  winged  Mercury  did  bear  ; 
Some  tardy  cripple  had  the  countermand. 
That  came  too  lag  to  fee  him  buried. 
God  grant,  that  fome  lefs  noble,  and  lefs  loyal. 
Nearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  blood, 
Deferve  no  worfe  than  wretched  Clarence  did. 
And  yet  go  current  from  fufpicion  ! 

Enter  Zc^r^  Stanley . 

Stanl,  A  boon,  my  SovVeign,  for  my  Service  done. 
K.  EdnAj,  I  pr'ythee,  peace;  my  foul  is  full  of  forrow, 
Stanl,  i  will  not  rife,  unlefs  your  Highnefs  hear  me, 
K ,  Ed^v,  Then  fay  at  once,  what  is  it  thcu  requeft'il^ 
K  S  StanL 
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Stanl.  The  forfeit,  Sovereign,  of  my  fervaiit's  life? 
Who  flew  to-day  a  riotous  gentleman, 
Lately  attendant  on  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

K.  Eii^M.  Have  I  a  tongue  to  doom  my  brother's 
death  ? 

And  fhall  that  tongue  give  pardon  toa  flave  ? 

My  brother  kill'd  no  man ;  his  fault  was  thought ; 

And  yet  his  Puniiliment  was  bitter  death. 

Who  fued  to  me  for  him  ?  who,  in  my  v/rath, 

Kneel'd  at  my  feet,  and  bid  me  be  advis'd  ? 

Who  fpoke  of  brotherhood  ?  who  fpoke  of  love  ? 

Who  told  me,  how  the  poor  foul  did  forfakc 

The  mighty  JVarwck,  and  did  fight  for  me  ? 

Who  told  me,  in  the  field  at  Tenxhhmy, 

When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  refcued  me  f 

And  faid,  Dear  brother,  live,  and  be  a  King? 

Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  field, 

Prozen  almoft  to  death,  how  he  did  lap  me 

Ev'n  in  his  garments,  and  did  give  himfelf 

All  thin,  and  naked,  to  the  numb  cold  night? 

All  this  from  my  remembrance  brutilh  wrath 

Sinfully  pluckM,  and  not  a  man  of  you 

Had  fo  much  grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind. 

But  when  your  carters,  or  your  waiting  vafl'als 

Hove  done  a  drunken  (laughter,  and  defaced 

The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer; 

You  llrait  are  on  your  knees  for  pardon,  pardon,— 

And  I,  unjudly  too,  mull  grant  it  you. 

But  for  my  brother  not  a  man  would  fpeak. 

Nor  I,  ungracious,  fpake  unto  my^ii^i^ 

For  him,  poor  foul.    The  proadelt  of  you  all 

Have  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  Hfe  : 

Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  for  his  life. 

O  God  !  I  fear,  thy  juftice  will  take  hold  ^ 

On  me,  and  you,  and  mir-e^,  and  yours,  for  this. 

Come,  HaftingSy  help  me  to  my  clofet.  Ah! 

Poor  Clarence  f    [Exeunt  fome  nx:ith  the  King  and ^een. 

Glo.  Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  rafhnefs :  mark'd  you  not. 
How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the  Queen 
Xook'd  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  Clarcme'  death  ? 
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O  !  they  did  urge  it  ftill  unto  the  King. 

God  will  revenge  it.    Come,  lords,  will  you  go 

To  comfort  Edward our  company  ?  [Excu^^t, 

Enter  the  Dut chefs  of  York,  nxjith  the  tvjo  children  of 
Clarence. 

Son.  GoodGrandam,  tell  us,  is  our  father  dead  ? 
Dutch,  No,  boy, 

Daugh.  Why  do  you  weep  fo  oft?  and  beat  your 
breaft  ? 

And  cry,  O  Clarence!  my  unhappy  fon  ! 

Son.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  (hake  your  head. 
And  call  us  orphans,  wretches,  caft-aways. 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  ? 

Dutch,  My  pretty  Coufms,  you  miftake  me  both. 
I  do  lament  the  ficknefs  of  the  King, 
As  loth  to  lofe  him ;  not  your  father's  death ; 
It  were  loft  forrow  to  wail  one  that's  loft. 

San.  Then  you  conclude,  my  Grandam,  he  is  dead. 
The  King  mine  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this. 
God  will  revenge  it,  whom  I  will  importune 
With  daily  carneft  prayers. 

Daugh,  And  fo  will  I. 

Dutch.  Peace,  children,  peace!  the  King  doth  love 
you  well. 
Incapable  and  fhallow  Innocents ! 
You  cannot  guefs,  who  caus'dyour  father's  death. 

Si>n.  Grandam,  we  can;  for  my  good  uncle  Glower 
Told  me,  the  King,  provok'd  to't  by  the  Queen, 
Devis'd  Impeachments  to  imprifon  him  ; 
And  when  my  uncle  told  me  fo,  he  wept. 
And  pitied  me  ;  and  kindly  kift  my  cheek ; 
iBad  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  my  father. 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 

Ehtch,  Ah  !  that  deceit  fhould  fteal  fuch  gentle  fhape. 
And  with  a  virtuous  vizor  hide  deep  vice  ! 
He  is  my  fon,  ah,  and  therein  my  ihame  ; 
Yet  from  my  d  Jgs  he  drew  not  this  deceit. 

Son,  Think  you,  my  uncle  did  diffemble,  Grandam  ? 
Dutch.  Ay,  boy. 

Son. 
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Son,  1  cannot  think  it.    Hark,  what  noife  is  this? 

Enter  the  ^een  imth  her  hair  about  her  earSy  Rivers 
and  Dorfet  after  her, 

^cen.  Ah !  who  (hall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep  ?- 
To  chide  my  fortune,  and  torment  myfelf  ? 
J  11  join  with  black  defpair  againll  my  foiiJ, 
And  to  myielf  become  an  enemy.  

Dutch.  What  means  this  fcene  of  rude  impatience? 

^lecn.  To  make  an  a^5l  of  tragick  violence. 
Edii-ard,  my  lord,  thy  fon,  our  king,  is  dead. 
Why  grow  the  branches,  when  the  root  is  gone  ? 
Why  wither  not  the  leaves,  that  want  their  fap  ? 
If  you  will  live,  lament ;  if  die,  be  brief ; 
That  our  fvvift- winged  fouls  may  catch  the  King's;, 
Or,  like  obedient  Subjeds,  follow  him 
To  his  new  Kingdom  of  perpetual  reft. 

Dutch,  Ah!  io  much  intVefthave  I  in  thy  forroWj^ 
As  1  had  title  to  thy  noble  husband  ; 
I  have  bevvept  a  worthy  husband's  death,. 
And  liv'd  by  looking  on  his  images. 
But  now  two  mirrors  of  his  Princely  femblance 
Are  crack'd  in  pieces  by  malignant  death ; 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  falfe  glafs. 
That  giieves  me  when  I  fee  my  fhame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  yet  thou  art  a  mother; 
And  haft  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left : 
But  death  hath  fnatch'd  my  husband  from  mine  armsp. 
And  pluckt  two  crutches  from  my  feeble  hands, 
Clarence  and  Edward.    O,  what  caufe  have  I, 
(Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  grief) 
To  over- go  thy  plaints,  and  drown  thy  cries ! 

Son,  Ah,.  Aunt!  you  wept  not  for  our  father's  death|. 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  Tears  ? 

Daugh.  Our  fatherlefs  diftrefs  was  left  unmoan'd. 
Your  widow  dolours  like  wife  be  unwept ! 

^een.  Give  me  no  h^lp  in  Lamentation, 
J  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  complaints : 
All  fprings  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes,. 
That  1,  being  govern'd  by  the  watVy  moon, 

Maj 
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May  fend  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  world. 

Ah,  for  my  husband,  for  my  dear  lord  Edward! 

Chil.  Ah,  for  our  father,  for  our  dear  lord  CAzr^/rr^  / 
Dutch.  Alas,   for  both,  both  mine,  Ednjuard  and 
Clarence  ! 

^een.  What  Hay  had  I,  but  Edward?  and  he's  gone. 

ChiL  What  flay  had  we, •but  Clarence?  and  he's  gone. 

Dutch.  What  Hays  had  I,  but  they  ?  and  they  are  gone* 

^een.  Was  never  widow,. had fo  dear  a  lofs. 

Chil.  Were  never  orphans,  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 

Dutch.  Was  never  mother,  hadfo  dear  a  lofs. 
Alas!  1  am  the  mother  of  thefe  griefs. 
Their  woes  are  parcell'd,  mine  are  general. 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  fo  do  I ; 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  fo  doth  not  (he  ; 
Thefe  babes  for  Clarena  weep,  and  fo  do  I. 
Alas !  you  three,  on  me  threefold-diftreft 
Pour  all  your  tears  5  I  am  your  forrow's  nurfe. 
And  1  will  pamper  it  with  lamentations. 

Dor,  Comfort,  dear  mother  ^  God  is  much  difpleas'd^ 
That  with  unthankfulnefs  you  take  his  doing. 
In  common  worldly  things  'tis  calPd  ungrateful 
With  dull  unwiliingnefs  to  pay  a  debt. 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent : 
Much  more  to  be  thus  oppofite  with  heav'n  ; 
For  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  you.  » 

Ri^jers,  Madam,  bethink  you,  like  a  careful  mother. 
Of  the  young  Prince  your  fon  ;  fend  ftrait  for  him. 
Let  him  be  crown'd  j  in  him  your  comfort  lives. 
Drown  defpVate  forrow  in  dead  Edward'^  grave. 
And  plant  your  joys  in  living  Edward's  Throne. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  Buckingham,  Stanley,  Haftings,  atki 
RatchfJ*. 

Glo.  Sifter,  have  comfort :  all  of  us  have  caufc 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  fhining  ftar: 
But  none  can  help  our  harms  by  wailing  them. 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy  j 
I  did  not  fee  you.  — Humbly  on  my  knee 
I  crave  your  BiejfEng. 
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Dutch,  God  blefs  thee,  and  put  meeknefs  inthybreaf!. 
Love,  charity,  obedience  and  true  duty. 

Glo,  Amen,  and  make  mc  die  a  good  old  man  [   . 

That  is  the  butt  end  of  a  mother's  Bleffing ; 
I  marvel,  that  her  Grace  did  leave  it  out. 

Buck.  You  cloudy  Princes^  and  heart-forrowing  Peers, 
That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  moan. 
Now  chear  each  other  in  each  other's  love ; 
Though  we  havefpent  ourharveft  of  this  King, 
We  are  to  reap  the  harveft  of  his  Ton. 
The  broken  rancour  of  your  high-fwoln  hearts. 
But  lately  fplinter'd,  knit  and  join'd  together, 
Muft  gently  be  prcferv'd,  cherifh'd  and  kept  : 
Me  fecmeth  good,  that,  with  fome  little  train, 
Forthwith  from  Ludlonv  the  young  Prince  be  fetch'd  (4) 
Hither  to  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  King. 

Ricv,  Why  with  fome  little  train,  my  lord  of  Buc- 
kingham P 

Buck.  Marry,  my  lord,  left  by  a  multitude 
The  new-  heal'd  wound  of  malice  ihould  break  out ; 
Which  would  be  fo  much  the  more  dangerous. 
By  how  much  the  Eftate  is  yet  ungovern'd. 
Where  every  horfe  bears  his  commanding  rein. 
And  may  dired  his  courfe  as  pleafe  himfelf. 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent. 
In  my  opinion  ought  to  be  prevented. 

G/o.  I  hope,  the  King  made  peace  with  all  of  us ; 
And  the  compad  is  firm,  and  true  in  me. 

Ri'v.  And  fo  in  me  ;  and  fo,  I  think,  in  all. 
Yet  fmce  it  is  but  green,  it  (hould  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelihood  of  breach, 

(4)  Forthivitb  from  Ludlow  the  young  Prince  he  fet:h^dy']EJward, 
the  young  Prince,  in  his  father's  life  tirr.e  ard  at  his'Demifc, 
kept  his  Houfehold  at  Ludlow  as  Prince  of  PFales  )  under  the 
Governance  of  Antony  Woidvile  Earl  of  Riversy  his  Uncle  by 
the  Mother's  fide.  The  Intention  of  his  being  fent  thither 
was  to  fee  Juftice  done  in  the  Marches  5  and,  by  the  Authori- 
ty of  his  prefence,  to  reftrain  the  Weljhmenj  who  were  wiW, 
diflblute,  and  ill-difpofed,  from  their  accuilom'd  Murthers  and 
Outrages,  r/V.Hail,  HolingOiead, 

Which, 
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Which,  haply,  by  much  company  might  be  urg'd ; 
Therefore  I  fay,  with  noble  Buckingham^ 
That  it  is  meetfo  few  fhould  fetch  the  Prince. 
HaJ},  And  fo  fay  I. 

Glo.  Then  be  itfo;  and  go  we  to  determine. 
Who  they  fliall  be  that  ftrait  ftiall  poll  to  Ltidlouu, 
Madam,  and  you  my  filler,  will  you  go. 
To  give  your  cenfures  in  this  weighty  bufmefs  ?  [Exeunt, 
[Manent  Buckingham  and  Gloucefter. 

Buc^,  My  lord,  whoever  journies  to  the  Prince, 
Por  God's  fake,  let  not  us  Two  flay  at  home  5 
For  by  the  way,  I'll  fort  occafion, 
As  index  to  the  ftory  we  late  talk'd  of. 
To  part  the  Queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  Prince, 

G/a,  My  other  felf,  my  counfeFs  confiftory. 
My  oracle,  my  prophet! — My  dear  coufin,  (5) 
I,  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  diredion, 
TowVd  Ludlo^iV  then,  for  we'll  not  ftay  behind.  \^Exeuni» 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Street  near  the  Court. 

Enter  one  Citizen  at  one  door^  and  another  at  the  other ^ 

iC/V./^OOD  morrow,  neighbour,  whither  away 
VJ  fofaft? 
2  Cit,  I  promife  you,  I  hardly  know  my  felf : 
Hear  you  the  news  abroad  ? 

1  Cit.  Yes,  the  King  is  dead. 

2  Cit.  Ill  News,  by*r  lady  ;  feldom  comes  a  better : 
I  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world. 

Enter  another  Citizen, 

3  Cit.  Neighbours,  God  fpeed ! 

1  Cit,  Give  you  good  morrow.  Sir. 
3  Cit,  Doth  the  news  hold  of  good  King  Edward'^ 
death  ? 

(5)  My  ether  Jelfy  my  CounfeVsConJiJlory, 

My  Oracle y  my  Prophet,  my  dear  Coufin  /]  I  have  alter'd  the 
Pointing  of  this  Paffage,  by  the  dire<5lion  of  my  ingenious  Friend 
Mr.  JFarburton  :  becaufe,  by  this  new  Regulation,  a  Arange  and 
ridiculous  AnticUmaff  is  prevented, 

2  Cit. 
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2  Cit.  Ay,  Sir,  it  is  too  true ;  God  help  the  while 

3  Cit.  Then,  madcrs,  look  to  fee  a  troublous  world, 

1  Cit.  No,  no,  by  God's  good  grace  his  fon  fhall  reign. 
3  Cit,  Wo  to  that  Land,  that's  governed  by  a  child  I 

2  Cit,  Jn  him  there  is  a  hope  of  government: 
Which  in  his  non-age,  counfel  under  him. 
And,  in  his  full  and  ripen'd  years,  himfelf. 

No  doubt,  (hall  then,  and  till  then,  govern  well. 

I  Cit.  So  flood  the  State,  when  Henry  the  fixth 
Was  crown'd  in  Paris,  but  at  nine  months  old. 

3  Cit.  Stood  the  State  fo?  no,  no,  good  friends,  God 

wot; 

For  then  this  land  was  famoufly  enrich'd 
With  politick  grave  counfel ;  then  the  King 
Had  virtuous  Uncles  to  proted  his  Grace. 

1  Cit,  Why  fo  hath  this,  both  by  his  father  and  mother. 

3  Cit.  Better  it  were,  they  all  came  by  his  father; 
Or  by  his  father  there  were  none  at  all : 
For  emulation,  who  (hall  now  be  neareft. 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 
O,  full  of  danger  is  the  Duke  of  Glo'Jler ; 
And  the  Queen's  fons  and  brothers  haughty,  proud : 
And  were  they  to  be  ruPd,  and  not  to  rule. 
This  fickly  Land  might  folace  as  before. 

1  Cit,  Come,  come,  we  fear  the  worft ;  all  will  be  weJL 
3  Cit.  When  clouds  are  feen  wife  men  put  on  their 

cloaks ; 

When  great  leaves  fall,  then  winter  is  at  hand  ; 
W^hen  the  Sun  fets,  who  doth  not  look  for  night? 
Untimely  florms  make  men  expeft  a  dearch  : 
All  may  be  well ;  but  if  God  fort  it  fo, 
'Tis  more  than  we  deferve,  or  I  expedl, 

2  Cit,    Truly,  the  hearts  of  men  are  full  of  fear: 
You  cannot  reafon  almoft  with  a  man 

That  looks  not  heavily,  and  full  of  dread. 

3  Cit,  Before  the  days  of  change,  ftill  is  it  fo  ; 
By  a  divine  inftind  men's  minds  miftruft 
Enfuing  danger  ;  as  by  proof  we  fee. 

The  waters  fwell  before  a  boifl'rous  ftorm. 
But  leave  it  all  to  God.    Whither  away  ? 
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1  Cit,  Marry,  we  were  fent  for  to  the  juftices. 

3  Cit.  And  fo  was  I,  Til  bear  you  company.  {^Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  change's  to  the  Court. 

Enter  Archbijhop  o/' York,  the  young  Duke  of  York,  the 
^ueeny  and  the  Dutches  of  York. 

Arch,  T  Heard,  they  lay  the  laft  night  at  'Northampton^ 

At  Stony-Stratford  they  do  rell  to-night: 
To  morrow,  or  next  day»  they  will  be  here. 

Dutch,  I  long  with-  all  my  heart  to  fee  the  Prince  ; 
I  hope,  he  is  much  grown  fince  lad  J  faw  him. 

Slucen,  Bat  1  hear,  not;  they  fay,  my  fon  ofTork 
Has  almoft  over-ta'en  him  in  his  growth. 

Tork,  Ay,  mother,  but  1  would  not  have  it  fo. 

Dutch.  Why,  my  young  Coufin,  it  is  good  to  grow. 

Tork.  Grandam,  one  night  as  we  did  lit  at  fupper. 
My  uncle  Riws  talked  how  I  did  grow 
More  than  my  brother.    Ay,  quoth  my  uncle  Glo'fer^ 
Small  herbs  have  grace,  great  weeds  do  grow  apace. 
And  fince,  methinks,  I  would  not  grow  fo  fail, 
Becaufe  Tweet  flowVs  are  flow,  and  weeds  make  hade. 

Dutch,  Good  faith,  good  faith,  the  faying  did  not  hold 
In  him,  that  did  objed  the  fame  to  thee. 
He  v/as  the  wretched'd  thing,  when  he  was  young ; 
So  long  a  growing,  and  fo  leifurely, 
That,  if  his  Rule  were  true,  he  fhould  be  gracious. 

Tork.  And  fo,  no  doubt,  he  is,  my  gracious  Madam#" 

Dutch.  I  hope,  he  is ;  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt. 

Tork,  Now,  by  my  troth,  if  1  had  been  remember'd, 
I  could  have  giv'n  my  Uncle's  Grace  a  flout 
To  touch  his  growth,  nearer  than  he  touch'd  mine. 

Dutch,  How,  my  young  Tork?  Ipr'ythee,letme  hear  it. 

Tork.  Marry,  they  fay,  my  uncle  grew  fo  faft. 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  cruft  at  two  hours  old  ; 
'Twas  full  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  jeft. 

Dutch,  I  pr'ythee,  pretty  Torky  who  told  thee  this  > 

Tcrk.  Grandam,  his  nurfe. 

Dutch.  His  nurfe !  why,  Ihe  was  dead  ere  thou  waftborii. 

Tork^ 
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Tork.  If  'twe.e  not  (lie,  I  cannot  tell  who  told  me. 

^een.  A  parlous  boy  go  to,  you  are  too  fhrevvd. 

Dutch,  Good  Madaai,  be  not  angry  with  a  child. 
^leen.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

Arch.  Here  comes  a  meffenger  :  what  news  ? 
Mef.  Such  news,  my  lord,  as  grieves  me  to  report. 
^een.  How  doth  the  Prince  ? 
Mef.  Well,  Madam,  and  in  health. 
Dutch,  What  is  thy  news  ? 

Mef.  Lord  Rt<vers  and  lord  Gray  are  fent  to  Pomfret, 
With  them  Sir  Thomas  Vaughan^  prilbners. 
Dutch.  Who  hath  commitred  them  ? 
Mef  The  mighty  Dukes, 
Glo*fer  and  Buckingham. 
Arch.  For  what  offence  ? 
Mef  The  fum  of  all  I  can,  I  have  difclos'd  \ 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  Nobles  were  committed. 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  lady. 

^een.  Ah  me  !  I  fee  the  ruin  of  my  houfe  ; 
The  tyger  now  hath  feiz'd  the  gentle  hind. 
Infulting  tyranny  begins  to  jut 
Upon  the  innocent  and  awlefs  throne  ; 
Welcome,  deftrudion,  blood  and  maffacre! 
I  fee,  as  in  a  map,  the  end  of  all. 

Dutch,  Accurfed  and  unquiet  wrangling  days ! 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  eyes  beheld  ? 
My  husband  loft  his  life  to  get  the  Crown, 
And  often  up  and  down  my  fons  were  toft, 
For  me  to  joy,  and  weep,  their  gain,  and  lofs. 
And  being  feated,  and  domeftick  broils 
Clean  over-blown,  themfelves  the  Conquerors 
Make  war  upon  themfelves,  blood  againft  blood. 
Self  againft  felf ;  O  moft  prepofterous 
And  frantick  outrage  \  end  thy  damned  fpleen  ; 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  death  no  more.  (6) 

(6)  Or  ht  ir.e  die,  t$  look  on  Earth  no  more,']  This  is  the  Read- 
ing of  all  the  Copies,  from  the  firft  Edition,  put  out  by  the  flay 
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^een.  Come,  come,  my  boy,  we  will  to  Sancluary, 
I4adam,  farewel. 

Dutch.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you. 

^een^  You  have  no  caufe. 

Arch.  My  gracious  lady,  go. 
And  thither  bear  your  treafurc  and  your  goods. 
For  my  part.  Til  refign  unto  your  GraCc 
The  Seal  I  keep  ;  and  fo  betide  it  me, 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours ! 
Go,  I'll  condudl  you  to  the  Sanduary.  \Exeunt* 


ACT  HI. 
S  C  E  N  E,  London. 

The  Trumpets  found.     Enter  Prince  of  Wales, 
Dukes  of  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham,  Archbifhop^ 
with  others* 

Buckingham. 

ELCOME,  fweet  Prince,  to  London,  to  your 
Chamber. 

GIo.  Welcome,  dear  Coufin,  my  thought's 
Sovereign, 

The  weary  way  hath  made  you  melancholy. 

Prince,  No,  Uncle,  but  our  crofTes  on  the  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearifom  and  heavy. 

ersy  downwards.  But  the  old  Dutchefs  had  no  Antipathy  to  the 
World,  or  looking  upon  the  Earth  in  general :  Her  Complaints 
are  reftrain'd  to  the  calamitous  Days  fhc  had  feen,  the  Mife- 
ries  and  Slaughters  of  civil  Wars  at  home:  during  the  Procefs 
of  which  flie  had  been  witnefs  to  fo  many  Murthers,  fuch  Ha- 
vock  and  Deftruftion  5  that  ftie  very  reafonably  wiihes,  that  fuch 
Outrage  may  ceafe,  or  that  (he  may  not  live  to  behold  any 
more  Friends  maflacred.  I  have  therefore  reftcred  the  Reading 
of  the  old  S^uarto  in  1597  (which  is  copied  by  all  the  other 
authentick  ^arto's-,)  by  which  the  Thought  is  jfinely  and 
properly  improved. 

Ut  me  dye,  ta  loek  en  Death  no  msrei 
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I  want  more  Uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 

Gis.  Sweet  Prince,  th'  untainted  virtue  of  your  years 
Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  world's  deceit: 
Nor  more  can  you  diflinguifh  of  a  man. 
Than  of  his  outward  fhew,  which,  God  he  knows, 
^^cldom  or  never  jumpcth  with  the  heart. 
Thofe  Uncle?,  which  you  want,  were  dangerous : 
Your  Grace  attended  to  their  fugar'd  words. 
But  looked  not  on  the  poifon  of  their  hearts : 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  from  fuch  falfe  friends ! 

Prince.  God  keep  me  from  falfe  friends !  but  they  were 
none. 

Clo,  My  lord,  the  Mayor  of  London  comes  to  greet 
you. 

Enter  Lord  Mayor » 

Mayor,  God  blefs  your  Grace  with  health  and  happy 

days ! 

Prince,  I  thank  you,  good  my  lord,  and  thank  you 
all: 

I  thought,  my  Mother,  and  my  brother  Tork^ 
Would  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way. 
Fie,  v/hat  a  Aug  is  Hajlings  ?  that  he  comes  not 
To  tell  us,  whether  they  will  come  or  no. 

Enter  Ld?r^  Haftings. 

Buck-  And  in  good  time  here  comes  the  fweating 
lord. 

Prince.  Welcome,  my  lord ;  what,  will  our  mother 
come  ? 

Haft,  On  what  occafion,  God  he  knows,  not 
The  Queen  your  mother,  and  your  brother  Tork^ 
Have  taken  Sandluary  ;  the  tender  Prince 
V/ould  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  Grace3 
But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  vvith-held. 

Buck,  Fie,  what  an  indirect  and  peeviih  courfe 
Is  this  of  hers?  Lord  Cardinal,  will  your  Grace 
Perfuade  the  Queen  to  fend  the  Duke  of  York 
Unto  his  Princely  Brother  prefently  ? 
If  fhe  deny,  lord  HaftingSy  you  go  with  him. 

And 
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And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Arch,  My  Lord  of  Buck'mgham^  if  my  weak  oratory- 
Can  from  his  mother  win  the  Duke  of  Tork^ 
Anon  expedl  him  here ;  but  if  fhe  be 
Obdurate  to  entreaties,  God  forbid. 
We  fhould  infringe  the  holy  privilege 
Of  Sandluary  !  not  for  all  this  land 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  fo  deep  a  fin. 

Buck,  You  are  too  fenfelcfs-obftinate,  my  Lord  ; 
Too  ceremonious,  and  traditional. 
Weigh  it  but  with  the  grofTenefs  of  this  age. 
You  break  not  Sanduary,  in  feizing  him ;  , 
The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 
To  thofe,  whofe  dealings  have  deferv'd  the  place ; 
And  thofe,  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place  ; 
This  Prince  hath  neither  claimed  it,  nor  deferv'd  it; 
Therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it. 
Then  taking  him  from  thence,  that  is  not  there. 
You  break  no  Privilege  nor  Charter  there  : 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  Sanduary-men, 
But  Sanduary  children  ne'er  till  now. 

Arch,  My  Lord,  you  (hall  o'er  rule  my  mind  for  once. 
Come  on.  Lord  HaJIings,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Haji.  I  go,  my  Lord. 

[^Exeunt  Archhijhop  ^?«^Haflings. 

Prince.  Good  Lords,  make*  all  the  fpeedy  hafte  yoi* 
may 

Say,  Uncle  Gld" fiery  if  our  Brother  come. 
Where  (hall  we  fojourn  till  our  Coronation  ? 

Glo.  Where  it  feems  beft  unto  your  royal  felf : 
If  I  may  counfcl  you,  fome  day  or  two 
Your  Highnefs  fhall  repofe  you  at  the  To<wer : 
Then,  where  you  pleafe,  and  fiiall  be  thought  moft  fit 
For  your  beft  health  and  recreation. 

Prince*  I  do  not  like  the  To^er  of  any  place  ? 
Did  Julius  Cafar  build  that  place,  my  Lord  ? 

Buck.  He  did,  my  gracious  Lord,  begin  that  place. 
Which,  fince,  fucceeding  ages  have  re-edify 'd. 

Prince.  Is  it  upon  record  ?  or  elfe  reported 
Succcffively,  from  age  to  age,  he  built  it  ? 

Buck. 
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Buck,  upon  record,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Prince.  But  fay,  my  Lord,  it  v/ere  not  regifter'd, 
Methinks,  the  truth  fhould  hVe  from  age  to  age, 
As  'twere  retail'd  to  all  Pofterity; 
Even  to  the  general  all-ending  day. 

Glo.  So  wife,  fo  young,  they  fay,  do  ne'er  live  long. 

Prince,  What  fay  you,  Uncle  ? 

Glo.  I  fay,  without  characters  Fame  lives  long. 
Thus  like  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity, 
I  moralize  two  meanings  in  one  word.  (7) 

Prince. 

(7)  I'bus  like  the  formal  ViCt,  Iniquity, 

/  mcralize  fwo  Meanings  in  onePFord.]  By  yice,  the  Author 
means  not  a  ^ality  but  a  Per/on,  There  was  hardly  an  old 
Fiay,  till  the  Period  of  the  Reformation,  which  had  not  in  it 
a  Devil,  and  a  droll  Character,  a  Jcftcr;  (who  was  to  play 
upon,  and  work,  the  Devil  j)  and  this  Buffoon  went  by  the 
Name  of  a  F'ice,  A  Vice  in  a  Play,  badin,  mime  5  To  play  the 
Vice,  badiner  ;  Mime,  a  Vice,  Fool,  Jejler,  &c.  in  a  Play  ; 
fays  Cotgrave,  Mimo,  (mimus)  a  Jefier,  a  Vice  ;  fays  Min^ 
Jheiv  in  his  Spanijh  Didtionary.  This  Buffoon  was  at  firft  accou- 
tred with  a  long  Jerkin,  a  Cap  with  a  Pair  of  Afs's  Ears,  and  a 
Wooden  Dagger,  with  which  (like  another  Arlequin)  he  was  to 
make  Sport  in  belabouring  the  Devil,  This  was  the  cpnftant 
Entertainment  in  the  Times  of  Popery,  whilft  Spirits,  and 
Witchcraft,  and  Exorcifmg  4ieid  their  own.  When  the  Reform 
mation  took  place,  the  Stage  fhook  off  fome  Groflities,  and 
increas'd  in  Refinements.  The  Mafler-Dcvil  thenVas  foon 
difmifs'd  from  the  Scene  ;  and  this  Buffoon  was  changed  into  a 
fubordinate  Fiend,  whofe  Bufinefs  v^as  to  range  on  Earth,  and 
feduce  poor  Mortals  into  that  perfonated  vicious  Quality,  which 
he  occafionally  fupported  j  as.  Iniquity  in  general,  Hypocrify, 
Ufury,  Vanity,  Prodigality^  Gluttony,  &c.  Now  as  the  Fiend, 
(or  Vice,)  who  perfonated  Iniquity  (or  Hypocrify,  for  Inf^ance) 
could  never  hope  to  play  his  Game  to  thepurpofe  but  by  hiding 
his  cloven  Foot,  and  affuming  a  Semblance  quite  different  from 
his  real  Charadler  ,  he  mufl  certainly  put  on  a /orwj/ Demean- 
our, moralixe,  and  prevaricate  in  his  Words,  and  pretend  a 
Meaning  diredlly  oppofitc  to  his  genuine  and  primitive  Intention* 
If  this  does  not  explain  the  PafTagc  in  Queilion,  'tis  all  that  I 
can  at  prefent  fuggefl  upon  it :  Unlefs  what  Glo  jier  himfelf  fays 
ia  the  preceding  Aft,  may  come  in  by  way  of  Comment. 
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Prince,  That  Julius  Ctefar  was  a  famous  man  ; 
With  what  his  valour  did  enrich  his  wit. 
His  wit  fet  down  to  make  his  valour  live  : 
Beath  makes  no  conqueft  of  this  conqueror ; 
For  now  he  lives  in  fame,  though  not  in  life. 
I'll  tell  you  what,  my  coufm  Buckingham*  ■ 

Buck.  What,  my  gracious  Lord  ? 

Prince.  An  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
I'll  win  our  ancient  Right  in  France  again. 
Or  die  a  foldier,  as  I  livM  a  King. 

GIo,  Short  fummer  lightly  has  a  forward  fpring. 

Enter  York,  Haflings,  and  Archhifpof, 

Buck,  Now  in  good  time  here  comes  the  T>\ikeofTork, 

Prince.  Richard  of  Torky  how  fares  our  noble  brother  f 

York.  Well,  my  dread  Lord,  fo  rouft  I  call  you  now. 

Prince,  Ay,  brother,  to  our  grief,  as  it  is  yours ; 
Too  late  he  dy'd  that  might  have  kept  that  title, 
W^hich  by  his  death  hath  loft  much  Majefty. 

Glo.  How  fares  our  Coufm,  noble  Lord  o^TorkP 

York.  I  thank  you,  gentle  Uncle.   O  my  Lord, 
You  faid,  that  idle  weeds  are  faft  in  growth  : 
The  Prince  my  brother  hath  outgrown  me  far. 

GIq.  He  hath,  my  Lord. 

York,  And  therefore  is  he  idle  ? 

Glo.  Oh,  my  fair  Coufin,  I  muft  not  fay  fo. 

York,  Then  is  he  more  beholden  to  you  than  I, 

Glo,  He  may  command  me  as  my  Sovereign, 
But  you  have  pow'r  in  me,  as  in  a  kinfman. 

York,  I  pray  you,  Uncle,  give  me  this  your  dagger. 

Glo,  My  dagger,  little  coufin  ?  with  all  my  heart. 

Prince.  A  beggar,  brother  ? 
,    York.  Of  my  kind  Uncle,  that  I  know  will  give ; 
And  being  a  toy,  it  is  no  grief  to  give. 

Glo.  A  greater  gift  than  that  I'lJ  give  my  coufin. 

York.  A  greater  gift  \  O,  that's  the  fword  to  it. 

And  thus  I  cloath  my  naked  Villany 

fTitb  old  odd  Ends,  ftoln  forth  of  holy  Writ ; 

jind  feem  a  Saint,  xvbcn  mofi  J  play,  the  Devil# 

Gu: 
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G/o.  Ay,  gentle  Coufin,  were  it  liglit  enough, 
TorL  O,  then  1  fee,  you'll  part  but  with  light  gifts ; 
In  weightier  things  you'll  fay  a  beggar  nay. 
G/o.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  Grace  to  wear. 
Tcrk.  I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 
G/o.  What,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little  Lord  ? 
Tor/^,  T  would,  that  I  might  thank  you,  as  you  call  me. 
G/o.  How? 
TorL  Little. 

Frtnce.  My  Lord  of  Tork  will  dill  be  crofs  in  talk  ; 
Uncle,  your  Grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

Tork,  You  mean  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  \n  ith  me  : 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me  : 
Becaufe  that  I  am  little  like  an  ape. 
He  thinks,  that  you  (hould  bear  me  on  your  Ihoulders. 

Buck.  With  what  a  fharp- provided  wit  he  reafons ! 
To  mitigate  the  fcorn  he  gives  his  Uncle, 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himfelf ; 
So  cunning,  and  fo  young,  is  wonderful. 

Glo.  My  Lord,  wiirt  pleafe  you  pafs  along  ? 
Myfelf,  and  my  good  coufm  BuckinghatK 
Will  to  your  mother,  to  in  treat  of  her 
To  meet  you  at  the  7o^er^  and  welcome  you. 

Tork.  What  will  you  go  unto  the  Toivert  my  Lord  ? 
Prince.  My  Lord  Protestor  needs  will  have  it  fo. 
Tork.  I  (hall  not  fleep  in  quiet  at  the  Touuer. 
Glo.  Why,  what  ihould  you  fear  ? 
Tork.  Marry,  my  uncle  Clarence'  angry  ghoft ; 
My  Grandam  told  me,  he  was  murther'd  there. 
Prince.  I  fear  no  Uncles  dead. 
Glo.  Nor  none  that  hve,  I  hope. 
Prince.  An  if  they  live,  I  hope,  I  need  not  fear. 
But  come,  my  Lord,  and  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  unto  the  To^wer. 

[Exeunt  Prince,  York,  Railings  and  Dorfet. 

Manent  Gloucefler,  Buckingham  and  Catesby.     ,  . 
Buck.  Think  you,  my  Lord,  this  little  prating  Torh 
Was  not  incenfed  by  his  fubtle  mother. 
To  taunt  and  fcorn  you  thus  opprobrioufly  ? 
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Gh.  No  doubt,  no  doabt :  oh,  'tis  a  perilous  boy. 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable  j 
He's  all  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Buck,  Well,  let  them  reft :  come,  Catesby^  thou  art 
fworn 

As  deeply  to  efFedl  what  we  intend, 

As  clofely  to  conceal  what  we  impart : 

Thou  know'ft  our  reafons  urg'd  upon  the  way  ; 

What  think'ft  thou  ?  is  it  not  an  eafie  matter 

To  make  Lord  William  Hajlings  of  our  mind. 

For  the  inftalment  of  this  noble  Duke 

In  the  feat  royal  of  this  famous  Ifle  ? 

Catef  He  for  his  father's  fake  fo  Ic^es  the  Prince, 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  aught  againft  him. 

Buck,  What  think'ft  thou  then  of  Stanley  ?  will  not 
he? 

Catef,  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Bajlings  doth. 
Buck,  Well  then,  no  more  than  this :  go,  gentle 
Catesby^ 

And,  as  it  were  far  off,  found  thou  Lord  Hajlings^ 

How  he  doth  ftand  affedled  to  our  purpofe  ; 

And  fummon  him  to  morrow  to  the  To^er^ 

To  fit  about  the  Coronation. 

If  thou  doft  find  him  tradable  to  us. 

Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reafons : 

If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling, 

Be  thou  fo  too ;  and  fo  break  off  the  talk. 

And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination  : 

For  we  to  morrow  hold  divided  councils. 

Wherein  thyfelf  lhalt  highly  be  employ'd, 

Glo,  Commend  me  to  Lord  William},  tell  him,  Catesby^ 
His  ancient  knot  of  dangerous  adverfaries 
To  morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomfret-C2i^\Q ; 
And  bid  my  friend,  for  joy  of  this  good  news. 
Give  miftrefs  Shore  one  gentle  kifs  the  more. 

Buck,  Good  Catesby,  go,  effed  this  bufmefs  foundly- 

Catef,  My  good  Lords  both,  with  all  the  heed  I  can. 

Glo.  Shall  we  hear  from  you,  Catesby^  ere  we  lleep  ? 

Catef  You  lhall,  my  Lord. 
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Glo.  At  Crf%-place,  there  you  fliall  find  us  both. 

[Ex.  Cat. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  what  (hall  we  do,  if  we  perceive. 
Lord  Haftings  will  not  yield  to  our  complots  ? 

Glo.  Chop  off  his  head,  man  ;  fomewhat  we  will  do ; 
And  look,  when  I  am  King,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  Earldom  of  Hereford^  and  the  moveables 
Whereof  the  King,  my  brother,  flood  poileft. 

Buck.  rU  claim  that  promife  at  your  Grace's  hand. 

Glo,  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kindnefs. 
Come,  let  us  fup  betimes ;  that,  afterward?. 
We  may  digeft  our  complots  in  fome  form.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE*,  before  lord  HaftingsV  Houfe. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger  to  the  door  of  Haftings. 

M^f  X/T  Y  Lord,  my  Lord.  

iVi     Haji.  [within.']  Who  knocks  ? 
Mef  One  from  Lord  Stanley, 
Baft.  What  is' t  o'clock? 
Mef.  Upon  the  ftroak  of  four. 

E7iter  Lord  Haftings. 

Baft,  Cannot  thy  mafter  fleep  thefe  tedious  nights  ? 
Mef.  So  it  appears  by  what  I  have  to  fay  : 
Firft,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  felf. 
Haft.  What  then  ? 

Mef.  Then  certifies  your  Lordftiip,  that  this  night 
He  dreamt  the  Boar  had  rafed  off  his  helm  : 
Befides,  he  fays,  there  are  two  Councils  held  ; 
And  That  may  be  determined  at  the  one. 
Which  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  th'  other. 
Therefore  he  fends  to  know  your  Lordftiip's  pleafure^ 
If  you  will  prefently  take  horfe  with  him, 
And  with  all  fpeed  poft  with  him  tow'rds  the  north  j 
To  ftiun  the  danger  that  his  foul  divines. 

Haft,  Go,  fellow,  go,  return  unto  thj  Lord, 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  i^parated  Councils  : 
His  honour,  and  myfelf^  are  at  the  one  t 
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And,  at  the  other,  is  my  good  friend  Catesby ; 
Where  nothing  can  proceed,  that  toucheth  us. 
Whereof  I  fhall  not  have  intelligence  : 
Tell  him,  his  fears  are  lhallow,  wanting  inftance; 
And  for  his  dreams,  1  wonder,  he's  fo  fond 
To  truft  the  mockVy  of  unquiet  flumbers. 
To  fly  the  boar,  before  the  boar  purfues. 
Were  to  incenfe  the  boar  to  follow  us ; 
And  make  purfuit,  where  he  did  mean  no  chafe.  . 
Go,  bid  thy  mafter  rife  and  come  to  me, 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  To-wer, 
Where,  he  fhall  fee,  the  boar  will  ufe  us  kindly. 
Mef,  ril  go,  my  Lord,  and  tell  him  what  you  fay. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Catef,  Many  good  morrows  to  my  noble  Lord ! 

Haji,  Good  morrow,  Catesby you  are  early  ftirring  i 
What  news,  what  news,  in  this  our  tott'ring  State? 

Catef.  It  is  a  reeling  world,  indeed,  my  Lord  : 
And,  I  believe,  will  never  (land  upright, 
*Till  Richard  wear  the  garland  of  the  realm.  • 

Haji.  How  !  wear  the  garland  ?  doft  thou  mean  the 
crown  ? 

Catef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Haji,  1  11  have  this  crown  of  mine  cut  from  my 
Ihoulders, 

Before  I'll  fee  the  crown  fo  foul  mifplac'd. 
lut  canft  thou  guefs  that  he  doth  aim  at  it  ? 

Catef,  Ay,  on  my  life ;  and  hopes  to  find  you  forward 
Upon  his  party,  for  the  gain  thereof : 
And  thereupon  he  fends  you  this  good  news. 
That  this  fame  very  day  your  enemies. 
The  kindred  of  the  Queen,  muft  die  at  Pomfreto  ~ 

HaJ}.  Indeed,  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news, 
Becaufe  they  have  been  flill  my  adverfaries  $ 
But  that  rU  give  my  voice  on  Richard's  fide. 
To  bar  my  matter's  heirs  in  true  defcent, 
God  knows,  I  will  not  do  it,  to  the  death. 

Catef,  God  keep  your  Lordlhip  in  that  gracious  liiind  t 

L  3  Ha  jf, 
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Haft.  But  I  fliall  laugh  at  this  a  twelve  month  hence. 
That  they,  who  brought  me  in  my  mailer's  hate, 
1  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 
Well,  Catesby,  ere  a  fortnight  make  me  older, 
ril  fend  fome  packing  that  yet  think  not  on't. 

Catef  'Tis  a  vile  thing  to  die,  my  gracious  Lord, 
When  men  are  unprepared  and  lock  not  for  it. 

Haft,  O  monflrous,  monftrous !  and  fo  falls  it  out 
VJiih.  Ri'vers,  Vaughan,  Gray  \  and  fo 'twill  do 
With  fome  men  elfe,  who  think  themfelves  as  fafe 
As  thou  and  I  ;  who,  as  thou  know'll,  are  dear 
To  Princely  Richard  and  to  Buckingham. 

Gate  ft  1  he  Princes  both  make  high  account  of  you — 
For  they  account  his  head  upon  the  bridge.  \_Jftde» 

Haft,  I  know  they  do;  and  I  have  well  deferv'd  it. 

Enter  Lord  Stanley. 

Come  on,  come  on,  where  is  your  boar-fpear,  man  ? 
Fear  you  the  boar,  and  go  fo  unprovided? 

^tan.  My  Lord,  good  morrow  ;  and,  good  morrow^ 
Gateshy  ; 

You  may  jeft  on,  but,  by  the  holy  rood, 
I  do  not  like  thefe  feveral  Councils,  I. 

Haft.  My  Lord,  I  hold  my  life  as  dear  as  you  do  yours. 
And  never  in  my  days,  I  do  proteft. 
Was  it  fo  precious  to  me  as  'tis  now  ; 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  ftate  fecure, 
I  would  be  fo  triumphant  as  I  am  ? 

Stan,  The  Lords  at  Pomfrety  when  they  rode  from 
London^ 

Were  jocund,  and  fuppos'd,  their  dates  were  fure ; 
And  they,  indeed,  had  no  caufe  to  miftruft  ; 
But  yet,  you  fee,  how  foon  the  day  o'er-caft. 
This  fudden  ftab  of  rancor  I  mifdoubt ; 
Pray  God,  I  fay,  I  prove  a  needlefs  coward  ! 
What,  fliall  we  tow'rd  the  To^er?  the  day  is  fpent. 
Haji,  Come,  come,  have  with  you  ;  wot  ye  what,  my 
Lord  ? 

To  day  the  Lords,  you  talk  of,  are  beheaded. 

Stan,  They,  for  their  truth,  might  better  wear  their 
hcads^  Than 
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Than  fome  that  have  accus'd  them,  wear  their  hats. 
But  come,  my  Lord,  away. 

Enter  a  Purfui<vant. 

Haft,  Go  on  before,  Til  talk  with  this  good  fellow- 

[Exeunt  Zor^  Stanley  W  Catesby, 
Sirrah,  how  now  ?  how  goes  the  world  with  thee  ? 

Pur/.  The  better  that  your  Lordfhip  pleafe  to  ask. 

Haji.  I  tell  thee,  man,  'tis  better  with  me  now. 
Than  when  thou  met'ft  me  laft  where  now  we  meet ; 
Then  I  was  going  prifoner  to  the  To^jjer^ 
By  the  fuggeftion  of  the  Queen's  allies. 
But  now  1  tell  thee,  (keep  it  to  thyfeJf,) 
This  day  thofe  enemies  are  put  to  death ; 
And  I  in  better  ftate,  than  e'er  I  was. 

Purf.  God  hold  it  to  your  Honour's  good  content ! 

Baft,  Gramercy ,  fellow  ;  there,  drink  that  for  me. 

[Throws  him  his  fur fe* 

Turf,  I  thank  your  Honour.  {Exit  Purfui^ant. 

Enter  a  Prtefi. 

Prieft,  Well  met,  my  Lord,  I'm  glad  to  fee  your 
Honour. 

Haft,  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John^  with  all  my  heart ; 
I'm  in  your  debt  for  your  laft  exercife  : 
Come  the  next  fabbath,  and  I  will  content  you. 

\He  <iMfp£rs. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

Buck,  What,  talking  with  a  Prieft,  Lord  Chamberlain  ? 
Your  friends  at  Pomfret  they  do  need  a  Prieft, 
Your  Honour  hath  no  ftiriving  work  in  hand. 

Haft,  Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  man. 
The  men,  you  talk  of,  came  into  my  mind. 
What,  go  you  tow  rd  the  Tonjoer  ? 

Buck,  I  do,  my  Lord,  but  long  I  (hall  notftay : 
I  ftiall  return  before  your  Lordftiip  thence. 

Haft.  Nay,  like  enough,  for  I  ftay  dinner  there. 

Buck.  And  fupper  too,  altho'  thou  know'ft  it  not. 

[Jftde. 

L  3  Come, 
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Come,  will  you  go  ? 

Haji,  I'll  wait  upon  your  Lordlhip.  [^Exeuni. 

SCENE  changes  to  P^^^/r^Z-Caftle. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  RatclifF,  nxjith  halberds,  carrying  Lord 
Rivers,  Lord  Richard  Gray,  and  Sir  Thomas  Vaughan 
fo  Death, 

Rat.        O  M  E,  bring  forth  the  prifoners. 

Ri'v,  Sir  Richard  Rate/iff,  let  me  tell  thee 
this, 

To  day  fhalt  thou  behold  a  fubjeddie 
For  truth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty. 

Gr^y.  God  keep  the  Prince  from  all  the  pack  of  you, 
A  knot  yuu  are  of  damned  blood- fuckers. 

Faugh.  You  live,  that  fnali  cry  woe  for  this  hereafter, 

Rat.  Dijpatch  ;  the  limit  of  your  lives  is  out. 

Ri<v.  O  Pomfret,  Pom/ret  !  O  thou  bloody  prifon, 
Fatal  and  ominous  to  noble  Peers  \ 
Wjthin  the  guilty  clofure  of  thy  walls 
Richard  the  Second,  here,  was  hack'd  to  death  : 
And,  for  more  llander  to  thy  difmal  feat, 
Wc  give  to  thee  our  guiltlefs  blood  to  drink. 

Gray.  Now  Marg^et's  curfe  is  falFn  upon  our  heads. 
When  fhe  exclaim'd  on  Haftings^  you,  and  I, 
For  landing  by  when  Richard  ftab'd  her  fon. 

Riv.  Then  curs'd  fhe  Richard,  curs'd  fhe  Buckingham, 
Then  curs'd  (he  Hajiings.    O  remember,  God  ! 
To  hear  her  prayer  for  them,  as  now  for  us  : 
As  for  my  fifter  and  her  princely  fons. 
Be  fatisfy'd,  dear  God,  with  our  true  blood  : 
Which,  as  thou  know'i^,  unjuftly  muft  be  fpilt. 

Rat.  Make  hafte,  the  hour  of  death  is  now  expir'd. 

Riv.  Come,  Gray,  come,  Vaughan  \  let  us  all  em- 
brace \ 

Farewel;  until  we  meet  again  in  heaven.  {Exeunt. 


S  C  E  N  E. 
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SCENE,  The  Tower. 

Buckingham,  Stanley,  Haftings,  Bijhop  of  Ely,  Catesby, 
Lovel,  njith  others^  at  a  table. 

K^/.XT O  W,  noble  Peers,  the  caufe  why  we  are  met 

Is*  to  determine  of  the  coronation  : 
In  God's  name  fpeak,  when  is  the  royal  day  ? 

Buck.  Are  all  things  ready  for  that  royal  time  ? 

^ta7il.  They  are,  and  want  but  nomination. 

Ely,  To  morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 

Buck,  Who  knows  the  Lord  Protedor's  mind  herein 
Who  is  moft  inward  with  the  noble  Duke  ? 

Ely,  Your  Grace,  we  think,  (hould  fooneft  know  his 
mind. 

Buck.  We  know  each  other's  faces ;  for  our  hearts. 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine,  than  I  of  yours ; 
Nor  I  of  his,  my  Lord,  than  you  of  mine  : 
Lord  Hajiings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Haji,  I  thank  his  Grace,  I  know  he  loves  me  well  : 
But  for  hispurpofe  in  the  Coronation, 
I  have  not  founded  him ;  nor  he  delivered 
His  gracious  pleafure  any  way  therein  : 
But  you,  my  noble  Lord,  may  name  the  time. 
And  in  the  Duke's  behalf  I'll  give  my  voice* 
Which,  I  prefume,  he'll  take  in  gentle  part. 

Enter  Glouceiler. 

Ely.  In  happy  time  here  comes  the  Duke  himfelf. 

Clo.  My  noble  Lords  and  Coufins  all,  good  morrow ; 
I  have  been  long  a  fleeper ;  but,  I  truf^. 
My  abfence  doth  negledt  no  great  deflgn  ; 
Which  by  my  prefence  might  have  been  concluded. 

Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  cue,  my  Lord, 
William  Lord  Hajiings  had  pronounc'd  your  part ; 
I  mean,  your  voice  for  crowning  of  the  King. 

Glo,  Than  my  Lord  Hajiings  no  man  might  be  bolder, 
His  Lordfhip  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. 
My  Lord  of  Ely^  when  I  was  laft  in  Holboumy 
I  faw  good  ftrawberries  in  your  garden  there  i 

L  4  I  ^ 
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J  dobefeech  you,  fend  for  fome  of  them. 

Ely,  Marry,  and  will,  my  lord,  with  all  my  heart, 

[Exit  Ely. 

GIo,  Coufm  of  Buchnghatny  a  word  with  you. 
Catesby  hath  founded  Haftings  in  our  bufinefs. 
And  finds  the  tefty  gentleman  fo  hot, 
That  he  will  l6fe  his  head,  ere  give  Confent, 
His  Mafter's  Son,  as  worfliipfuUy  he  terms  it. 
Shall  lofe  the  Royalty  of  EvglaiJ\  Throne. 

Buck,  Withdraw  yourfeif  a  while,  V\\  go  with  you. 

\Exe.  Glo.  WBuck, 

^tanL  We  have  not  yet  fet  down  this  day  of  Tri- 
umph ; 

To  morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  fudden  ; 

For  J  myfelf  am  not  fo  well  provided, 

As  elfe  I  would  be,  were  the  day  prolonged. 

Re-enter  Bijhop  of  Ely. 

Ely,  Where  is  my  lord  the  Duke  of  Gloucejler? 
I  have  fent  for  thefe  firawberries. 

Hafi.  His  Grace  looks  chearfully  and  fmooth  this 
morning  ; 

There's  fome  conceit,  or  other,  likes  him  well, 
When  that  he  bids  good  morrow  with  fuch  fp.irit. 
I  think,  there's  ne'er  a  man  in  Chriftendom 
Can  leiler  hide  his  love,  or  hate,  than  he  ; 
For  by  his  face  flrait  (hall  you  know  his  heart. 

Ztanl.  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his  face. 
By  any  likelihood  he  Ihew'd  to  day  ? 

Haft.  Marry,  that  with  no  man  here  he  is  offended: 
For  were  he,  he  had  fhewn  it  in  his  looks. 

Re-enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham. 

Glo.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  deferve> 
That  do  confpire  my  death  with  devilifh  plots 
Of  damned  Witchcraft ,  and  that  have  prevailed 
Upon  my  body  with  their  helliih  Charms. 

Haft,  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  Grace,  my  lord. 
Makes  me  mod  forward  in  this  Princely  prefence. 
To  doom  tlV  offenders,  whofoe'er  they  be; 

I  fay, 
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I  fay,  my  lord,  they  have  deferved  death. 

GIo,  Then  be  your  eyes  the  witnefs  of  their  evil ; 
Look,  how  I  am  bewitch'd  ;  behold,  mine  arm 
Is,  like  a  blafted  Sapling,  withered  up  : 
And  this  is  Ed-vjard's  wife,  that  monftrous  witch, 
Conforted  with  that  harlot,  ^vum^fQi  Shore, 
That  by  their  witchcraft  thus  have  marked  me. 

Haji.  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  noble  lord-™* 
Glo.  If?  thou  Protedlor  of  this  damned  ftrumpet, 
Talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  Ifs  ?  thou  art  a  traitor — — i 

Off  with  his  head  now,  by  St.  Paul  I  fwear, 

I  will  not  dine  until  1  fee  the  fame. 

Lovel,  and  Cafes  by,  look  that  it  be  done  :  (8) 

The  reft  that  love  me,  rife  and  follow  me.  \^Exeuni, 

Manent  Level  and  Catesby,  nx^ith  the  lord  Haftings. 

Hafi.  Woe,  woe,  for  England,  not  a  whit  for  me  ! 
For  I,  too  fond,  might  have  prevented  this : 
Stanley  did  dream,  the  boar  did  rafe  our  helms  ; 
But  I  did  fcorn  it,  and  difdain  to  fly  : 
Three  times  to  day  my  foot- cloth  horfe  did  flumble. 
And  ftarted  when  he  look'd  upon  the  To^er  ; 
As  loth  to  bear  me  to  the  (laughter- houfe. 
O,  now  I  need  the  prieft  that  fpake  to  me : 
I  now  repent,  I  told  the  Purfuivant, 
As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  enemies 
To  day  at  Fomfret  bloodily  were  butcher'dy 

(8)  Lovel  and  Ratcliff,  look  that  it  be  done^l  There  are  two- 
Things  to  be  obferv'd,  which  will  warrant  the  Variation  I  have 
made  upon  this  Paffage.  The  Scene  is  here  in  the  Tower :  and 
Lord  Haftings  was  cut  off  on  that  very  day,  when  Ri'vers,  Gray 
and  Vaughan  fuffer'd  at  Pomfret*  How  then  could  'RatcUff  at 
the  fame  Inftant  be  both  in  Torkjhire  and  the  Tower  ?  In  the 
very  Scene  preceding  This,  we  find  him  conduftin^  thofe  Gen- 
tlemen to  the  Block.  The  Players  in  their  Edition  firft  made 
the  Blunder,  as  to  RatcUff  attending  Lord  Hafiings  to  Death  : 
for,  in  th-e  old  ^arto,  we  find  it  rightly  ;  Exeunt :  Ma- 
net Catesby  with  Haftings.  And  in  the  next  Scene,  before  the 
Tower- Walls,  we  find  Lovel  and  Catesby  com*  back  from  the 
Execution,  bringing  the  head  of  Hafiingu 

L  5  And 
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And  I  myfelf  fecure  in  grace  and  favour. 
Oh,  Marg'ret,  Margrety  now  thy  heavy  Curfc 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Hajiings''  wretched  head. 

Catef.  Come,  come,  difpatch  ;  the  Duke  would  be 
at  dinner. 

Make  a  ftiort  fhrift,  he  longs  to  fee  your  head. 

Haji.  O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  men. 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  God  I 
"Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks. 
Lives  like  a  drunken  failor  on  a  maft, 
Ready  with  every  Nod  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

Zoo/.  Come,  come,  difpatch,  'tis  bootlefs  to  exclaim. 

HaJi,  Oh,  bloody  Richard !  m\{Qr2h\Q  England ! 
I  prophelie  the  fearfuPll  time  to  thee. 
That  ever  wretched  Age  hath  looked  upon. 
Come,  lead  me  to  the  block,  bear  him  my  head : 
They  fmile  at  Me,  who  (hortly  fhall  be  dead.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Tov/er-wal/s, 

Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham  in  rufy  armour,  mar- 
wellous  ill-favour  d, 

Glo.       O  M  E,  Coufin,  canfl  thou  quake  and  change 

thy  colour, 
Murther  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word. 
And  then  again  begin,  and  Hop  again, 
As  if  thou  wert  diltraught,  and  mad  with  terror  ? 

Buck,  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  Tragedian^ 
Speak  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  fide  ; 
Tremble  and  Hart  at  wagging  of  a  flraw. 
Intending  deep  fufpicion  :  ghaftly  looks 
Are  at  my  fervice,  like  enforced  fmiles 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices. 
At  any  time  to  grace  my  ftratagems. 

Glo.  Here  comes  the  N/ayor. 

Buck.  Let  me  alone  to  entertain  him.  Lord  Mayor,— 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor,  attended* 
€lo.  Look  to  the  draw-bridge  there. 

Buck, 
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Buck.  Hark,  a  drum ! 

Glo.  Catesby,  overlook  the  walls. 

Buck.  Lord  Mayor,  the  reafon  we  have  fent  — 

Glo,  Look  back,  defend  thee,  here  are  enemies. 

Buck.  God  and  our  innocence  defend  and  guard  us ! 

Enter  Lpvel  and  Catesby  uoith  HaftingsV  head. 

Glo.  Be  patient,  they  are  friends ;  Catesby  and  LoveL 

Lo^,  Here  is  the  head  of  that  ignoble  traitor. 
The  dangerous  and  unfufpeded  Haftings. 

Glo.  So  dear  I  lov'd  the  man,  that  1  muft  weep  : 
I  took  him  for  the  plaineft,  harijJefs  creature. 
That  breathed  upon  the  earth  a  chriRian  : 
Made  him  my  book,  wherein  my  foul  recorded 
The  hiftory  of  all  her  fecret  thoughts ; 
So  fmooth  he  daub'd  his  vice  with  (hew  of  virtue. 
That  (his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted, 
I  mean  his  converfation  with  Shore's  wife) 
He  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  Sufpedl. 

Buck.  Well,  well,  he  was  the  covert'ft  Ibelter'd 
traitor—— 
Would  you  imagine,  or  almoft  believe, 
(Were't  not,  that  by  great  prefervation 
We  live  to  tell  it)  that  the  fubtle  traitor 
This  day  had  plotted,  in  the  Council  houfc. 
To  murther  me  and  my  good  lord  of  Glo'Jier  ? 

Mayor.  What  ?  had  he  fo  ? 

Glo.  What !  think  you,  we  are  7urks  or  Infidels? 
Or  that  we  would,  againft  the  form  of  law. 
Proceed  thus  ralhly  to  the  villain's  death ; 
But  that  the  extreme  peril  of  the  cafe. 
The  peace  of  England,  :ind  our  Perfon's  fafety. 
Enforced  us  to  to  this  execution  ? 

Mayor.  Now,  fair  befall  you  !  he  deferv'd  his  death  j 
And  your  good  Graces  both  have  well  proceeded. 
To  warn  falfe  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands. 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  miftrefs  Shore. 

Buck.  Yet  had  not  we  determin'd  he  (hould  die. 
Until  your  lordlhip  came  to  fe*  his  end  j 

Which 
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Which  now  the  loving  hafte  of  thefe  our  friends, 
Something  againft  our  meaning,  hath  prevented  : 
Becaufe,  my  lord,  we  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  traitor  fpeak  ;  andtimVoufly  confefs 
The  manner  and  the  purpofe  of  his  treafons : 
That  you  might  well  have  fignify'd  the  fame 
Unto  the  Citizens,  who,  haply,  may 
Mifconftrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 

Mayor,  But,  my  good  lord,  your  Grace's  word  (hall 
ferve. 

As  well  as  I  had  feen  and  heard  him  fpeak  : 
And  do  not  doubt,  right- noble  Princes  both, 
But  ril  acquaint  our  duteous  citizens. 
With  all  your  juft  proceedings  in  this  cafe. 

GIo,  And  to  that  end  we  wifh'd  your  lordftiip  here, 
T'avoid  the  cenfures  of  the  carping  world. 

Buck,  But  fince  you  come  too  late  of  our  intent. 
Yet  witnefs,  what,  you  hear,  we  did  intend : 
And  fo,  my  good  lord  Mayor,  we  bid  farewel. 

\_ExTt  Major*. 

GIo,  Go  after,  after,  Coufin  Buckingham, 
The  Mayor  towards  Guild- Hall hicshim  in  all  poft  r 
There,  at  your  meeteft  vantage  of  the  time. 
Infer  the  baftardy  of  Edward' s  children  ; 
Tell  them,  how  Ed^joard'^si.t,  to  death  a  Citizen,  , 
Only  for  faying,  he  would  make  his  fon 
Heir  to  the  Crown ;  meaning,  indeed,  his  houfe. 
Which  by  the  fign  thereof  was  termed  fo. 
Moreover,  urge  his  hateful  luxury, 
And  bellial  appetite  in  change  of  luft. 
Which  ftretch'd  unto  their  fervant?,  daughters,  wives^ 
Ev'n  where  his  raging  eye,  or  favage  heart. 
Without  controul,  luffed  to  make  a  prey. 
Nay,  for  a  need,  thu«  far  come  near  my  perfon  : 
Tell  them,  when  that  my  mother  went  with  child 
Of  that  infatiate  Ed^^ard,  noble  Tcrk 
My  Princely  father  then  had  wars  in  France ; 
And,  by  juft  computation  of  the  time. 
Found  that  the  iflue  was  not  his  begot : 
Wiiich  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments^ 
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Being  nothing  like  the  noble  Duke,  my  father  : 
Yet  touch  this  fparingly,  as  'twere  far  off, 
Becaufe,  my  lord,  you  know,  my  mother  lives. 

Buck.  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  Fll  play  the  orator 
As  if  the  golden  fee,  for  which  I  plead. 
Were  for  myfelf;  and  fo,  my  lord,  adieu. 

Glo.  If  you  thrive  well,  bring  them  to  Bapar^fs 
Caftle, 

Where  you  fhall  find  me  well  accompanied 
With  reverend  fathers  and  well  learned  bifhops. 

Buck.  I  go,  and  towards  three  or  four  o'clock 
Look  for  the  news  that  the  Guild-Hall  affords. 

[Exit  Buck; 

Glo,  Go,  Lo'veU  with  all  fpeed  to  Do6lor  S'/^^w. 
Go  thou  to  Fryar  Peuker  ;  bid  them  both 
Meet  me  within  this  Hour  at  Baynard\  Caftle, 

\Exeunt  Lov.  and Catct,  fe'veralfy. 
Now  will  I  go  to  take  fome  privy  order 
To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  out  of  fight ; 
And  to  give  order,  that  no  fort  of  perfon 
Have,  any  time,  recourfe  unto  the  Princes.  {Exit* 

Enter  a  Scriwener. 

Scri'v.  Here  is  th*  Indidlment  of  ih^  gooA  \oxi  Hajfings. 
Which  in  a  fet  hand  fairly  is  engrofs'd ; 
That  it  may  be  to  day  read  o'er  in  Pauls. 
And,  mark,  how  well  the  fequel  hangs  together : 
Eleven  hours  I've  fpent  to  write  it  over. 
For  yefternight  by  Catesby  was  it  fentme: 
The  precedent  was  full  as  long  a  doing. 
And  yet  within  thefe  five  hours  Hafiings  liv'd 
Untainted,  unexamin'd,  free  at  liberty. 

Here's  a  good  world  the  while ;  who  15  fo  grofs^ 

That  cannot  fee  this  palpable  device? 

Yet  who  fo  bold,  but  fays,  he  fees  it  not  ? 

Bad  is  the  world ;  and  all  will  come  to  nought, 

When  fuch  ill  dealings  muft  be  feen  in  thought.  {Exit. 
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SCENE  changes  to  BaynardV  Cajlle. 

Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham,  at  fe^ueral doorsl 
G/i?.TTOW  now,  how  now,  what  fay  the  citizens? 

JlJl  Buck.  Now  by  the  holy  Mother  of  our  Lord, 
The  citffiens  are  mum,  fay  not  a  word. 

GIo,  Touch'd  you  the  baftardy  of  Ednvard's  children  t 

Buck,  I  did,  with  his  Contract  with  lady  Lucy^ 
And  his  Contract  by  Deputy  in  France  i  ^ 
Th'  unfatiate  greedinefs  of  his  defires, 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  city-wives; 
His  tyranny  for  trifles ;  his  own  baftardy. 
As  being  got,  your  father  then  in  Francej 
And  his  refemblance,  being  not  like  the  Duke. 
Withal,  I  did  infer  your  lineaments. 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father, 
Both  in  your  form  and  noblenefs  of  mind : 
Laid  open  all  your  vidlories  in  Scotland ; 
Your  difcipline  in  war,  wifdom  in  peace. 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility : 
Indeed,  left  nothing  fitting  for  the  purpofc 
Untouch'd,  or  flightly  handled  in  difcourfe. 
And  when  my  Oratory  grew  tow'rd  end, 
I  bid  them,  that  did  love  their  Country's  Good, 
Cry,  God  fave  Richard,  England'^  royal  King  ! 

Glo,  And  did  they  fo? 

Buck,  No,  fo  God  help  me,  they  fpake  not  a  word ; 
But  like  dumb  ftatues,  or  unbreathing  ftones, 
Star'd  each  on  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale  : 
Which  when  I  faw,  I  reprehended  them  ; 
And  ask'd  the  Mayor,  what  meant  this  wilful  filence  ? 
His  Anfwer  was,  the  people  were  not  ufed 
To  be  fpoke  to,  except  by  the  Recorder. 
Then  he  was  urg'd  to  tell  my  Tale  again  : 
Thus  faith  the  Duke,  thus  hath  the  Duke  inferred. 
But  nothing  fpoke  in  warrant  from  himfelf. 
When  he  had  done,  fome  followers  of  mine  own, 
At  lower  end  o*th'  Hall,  hurl'd  up  their  caps. 
And  fomie  ten  voices  cry'd;  God  fave  king  Richard! 

And 
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And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  thofe  few : 
Thanks,  gentle  citizens  and  friends,  quoth  I, 
This  general  applaufe  and  chearful  (hout 
Argues  your  vvifdom,  and  your  love  to  Richard, 
And  even  here  brake  olF,  and  came  away. 
Glo,  What  tonguelefs  blocks  were  they,  would  they 
not  fpeak  ? 

Will  not  the  Mayor  then  and  his  brethren  come? 

Buck.  The  Mayor  is  here  at  hand  ;  intend  fome  fear  ; 
Be  not  you  fpoke  with,  but  by  mighty  fuit; 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  yoifr  hand. 
And  (land  between  two  Churchmen,  good  my  lord; 
For  on  that  ground  Til  build  a  holy  defcant : 
And  be  not  eafily  won  to  our  requefts : 
Play  the  maid's  part,  ftill  anfwer  nay^  and  take  it. 

G/(7.  I  go  :  and  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them. 
As  I  can  fay  »^  to  thee,  for  myfelf  ,• 
No  doubt,  we'll  bring  it  to  a  happy  iffue.  [^Ex.Glo. 

Buck,  Go,  go  up  to  the  leads,  the  Lord  Mayor  knocks* 

Enter  Lord  Mayor ^  and  Citizens, 

Welcome,  my  lord.    I  dance  attendance  here ; 
I  think,  the  Duke  will  not  be  fpoke  withal. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Buck.  Catesiy,  what  fays  your  lord  to  my  requeft  ? 

Catef.  He  doth  intreat  your  Grace,  my  noble  lonl. 
To  vifit  him  to  morrow,  or  next  day  ; 
He  is  within,  with  two  right- reverend  fathers, 
Divinely  bent  to  meditation ; 
And  in  no  worldly  fuits  would  he  be  mov'd. 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  exercife. 

Buck.  Return,  good  Catesby y  to  the  gracious  Duke* 
Tell  him,  myfelf,  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen,  ' 
In  deep  defigns,  in  matter  of  great  moment. 
No  lefs  importing  than  our  gen'ral  Good, 
Are  come  to  have  fome  conPrence  with  his  Grace. 

Catef.  ril  fignifie  fo  much  unto  him  ftrait.  [Exit^ 

Buck,  Ah,  ah!  my  lord,  this  Prince  is  not  an  Ed- 
ward} 

He 


256        King  Richard  IIL 

He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd  love  bed. 
But  on  his  knees  at  meditation  : 
Not  dallying  with  a  brace  of  Curtezans, 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  Divines : 
Not  lleeping,  to  engrofs  his  idle  body. 
But  praying,  to  enrich  his  watchful  foul- 
Happy  were  Englajid,  would  this  virtuous  Prince  / 
Take  on  his  Grace  the  Sov'reigrity  thereof ; 
But,  fure,  I  fear,  we  fhall  not  win  him  to  it. 

Mayor.  Marry,  God  fhield,  his  Grace  ihould  fay  ii3 

Buck.  I  fear,  he  will ;  here  Catesby  comes  again.  ^ 
Enter  Cptesby. 

Catesby,  what  fays  his  Grace  ? 

Catef.  He  wonders  to  what  end  you  haveaffemblcd 
Such  troops  of  Citizens  to  come  to  him, 
His  Grace  not  being  warn'd  thereof  before: 
He  fears,  my  lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Buck  Sorry  I  am,  my  noble  Coufm  fhould 
Sufped  me,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him : 
By  heav'n,  we  come  to  him  in  perfedl  love. 
And  fo  once  more  return,  and  tell  his  Grace. 

[Exit  Catesby. 

When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 

Are  at  their  beads,  ^tis  hard  to  draw  them  thence. 

So  fweet  is  zealous  Contemplation. 

Enter  Gloucefter  ab<yvey  betiJueen  tivo  Btjhop. 
Catesby  returns. 

Mayor.  See,  where  his  Grace  ftands  'tween  two  Cler- 
gymen. 

Buck  Two  props  of  Virtue,  for  a  Chriilian  Prince^ 
To  ftay  him  from  the  fall  of  Vanity  : 
And  fee,  a  book  of  prayer  in  his  hand. 
True  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. 
Famous  Plantagenet  !  moft  gracious  Prince,r 
Lend  favourable  ear  to  our  requefts ; 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion  and  right  chriftian  zeaU 
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Glo.  My  lord,  there  needs  no  fuch  apology : 
I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 
Who,  earned  in  the  fervice  of  my  God, 
Deferred  the  vifitation  of  my  friends : 
But  leaving  this,  what  is  your  Grace's  pleafare  ? 

Buck.  Ev'n  That,  I  hope,  which  pleafeth  God  above, 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovern'd  Ifle. 

Glo,  I  do  fufped,  I  have  done  fome  offence. 
That  Teems  difgracious  in  the  City's  eye  ; 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Buck.  You  have,  my  lord:  would  it  might  pleafc  your 
Grace, 

On  our  entreaties,  to  amend  your  fault, 

Glo.  Elfe  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Chriftian  Land  ? 
Buck.  Know  then,  it  is  your  fault  that  you  refign 
The  fupream  Seat,  the  Thrcne  majeftical. 
The  fcepter'd  Ofiice  of  your  Anceftors, 
Your  State  of  fortune,  and  your  due  of  Birth, 
The  lineal  Glory  of  your  royal  Houfe, 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemifli'd  Stock  : 
While  in  the  mildnefs  of  your  flcepy  thoughts. 
Which  here  vre  waken  to  our  Country's  Good, 
The  noble  Ifle  doth  want  her  proper  limbs ; 
Her  face  defac'd  with  fears  of  infamy, 
Her  royal  Stock  graft  with  ignoble  plants. 
And  aim  oft  ftioulder'd  in  the  fwallowing  gulph 
Of  dark  forgetfulnefs,  and  deep  oblivion  : 
Which  to  re-cure,  we  heartily  foUicit 
Your  gracious  felf  to  take  on  you  the  Charge 
And  kingly  Government  of  this  your  Land : 
Not  as  Protedor,  Steward,  Subftitute, 
Or  lowly  Fadlor  for  another's  gain  ; 
But  as  fucceffively,  from  blood  to  blood. 
Your  Right  of  Birth,  your  Em'pery,  your  own. 
For  this,  conforted  with  the  Citizens, 
Your  very  worfhipful  and  loving  friends. 
And  by  their  vehement  inftigation, 
In  this  juft  fuit  come  I  to  move  your  Grace. 

Glo,  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  filence. 
Or  bitterly  to  fpeak  in  your  reproof. 
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Beft  fitteth  my  degree,  or  your  condition. 

For  not  to  anfwer,  you  might,  haply,  think, 

Tongue-ty'd  Ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 

To  bear  the  golden  yoak  of  Sovereignty, 

Which  fondly  you  would  here  impofe  on  me. 

If  to  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  yours, 

So  feafon'd  with  your  faithful  love  to  me, 

Then,  on  the  other  fide,  I  check'd  my  friends. 

Therefore  to  fpeak,  and  to  avoid  the  firft. 

And  then,  in  fpeaking,  not  incur  the  laft. 

Definitively  thus  I  anfwer  you. 

Your  love  deferves  my  thanks ;  but  my  defert, 

Uumeriiable,  fliuns  your  high  requeft. 

Firft,  if  all  obftacles  were  cut  away. 

And  that  my  path  were  even  to  the  Crown, 

As  the  ripe  revenue  and  due  of  birth  ; 

Yet  fo  much  is  my  poverty  of  fpirit. 

So  mighty  and  fo  many  my  defe61s, 

That  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  Greatnefs, 

Being  a  Bark  to  brook  no  mighty  Sea ; 

Than  in  my  Greatnefs  covet  to  be  hid, 

And  in  the  vapour  of  my  Glory  fmother'd. 

But,  God  be  thank'd,  there  is  no  need  of  me. 

And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  were  there  Need  : 

The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit, 

Which,  mellow'd  by  the  ftealing  hours  of  time, 

Will  well  become  the  Scat  of  Majefty ; 

And  make  us,  doubtlefs,  happy  by  his  Reign, 

On  him  I  lay  what  you  would  lay  on  me. 

The  Right  and  Fortune  of' his  happy  liars; 

Which,  God  defend,  that  I  fhould  wring  from  him ! 

Buck.  My  lord,  this  argues  confcience  in  your  Grace, 
But  the  refpeds  thereof  are  nice  and  trivial. 
All  circumftances  well  confidered. 
You  fay,  that  Edi,vardis  your  brother's  fon  j 
So  fay  we  too,  but  not  by  Ed<ward*s  wife  s 
For  firft  was  he  contra6l  to  lady  Lucy, 
Your  mother  lives  a  witnefs  to  that  Vow: 
And  afterward  by  Subftitute  betroth'd 
To  Bona,  fifter  to  the  King  of  France* 

^  Thefe 
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Thefe  both  put  ofF,  a  poor  Petitioner, 
A  care-craz  d  mother  of  a  many  children, 
A  beauty^waining,  and  diftreffed  Widow, 
Ev'n  in  the  afternoon  of  her  beft  days. 
Made  prize  and  purchafe  of  his  wanton  eye; 
Seduc'd  the  pitch  and  height  of  all  his  thoughts 
To  bafe  declenfion  and  loath'd  bigamy. 
By  her,  in  his  unlawful  bed,  he  got 
This  Ednx^ardy  whom  our  manners  call  the  Prince. 
More  bitterly  could  I  expoftulate, 
Save  that,  for  reverence  of  fome  alive, 
I  give  a  {paring  limit  to  my  tongue. 
Then,  good  my  lord,  take  to  your  royal  felf 
This  proffer'd  benefit  of  Dignity  : 
If  not  to  blefs  Us  and  the  Land  withal. 
Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  Ancellry 
From  the  corruption  of  abufing  time. 
Unto  a  lineal,  true  derived  courfe. 
Mayor,  Do,  good  my  lord,    your  Citizens  intreat 
you. 

Buck.  Refufe  not,  mighty  lord,  this  proffer'd  love. 

Catef,  O  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful  fuit. 

Glo,  Alas,  why  would  you  heap  thefe  cares  on  me  ? 
I  am  unfit  for  State  and  Majefty. 
I  do  befeech  you,  take  it  not  amifs  % 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  you. 

Buck.  If  you  refufe  it,  as,  in  love  and  zeal. 
Loth  to  depofe  the  Child,  your  brother's  fon, 
(As  well  we  know  your  tendernefs  of  hearty 
And  eentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorfe. 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  kindred. 
And  equally,  indeed,  to  all  eftates) 
Yet  know,  whe'r  you  accept  our  fuit  or  no,, 
Your  brother's  fon  (hall  never  reign  our  King ; 
But  we  will  plant  fome  other  in  tfie  Throne, 
To  the  difgrace  and  downfall  of  vour  Houfe : 
And  in  this  refolution  here  we  leave  you. 
j  Come,  Citizens,  we  will  intreat  no  more.  {Exeunt, 

Catef.  Call  them  again,  fweet Prince,  accept  their  fuit; 
If  you  deny  them,  all  the  Land  will  rue  it. 

Clo. 
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G/o.  Will  you  inforce  me  to  a  world  of  cares? 
Call  them  again ;  I  am  not  made  of  Hone,  [Exu  Catcsby; 
But  penetrable  to  your  kind  intreaties ; 
Albeit  againft  my  confcience  and  my  foul. 

I^e  enter  B uckingham,  and  the  rejf, 

CoM^m  0^  Buckinghamy  and  fage,  grave  men. 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back 
To  bear  her  burthen,  whether  I  will  or  no, 
I  muft  have  patience  to  endure  the  load. 
But  if  black  Scandal,  or  foul-facM  Reproach, 
Attend  the  fequel  of  your  impofuion, 
Your  meer  enforcement  fhal]  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  ftains  thereof. 
For  God  doth  know,  and  you  may  partly  fee, 
How  far  I  am  from  the  defire  of  this. 
Mayor.  God  blefs  your  Grace  I  we  fee  it,  and  wiU 
fay  it. 

GIo.  In  faying  fo,  you  (hall  but  fay  the  truth. 
Buck,  Then  I  falate  you  with  this  royal  Title, 
Long  live  King  Rkhardy  England's  worthy  King  ! 
Jil.  Amen. 

Buck,  To  morrow  may  it  pleafe  you  to  be  crown'd  ? 

Glo.  Ev'n  when  you  pleafe,  for  you  will  have  it  fo. 

Buck,  To  morrow  then  we  will  attend  your  Grace, 
And  fo  moft  joyfully  we  take  our  leave. 

GIo.  Come,  Ictus  to  our  holy  Work  again. 
Farewel,  my  Coufxn  5  farewel,  gentle  friends.  [Extunt. 


ACT 
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A     C     T  IV. 

SCENE,  before  the  Tower. 

Enter  the  ^een,  Dutchefs  of  York,  and  Marqiiefs 
5/'Dorfet,  at  one  Door  ;  Anne,  Dutchefs  of  Glou- 
cefter,  leading  Lady  Margaret  Plantagenet,  Cla- 
renceV  young  Daughter^  at  the  other ^ 

Dutchess. 

WH  O  meets  us  here  ?  my  Neice  Plantagenety 
Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  Aunt  of  Glofter  F{g) 
Now,  for  my  life  (he's  wandring  to  the  Toiver, 
On  pure  heart's  love,  to  greet  the  tender  Princes, 
Daughter,  well  met. 

j^nne,  God  give  your  Graces  both 
A  happy  and  a  joyful  time  of  day. 

^een.  Sifter,  well  met ;  whither  away  fo  faft  ? 
Jn^e..  No  farther  than  the  To<wer;  and,  as  I  guefs. 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  your  felves. 
To  gratulate  the  gentle  Princes  there. 

^een.  Kind  fifter,  thanks ;  we'll  enter  all  together. 

Enter  the  Lieutenant, 
And  in  good  time  here  the  Lieutenant  comes. 
Mafter  Lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave. 
How  doth  the  Prince,  and  my  young  fon  of  Tork  F 
Lieu.  Right  well,  dear  Madam  j  by  your  patience, 

(9)  JVho  meets  us  here  f  my  Neice  Plantagenet 

Led  in  the  Hand  of  her  kind  Aunt  of  Glo'fter?]  Here  is  a 
fnanifeft  Intimation,  that  the  Dutchefs  of  Glojier  leads  in  fome- 
body  in  her  hand  j  but  there  is  no  Direction,  or  entrance  mark'd 
in  any  of  the  Copies,  from  which  we  can  learn  who  it  is.  I 
have  ventured  to  guefs,  it  muft  be  Clarence''^  young  Daughter, 
The  old  Dutchefs  of  Tork  calls  her  Neiccy  i,  e.  Grand-daughter  j 

Grand' children  are  frequently  caird  Ne^bews^ 

I  may 
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^  may  not  fufFer  you  to  vifit  them  ; 

The  King  hath  ftridlly  charg'd  the  contrary. 

ShLeen,  The  King  ?  who's  That? 

Lieu.  I  mean,  the  Lord  Protedor. 

^ueeyt.  The  Lordprotedl  him  from  that  kingly  title! 
Hath  he  fet  bounds  between  their  love  and  me  ? 
I  am  their  mother,  who  fhall  bar  me  from  them  ? 

Dutch.  I  am  their  father's  mother.    I  will  fee  them. 

Anne.  Their  aunt  I  am  in  law,  in  love  their  mother  ; 
Then  bring  me  to  their  fights.  Til  bear  thy  blame, 
And  take  thy  office  from  thee  on  my  peril. 

Lieu.  No,  Madam,  no,  I  may  not  leave  it  fo : 
I'm  bound  by  oath,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

\Exit  Lieu. 

t>nter  Stanley 

Stan,  Let  me  but  meet  you,  Ladies,  one  hour  hence. 
And  ril  falute  your  Grace  of  York  as  mother 
And  revVend  looker  on  of  two  fair  Queens, 
Come,  Madam,  you  mull  ft  rait  to  Weftminjler^ 
There  to  be  crowned  Richard's  royal  Queen. 

^een.  Ah,  cut  my  lace  afunder, 
That  my  pent  heart  may  have  feme  fcope  to  beat. 
Or  elfe  J  Iwoon  with  thi  dead- killing  news  ! 

Anne.  Defpightful  tidings,  O  unpleafing  news ! 

Dor.  Be  of  good  chear :  Mother,  how  fares  your 
Grace  I 

^een,  O  Borfet,  fpeak  not  to  me,,  get  thee  hence. 
Death  and  deflrudion  dog  thee  at  thy  heels, 
Thy  mother's  name  is  ominous  to  children. 
If  thou  wilt  outftrip  death,  go  crofs  the  feas; 
And  live  with  Richmond,  f  o  n  the  reach  of  hell. 
Go,  hye  thee,  hye  thee  fro.  ,  this  flaughter-houfe, 
Left  thou  increafe  the  number  of  the  dead  ; 
And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  lAar^ref^  curfe; 
Nor  mother,  wife,  nor \^«g-/i^«^  s  counted  Queen. 

Stan.  Full  of  wife  care  is  this  your  counfel,  Madam  ^ 
Take  all  the  fwift  advantage  of  the  time ; 
You  ftiall  have  letters  from  me  to  niy  fon 
In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way : 

Br 
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Be  not  ta'en  tardy  by  unwife  delay. 

Dutch.  O  Ill-dirperfing  wind  of  mifery ! 
O  my  accurfed  womb,  the  bed  of  death  ! 
A  cockatrice  hall  thou  hatched  to  the  world, 
Whofe  unavoided  eye  is  murthcrous. 

Stan,  Come,  Madam,  come,  I  in  all  hafte  was  fcnt. 

Anne.  And  I  with  all  unwillingnefs  will  go, 
O,  would  to  God,  that  the  inclufive  verge 
Of  golden  metal,  that  mull  round  my  brow. 
Were  red  hot  fteel,  tq  fear  me  to  the  brain  ! 
Anointed  let  me  be  with  deadly  venom, 
And  die,  ere  men  can  fay,  God  fave  the  Queen ! 

^een.  Go,  go,  poor  foul,  I  envy  not  thy  glory  ; 
To  feed  my  humour,  wifli  thyfelf  no  harm. 

Anne.  No !  why  ? — When  he,  that  is  my  husband 
now. 

Came  to  me,  as  I  followed  Henry^^  coarfe  ; 
When  fcarce  the  blood  was  well  wafh'd  from  his  hands, 
Which  i-flli*d  from  my  other  angel  husband. 
And  that  dear  Saint,  which  then  I  weeping  follow'd  : 
O  when,  I  fay,  I  look'd  on  Richard's  face, 
This  was  my  wifli ;     Be  thou,  quoth  I,  accurs'd. 
For  making  me,  fo  young,  fo  old  a  widow  ! 
And  when  thou  wed'ft,  let  forrow  haunt  thy  bed^pj 
And  be  thy  wife,  if  any  be  fo  mad. 
More  miferable  by  the  life  of  thee, 
"  Than  thou  haft  made  me,  by  my  dear  Lord's  death  V\ 
Lo,  ere  I  can  repeat  this  curfe  again,  • 
Within  fo  fmall  a  time,  my  woman's  heart 
Grofsly  grew  captive  to  his  honey  wo:ds, 
And  prov'd  the  fubjed  of  mine  own  iours  curfe  : 
Which  ever  fince  hath  held  mine  eyes  £om  reft. 
For  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  bed 
Did  I  enjoy  the  golden  dew  of  fleep, 
But  with  his  tim'rous  dreams  was  ftill  awak'd. 
Befides,  he  hates  me  for  my  father  Warwick; 
And  will,  no  doubt,  fnortly  be  rid  of  me. 

^een.  Poor  heart,  adieu,  I  pity  thy  complaining, 
Anne.  No  more  than  with  my  foul  I  mourn  for  yours « 
Dor,  Farewel,  thou  woful  welcomer  of  Glory ! 
^*  Annf, 
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Jme,  Adieu,  poor  foul,  that  tak'fl  thy  leave  of  it  I 
Dutch,  Go  thou   to  Richmond,    and  good  fortune 
guide  thee!  [To  Dorfet. 

Go  thou  to  Richard,  and  good  Angels  tend  thee ! 

[To  Anne. 

Go  thou  to  Sandluary,  good  thoughts  poflefs  thee ! 

[To  the  ^een. 
I  to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  reft  lye  with  me  ! 
Eighty  odd  years  of  forrow  have  1  feen, 
And  each  hour's  joy  wreck'd  with  a  week  of  teen. 

^een.  Stay ;  yet  look  back,  with  me,  unto  the  To^wer. 
Pity,  you  ancient  flones,  thofe  tender  babes, 
Whom  envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  wails ! 
Rough  cradle  for  fuch  little  pretty  ones  f 
Rude  ragged  nurfc!   old  fullen  play- fellow. 
For  tender  Princes ;  ufe  my  babies  well ! 
So  foolilh  forrow  bids  your  ftones  farewel.  [Exeu?it. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Court. 

Tloiirijh  of  Trumpets,    Enter  Gloucefter  as  King, 
Buckingham,  Catesby. 

Y^^Rich,  QTAND  all  apart~-Coufm  of  Buckingham,— 
i3    Buck,  My  gracious  Sovereign ! 
K.  Rich.  Give  me  thy  hand.    Thus  high,  by  thy 
advice. 

And  thy  afliftance,  is  King  Richard  feated  : 
But  (hall  we  wear  thefe  glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  fhall  they  laft,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ? 

Buck.  Still  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  laft ! 

K.  Rich,  Ah,  Buckingham^  now  do  I  play  the  touch, 
Tatry  if  thou  be  currant  gold,  indeed  :  (10) 
Young  Edward  lives — think  now,  what  I  would  fpeak. 

Buck. 

(10)  Ab !  Buckingham,  now  do  I  play  the  Touch.']  Mr.  War* 
burton  thinks,  the  technical  Term  is  abfolutely  requifite  here, 
and  that  the  Poet  wrote  ; 

 Nov)  do  /'p^y  Touch, 

i%  «.  apply  ^he  Tgu^hfignt ;  for  that  U  meant  by  what  he  calb 
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Buc^,  Say  on,  my  loving  Lord. 

K.  Rich,  Why,  Buckingham,  I  fay,  I  would  be  King. 

Buck,  Why,  fo  you  are,  my  thrice- renowned  Liege. 

K.  Rich.  Ha!  am  I  King?  'tis  fo— — but  Ednjuard 
lives  

Buck.  True,  noble  Prince. 

K.  Rich.  O  bitter  confequence  ! 
That  Edward  flill  fhould  live — true,  noble  Prince^ 
Coufm,  thou  wert  not  wont  to  be  fo  dull. 
Shall  I  be  plain  ?  I  wilh  the  baftards  deaci ; 
And  I  would  have  it  fuddenly  performed. 
What  fay'ft  thou  now  ?  fpeak  fuddenly,  be  brief. 

Buck,  Vour  Grace  may  do  your  pleafure. 

K.  Rich,  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  ail  ice,  thy  kindncfs 
freezes ; 

Say,  have  I  thy  confent  that  they  (ball  die  ? 

Buck.  Give  me  fome  breath,  fome  little  paufe,  dear 
Lord, 

Before  I  pofitively  fpeak  in  this :  ^ 

I  will  refolve  your  Grace  immediately.        [Exit  Buck. 

Catef.  The  King  is  angry  ;  fee,  he  gnaws  his  lip. 

K.  Rich,  I  will  converfe  with  iron-witted  fools. 
And  unrefpedive  boy5 ;  none  are  for  me, 
That  look  into  me  with  confid'rate  eyes. 
High- reaching  Buckingham  grows  circumlped. 

Boy,  

.  page.  My  Lord. 

K.  Itich.  Know'ft  thou  not  any,  whom  corrupting 
gold 

Would  tempt  unto  a  clofe  exploit  of  death? 

Page.  1  know  a  difcontented  Gentleman, 
Whofe  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  fpirit  x 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  orators, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

K.  Rich.  What  is  his  name  > 

Taucb,  So,  again,  in  Timon  of  Athens,  fpeakin^  of  Gold^ 
He  fays  ; 

 0,  thou  Touch  of  Hearts  ! 

i,  t,  thou  Trial,  Touchftonc, 

^\  Vol,  V.  M  Page. 
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page.  His  name,  my  Lord,  is  TirreL 

K.  Rk^,  1  partly  know  the  man;  go  call  him  hither. 

[Exit  Bof. 

The  deep  revolving  witty  Buckingham 
No  more  fliall  be  the  neighbour  to  my  counfels. 
Hath  he  fo  long  held  out  with  me  untir'd. 
And  flops  lie  now  for  breath  ?  well,  be  it  fo. 

Enter  Stanley. 

How  now.  Lord  Stanley,  what's  the  news? 

Stan.  My  Lord, 
The  Marquifs  Dorfet,  as  I  hear,  is  fled 
To  Richmond,  in  the  Parts  where  he  abides. 

K.  Rich.  Come  hither,  Cateshy  ;  rumour  it  abroad. 
That  Jnne  my  wife  is  fick,  and  like  to  die. 
I  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  clofe. 
Inquire  me  out  feme  mean-born  gentleman, 
Whom  I  will  marry  ftrait  to  Clarence''  daughter.—— 
(The  boy  is  foohfh,  and  I  fear  not  him.) 

took,  how  thou  dream'ft  1  fay  again,  give  out. 

That  Anne  my  Queen  is  fick,  and  like  to  die. 
About  it ;  for  it  ftands  me  much  upon 
To  (lop  all  hopes,  whofe  growth  may  damage  me, 
I  muft  be  married  to  my  brother's  daughter. 
Or  elfe  my  kingdom  ftands  on  brittle  glafs : 
Murther  her  brothers,  and  then  marry  her ! 
Uncertain  v^ay  of  gain  !  but  I  am  in  0 
So  far  in  blood,  that  fin  will  pluck  on  iin« 
Tear-falling  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye. 

Ent£r  TirreL 

Is  thy  name  Tirrel? 

Tir,  James  Tirrel,  and  your  moft  obedient  fubje£l. 

K.  Rich.  Art  thou,  indeed  ?         {He  takes  him  afide. 

Tir.  Prove  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Dar'ft  thou  refolve  to  kill  a  friend  of  mine? 

Tir,  Pleafe  you,  Pd  rather  kill  two  eneioiies. 

K.  Rich,  Why,  then  thou  haft  it ;  two  deep  enemies. 
Foes  to  my  reft,  and  my  fvveet  fleep's  difturbers. 
Are  they,  that  I  would  have  thee  deal  upon  ; 

TirreU 
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Tirrel,  I  mean  thofe  baftards  in  the  Toiver. 

^ir.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them. 
And  foon  I'll  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 

K.  Rich,  Thou  fing'ft  fweet  mufick.    Hark,  come 
hither,  Tirrel ; 
Go,  by  this  token  —  rife,  and  lend  thine  car  

There  is  no  more  but  fo  fay,  it  is  done. 

And  I  will  love  thee  and  prefer  tliee  for  it, 

Tir,  I  will  difpatch  it  flrait.  [£^/V» 

Re-enter  Buckingham. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  I  have  confider'd  in  my  mind 
That  late  demand,  that  you  did  found  me  in. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  let  that  reft ;  Dor/et  is  fled  to  Rich- 
mond, 

Buck.  I  hear  the  news,  my  Lord. 
K.  Rich.  Stanley^  he  is  your  wife's  fon ;  well,  look 
to  it. 

Buck.  My  lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by  promife, 
For  which  your  honour  and  your  faith  is  pawn'd ; 
Th'  Earldom  of  Hereford^  and  the  moveables. 
Which  you  have  promifed  I  lhall  poffefs. 

K.  Rich.  Stanley^  look  to  your  wife ;  if  fhe  convey 
Letters  to  Richmond^  you  fliall  anfwer  it. 

Buck.  What  fays  your  Highnefs  to  my  juft  requeft  t 

K.  Rich.  I  do  remember  me — He7iry  the  fixth 
Did  prophefie,  that  Richmond  fhoald  be  King, 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevilh  boy. 
A  King,  perhaps  ■ 

Buck.  My  Lord,  

K.  Rich.  How  chance,  the  Prophet  could  not  at  that 
time 

'Have  told  me,  I  being  by,  that  I  ihouldkill  him  ? 
Buck.  My  Lord,  your  promife  for  the  Earldom — 
K.  Rich.  Richmond  P  when  I  was  laft  at  Exeter, 
The  Mayor  in  curtefie  fhewed  me  the  caftle. 
And  calrd  it  Rouge  mont,  at  which  name  1  fcart^d  ; 
"Becaufe  a  bard  of  Ireland  told  me  once, 
I  ihould  not  live  long  after  I  faw  Richmond. 
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Buck.  My  Lord, 
K.  Rich.  Ay,  what's  o'clock  ? 
Buck.  I  am  thus  bold  to  put  your  Grace  in  mind 
Of  what  you  promised  me. 
K.  Rich.  But  what's  o'clock  ? 
Buck.  Upon  the  liroke  of  ten, 
Y^.Rich.  Well,  let  it  firike. 
Buck.  Why,  let  it  ftrike  ? 

K.  Rich.  Becaufe,  that,  like  a  Jack,  thou  keep'ft  the 

ftroke 

Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation. 
1  am  not  in  the  giving  vein  to  day. 

Buck.  Why,  then  refolve  me  whe'r  you  will  or  no. 

K.  Rich,  Thou  troubleft  me,  I  am  not  in  the  vein. 

lExit. 

Buck,  Is  it  even  fo  ?  repays  he  my  deep  fervice 
With  fuch  contempt  ?  made  I  him  King  for  this  ? 
O,  let  me  think  on  Haftings,  and  be  gone 
To  Brecknock^  while  my  fearful  head  is  on,  [Exif» 

Enter  T'mcL 

Tir,  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  a6l  is  done; 
The  moft  arch  deed  of  piteous  mafiacrc. 
That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of! 
Dighton  and  Forreji,  whom  I  did  fuborn 
To  do  this  piece  of  ruthlefs  butchery. 
Albeit  they  were  flefnt  villains,  bloody  dogs. 
Melting  with  tendernefs  and  mild  compafTion, 
Wept  like  two  children,  in  their  deaths'  fad  Itory. 
O  thus,  (quoth  Dighton)  lay  the  gentle  babes ; — - 
Thus,  thus,  (quoth  Forrejl,)  girdling  one  another 
Within  their  innocent  alabafter  arms : 
Their  lips  were  four  red  rofes  on  a  ftalk, 
And  in  their  fummer  beauty  kifs'd  each  other. 
A  book  of  prayers  on  their  pillow  lay. 
Which  once,  (quoth  Forreft.)  almoft  changed  my  mind  % 

But,  oh  !  the  Devil-  there  the  villian  ftopt  : 

When  Dighton  thus  told  on  we  fmothered 

The  molt  replenifhed  fv/eet  work  of  nature. 
That  from  the  prime  creation  e'er  (he  framed.— 

Hence 
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Hence  both  are  gone  with  confcience  and  remorfe; 
They  could  not  fpeak,  and  fo  I  left  them  both. 
To  bear  thefe  tidings  to  the  bloody  King. 

Enter  King  Richard. 
And  here  he  comes.   All  health,  my  fovereign  Lord  ! 

K.  Ric/j.  Kind  Tirre/  am  I  happy  in  thy  news  ? 

7/>.  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  gave  in  charge 
Beget  your  happinefs,  be  happy  then ; 
For  it  is  done. 

K.  Ric^.  But  didft  thou  fee  them  dead  ? 

7ir.  I  did,  my  Lord. 

K.  Ricb.  And  buried,  gentle  Tirrel  F 

Tfr,  The  Chaplain  of  the  Toiver  hath  buried  them, 
But  where,  to  fay  the  truth,  I  do  not  know. 

K.^Rich.  Come  to  me,  Tirrel^  foon,  foon  after  fupper, 
"When  thou  lliait  tell  the  procefs  of  their  death. 

Mean  time  but  think,  how  I  may  do  thee  good. 

And  be  inheritor  of  thy  defire. 
Farcwel,  'till  then. 

7ir,  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  {Exit. 

K.  Rich.  The  fon  of  Clarence  have  I  pent  up  clofe  : 
His  daughter  meanly  have  I  matched  in  marriage  : 
The  fons  of  Edward  fleep  in  Abrafjatn^^  bofom  : 
And  Anne  my  wife  hath  bid  this  world  good  night. 
Now,  for  I  know  the  Briton  Richmond  aims 
At  y3ung  Elizabeth,  my  brother's  daughter ; 
And  by  that  knot  looks  proudly  on  the  crown  5 
To  her  go  J,  a  jolly  thriving  vvooer. 

Enter  Catesby. 
Catef.  My  Lord, —  

K.  Rich.  Good  or  bad  news,  that  thou  com'fl:  in  To 
bluntly  ? 

Catef.  Bad  news,  my  Lord  ;  Morion  is  fled  to  Richmond. 
And  Buckingham,  back'd  with  the  hardy  Weljhmeny 
Is  in  the  field,  and  ftill  his  power  encreafeth. 

K.  Rich,  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  more  near. 
Than  Buckingham  and  his  rafh-levied  army. 
Comej  1  have  learn'd,  that  fearful  commenting 
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Is  leaden  fervitor  to  dull  delay  ; 
Delay  leads  impotent  and  fnail-pac'd  beggary. 
Then  £ery  Expedition  be  my  wing, 
Jcnjes  Mercury f  and  herald  for  a  King  ! 
Gq,  mufler  men ;  my  Counfel  is  my  Ihield, 
We  muft  be  brief,  when  traitors  brave  the  field.  [Exit* 
Enter  ^een  Margaret. 
Q.  Mar.  So  now  Profperity  begins  to  mellow, 
^nd  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death  : 
Here  in  thefe  confines  flily  have  I  lurk'd 
To  watch  the  waining  of  mine  enemies. 
A  dire  induction  ara  J  witnefs  to ; 
And  will  to  France,  hoping,  the  confequence 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  black  and  tragical. 
Withdraw  thee,  wretched  Margret  I  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  the  Dut chefs  of  York,  and  ^een» 
^een.  Ah,  my  poor  Princes !  ah,  my  tender  babes  \ 
My  unblown  flowers,  new- appearing  fweets  f 
If  yet  your  gentle  fouls  fly  in  the  air. 
And  be  not  fixt  in  doom  perpetual, 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  wings, 
And  hear  your  mother's  lamentation. 

Ql^Mar,  Hover  about  her  j  fay,  that  right  for  right 
Hath  dimmed  your  infant-morn  to  aged  night. 

Dutch.  So  many  miferies  have  craz'd  my  voice^i 
T'hat  my  woe  wearied  tongue  is  ftill  and  mute. 
Ed^dcard Plantagenet,  why  art  thou  dead? 

Q.  Mar.  Flantagenet  doth  quit  Plantagenet, 
Edn^uard  for  Ed<ward  pays  a  dying  debt. 

^een.  Wilt  thou,  O  God,  fly  from  fuch  gentle  lambs^ 
And  throw  them  in  the  intrails  of  the  wolf? 
Why  did'fl:  thou  fleep,  when  fuch  a  deed  was  done  ? 
Q.  Mar,  When  holy  Henry  dy'd,  and  my  fweet  fon. 
Dutch.  Dead  life,  blind  fight,  poor  mortal  living  ghod. 
Woe's  fcene.  world's  fhame,  grave's  due,  by  life  ufurp'd. 
Brief  abftrad  and  record  of  tedious  days, 
Reft  thy  unreft  on  England^  lawful  earth, 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  blood. 

^em.  Ah,  that  thou  would'ft  as  foon  afford  a  grave> 

As 
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As  thou  canft  yield  a  melancholy  feat ; 

Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  reft  them  here. 

Ah,  who  hath  any  caufe  to  mourn  but  we  ? 

Q^Mar.  If  ancient  forrow  be  moft  reverent. 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  Signiory ; 
And  let  my  griefs  frown  Oi\  the  upper  hand. 
If  forrow  can  admit  fociety, 
Tell  o'er  your  woes  again  by  viewing  mine. 
I  had  an  Ednxjardy  'till  a  Richard  kill'd  him  ; 
I  had  a  husband,  'till  a  RichardV}^di  him. 
Thou  hadft  an  Edward,  'till  a  Richard^xWdi.  him  : 
Thou  hadft  a  Richard^  'till  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 

Dutch.  I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  didft  kill  hini: 
I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'ft  to  kill  him. 

Q,  Mar,  Thou  had'ft  a  Clarence  too,  and  Richard 
kilTd  him. 

From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crept 
A  hell-hound,  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death  ; 
That  dog,  that  had  his  teeth  before  his  eyes. 
To  worry  Iambs  aHd  lap  their  gentle  blood  \ 
That  foul  defacer  of  God's  handy  work 
Thy  womb  let  loofe,  to  chafe  us  to  our  graves« 
O  upright,  juft,  and  true  difpofing  God, 
How  do  I  thank  thee,  that  this  carnal  cur 
Preys  on  the  iffue  of  his  mother's  body  \ 
And  makes  her  Pue-fellow  with  others  moan  ! 

Dutch.  Oh,  Harrys  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woes : 
God  witnefs  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 

Q^Mar.  Bear  with  me,  I  am  hungry  for  revenge. 
And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it. 
Thy  Edward  he  is  dead,  that  kill'd  my  Edward  : 
Thy  other  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward: 
Young  Tork  he  is  but  boot,  becaufe  both  they 
Match  not  the  high  perfection  of  my  lofs. 
Thy  Clarence  he  is  dead,  that  ftabb'd  my  Edward i 
And  the  beholders  of  this  tragic  play, 
Th' adulterate  Hajiings,  Rivers ,  Vaughan^  Grajy 
Untimely  fmother'd  in  their  dusky  graves. 
Richard  yet  lives,  hell's  black  intelligencer. 
Only  referv'd  their  faftor  to  buy  fouls, 
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And  fend  them  thither :  but  at  hand,  at  hand, 
Infues  his  piteous  and  unpitied  end. 
Earth  gapes,  hell  burns,  fiends  roar,  faints  pray,  for 
vengeance. 

Cancel  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray, 
That  I  may  live  to  fay,  the  dog  is  dead  ! 

^een.  Oh  !  thou  did'ft  prophefie,  the  lime  would 
come, 

That  I  fhoLiId  wifh  for  thee  to  help  me  curfe 
That  botteiPd  fpider,  that  foul  bunch-backM  toad. 

Q.  Mar,  I  calf  d  thee  then  vain  flourifh  of  my  fortune, 
I  caird  thee  then  poor  fhadow,  painted  Queen, 
The  prefentation  of  but  what  I  was ; 
The  flatt'ring  index  of  a  direful  Pageant ; 
One  heav'd  on  high,  to  be  hurlM  down  below  : 
A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  babes  i 
A  dream  of  what  thou  wall;  a  garifh  flag, 
To  be  the  aim  of  ev'ry  dangerous  (hot  ; 
A  fign  of  dignity,  a  breath,  a  bubble  ; 
A  Queen  in  jefl,  only  to  fill  the  fcene. 
Where  is  thy  husband  now  ?  where  be  thy  brothers? 
"Where  be  thy  children  ?  wherein  doft  thou  joy  ? 
Who  fues,  and  kneels,  and  fays,  God  fave  the  Queen  ? 
Where  be  the  bending  Peers,  that  fiatter'd  thee? 
Where  be  the  thronging  troops,  that  follovv'd  thee  ? 
Decline  ail  this,  and  lee  what  now  thou  art. 
For  happy  wife,  a  mod  diflrefTed  widow  ; 
For  joyful  mother,  one  that  wails  the  name  : 
For  one  being  fu'd  to,  one  that  humbly  fues ; 
For  Queen,  a  very  caitiff  crownM  with  care ; 
For  one  that  fcorn'd  at  me,  now  fcorn'd  of  me; 
For  one  being  fearM  of  all,  now  fearing  one  ; 
For  one  commanding  all,  obeyed  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  courfe  of  juftice  wheeFd  about, 
And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time  ; 
Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  wert. 
To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 
Thou  did'rt  ufurp  my  place,  and  doft  thou  not 
Ufurp  thejuft  proportion  of  my  forrow  ? 
Mow  thy  proud  neck  bears  half  my  burden'd  yoak ; 
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From  which,  ev'n  here  I  flip  my-  wearied  head. 
And  leave  the  burthen  of  it  all  on  thee. 
Farewel,  Tork's  wife,  and  Queen  of  fad  mifchance, 
Thefe  EngU/h  woes  fhall  make  me  fmile  in  France, 

^een,  O  thou  well-skilFd  in  curfes !  flay  a  while. 
And  teach  me  how  to  curfe  mine  enemies. 

Qj^  Mar.  Forbear  to  fleep  the  night,  and  fafl  the  day  : 
Compare  dead  happinefs  with  living  woe ; 
Think,  that  thy  babes  were  fweeter  than  they  wer^. 
And  he,  that  flew  them,  fouler  than  he  is  : 
Bett'ring  thy  lofs  makes  the  bad  caufer  worfe; 
Revolving  this,  will  teach  thee  how  to  curfe. 

^een.  My  words  are  dull,0 !  quicken  them  with  thine. 

Q.  Mar.  Thy  woes  will  make  them  fharp,  and  pierce 
like  mine.  [Exit  Margaret, 

Dutch,  Why  fliould  calamity  be  full  of  words  ? 

^een.  Windy  attorneys  to  your  client's  woes>. 
Airy  fucceeders  of  inteflate  joys,  ( 11) 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  miferies  I 
Let  them  have  fcope,  tho'  what  they  do  impart 
Help  nothing  elfe,  yet  they  do  eafe  the  heart. 

Dutch.  If  fo,  then  be  not  tongue  ty'd  ;  go  with  me. 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words  let's  fmother 
My  damned  fon,  that  thy  two  fweet  fons  fmother'd. 

[^Drum,  wthin, 

I  hear  his  drum,  be  copious  in  exclaims. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  his  7rain* 

K.  Rich,  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  expedition  ? 
Dutch.  O,  fhe,  that  might  have  intercepted  thee 
By  lb-angling  thee  in  her  accurfed  womb, 

(vi)  Airy  Succeeders  of  inteftine  Joyj J  Thus  the  Genmlity  of 
the  Editions,  from  the  oldeft  Folio  Impreflion.  Bat  1  canijot 
underftand  this  Reading.  I  have  adopted  another  from  the. 
£luarto  in  1597,  which,  I  think,  muft  be  the  true  one : 

Airy  Succeeden  of  inteilate  'joyi^ 
i.  e.  Words,  turn'd  to  Complaints,  fueceed  Joys  that  are  dead  ; 
and  unbequeath'd  to  them,  to  whona  they  ih«uld  properly 
ilefcend). 
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From  all  the  {laughters,  wretch,  that  thou  haft  done. 

^W«.  Hid'll  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden  crown^ 
Where  Ihould  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right, 
The  flaughtcr  of  the  Prince  that  ow'd  that  crown. 
And  the  dire^eath  of  my  poor  fons  and  brothers  ? 
Tell  me,  thou  villain  flave,  where  are  my  children? 

Dutch,  Thou  toad,  thou  toad,  where  is  thy  brother 
Clarence  ? 
And  little  Ned  Plant agenet^  his  fon  ? 

^een.  Where  is  kind  Hajiings,  Ri'verSy  Vaughan^Gray?. 

K.  Rich.  A  flourifli,  trumpets !  ftrike  alarum,  drums  I 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  thefe  tell- tale  women 
l^ail  on  the  Lord's  anointed.    Strike,  I  fay. 

[Flourijh.  Alarums.. 
Either  be  patient,  and  intreat  me  fair. 
Or  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
Thus  will  1  drown  your  exclamations, 

Dutch.  Art  thou  my  fon  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  1  thank  God,  my  father,  and  yourfelf. 

Dutch,  Then  patiently  hear  my  impatience. 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  condition^ 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 

Dutch.  I  will  be  mild,  and  gentle  in  my  words. 

K.  Rich.  And  brief,  good  mother,  for  1  am  in  liafte. 

Dutch.  Art  thou  fo  hafty  ?  I  have  ftaid  for  thee, 
God  knows,  in  anguifn,  pain  and  agony. 

K.  Rich.  And  came  I  not  at  laft  to  comfort  you  ? 

Dutch,  No,  by  the  holy  rood,  thou  know'ft  it  well. 
Thou  cam'il  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  my  helL 
A  grievous  burthen  was  thy  birth  to  me, 
Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy 
Thy  fchool- days  frightful,  defpVate,  wild  and  furious ; 
Thy  prime  of  manhood,  daring,  bold  and  venturous :. 
Thy  age  confirm 'd,  proud,  fubtle,  fly  and  bloody. 
What  comfortable  hoar  canft  thou  name, 
That  ever  grac'd  me  in  thy  company  ? 

K.  Rich.  Faith,  none  but  Humphry  Houre^  that  call'd 
your  Grace 
To  breakfaft  once,  forth  of  my  company, 
M  1  be  fo  difgracious  in.yoqr  fight, 
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Let  me  march  on,  and  not  offend  your  Grace. 
Strike  up  the  Drum. 

Dutch.  I  pr'ythee,  hear  me  fpeak. 

K.  Rich.  You  fpeak  too  bitterly. 

Dutch.  Hear  me  a  word  : 
For  I  fliall  never  fpeak  to  thee  again. 

K.  Rich.  So,  

Dutch.  Either  thou'k  die  by  God's  juft  ordinance^, 

Ere  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conqueror ; 

Or  I  with  grief  and  extream  age  lhall  periih. 

And,  never  look  upon  thy  face  again. 

Therefore  take  with  thee  my  moU  heavy  Curfe  ; 

Which,  in  the  day  of  battle,  tire  thee  more. 

Than  all  the  compleat  armour  that  thou  wear'ft ! 

My  prayers  on  the  adverfe  party  fight, 

And  there  the  little  fouls  of  Eduuard's  children 

Whifper  the  Spirits  of  thine  enemies. 

And  promife  them  fucccfs  and  vidory  ! 

Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end  \ 

Shame  ferves  thy  life,  and  doth  thy  death  attend.  [Exit^ 
^een.  Tho^far  more  caufe,  yet  much  lefsfpirit  to  curfe 

Abides  in  me,  I  fay  Amen  to  her.  [Going. 
K.  Rich.  Stay,  Madam,  I  mull  fpeak  a  word  with  yoiu 
^een.  I  have  no  more  Sons  of  the  royal  blood 

For  thee  to  flaughter  ;  for  my  daughters,  Rich^rd^ 

They  (hali  be  praying  Nuns,  not  weeping  Queens  5 

And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

K.  Rich.  You  have  a  daughter  caird  ^'//z^to/^. 

Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious. 

^een.  And  muft  Ihe  die  for  this  ?  O  let  her  live^ 

And  ril  corrupt  her  manners,  ftain  her  beauty, 

Slander  myfelf  as  fal{e  to  Educard's  bed. 

Throw  over  her  the  veil  of  infamy : 

So  (he  may  live  unfcarr'd  from  bleeding  flaughter, 

I  will  confefs  Ihe  was  not  Ed-warcTs  daughter. 

K.  Rich.  Wrong  not  her  birth,  (he  h  of  royal  blood, 
^een.  To  fave  her  life.  Til  fay,  (he  is  iiot  fo. 
X.  Rich.  Her  life  is  fafelt  only  in  her  birth* 
^een.  And  only  in  that  i2Sti'f  dy'd  her  brothers, 
K.  Rich.  No,,  at  their  births  good  l^rs  were  oppofite. 
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^een.  No,  to  their  lives  bad  friends  were  contrary. 

X.  Rich.  All  unavoided  is  the  doom  of  deftiny. 

fhieen.  True  ;  when  avoided  grace  makes  deltiay. 
My  babes  were  dellin'd  to  a  fairer  death. 
If  grace  had  blell  thee  with  a  fairer  life. 

K.  Rich.  You  fpeak,  as  if  that  I  had  flain  my  coufms  t 

^een.  Coufms,  indeed;  and  by  their  Uncle  couzen'd 
Of  Comfort,  Kingdom,  Kindred,  Freedom,  Life: 
Whofe  hands  foever  lanc'd  their  tender  hearts, 
Thy  head,  all  indirectly,  gave  direction. 
No  doubt,  the  murdVous  knife  was  dull  and  blunt^ 
'"Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  ftone-hard  heart. 
To  revel  in  the  intrails  of  my  lambs. 
But  that  flill  ufe  of  grief  makes  wild  grief  tame. 
My  tongue  Ihould  to  thy  ears  not  name  my  boys> 
*Til]  that  my  nails  were  anchored  in  thine  eyes ; 
And  I  in  iuch  a  defp'rate  bay  of  death, 
Like  a  poor  bark,  of  fails  and  tackling  reft, 
Kulh  all  to  pieces  on  thy  rocky  bofom. 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  fo  thrive  I  in  my  enterprize,. 
And  dangerous  fuccefs  of  bloody  wars  ; 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours, 
Than  ever  you  or  yours  by  me  were  harm'd  ! 

Slueen.  What  good  is  cover'd  with  the  face  of  heav'fl> 
To  be  difcover'd,  that  can  do  me  good  ? 

K.  Rich.  Th*  advancement  of  your  children,  gentle 
lady. 

^^en.  Up  to  fome  fcaffbld,  there  to  lofe  their  heads. 

K.  Rich.  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of  fortune;, 
The  high  imperial  type  of  this  earth's- glory. 

OuscTi,  Flatter  my  forrows  with  report  of  it ; 
Tell  me,  what  fiate,  what  dignity,  what  honour, 
Canft  ihou  demife  to  any  child  of  mine  ? 

K  Rich.  Ev'n  all  I  have ;  ay,  and  myfelf  and  all,. 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  child  of  thine  : 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  foul 
Thou  drown  the  fad  remembrance  of  thofe  wrongs ; 
Which,  thou  fuppofeft,  I  have  done  to  thee. 

^etn  Be  brief,  leii  that  the  procefs  of  thy  kindnefs 
Lalt  Icngei  telling  than  thy  kindnefs  do. 

Rich. 
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K.  JRich.  Then  know,  that  from  my  foul  I  love  thy 
daughter. 

Oueen.  My  daughter's  mother  thinks  it  with  her  foul, 
K.  Rich.  What  do  you  think  ? 

^een.  That  thou  doft  lovre  my  daughter,  from  thy 
fouK 

So  from  thy  foul's  love,  didft  thou  love  her  brothers ; 
And  from  my  heart's  love  I  do  thank  thee  for  it. 

K.  Rich.  Be  not  fo  hafty  to  confound  my  meaning;: 
I  mean,  that  with  my  foul  1  love  thy  daughter. 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  Queen  of  England. 

^een.  Say  then,  who  doft  thou  mean  fliall  be  her 
King  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ev'n  he,  that  makes  her  Queen  j  who  elfe 

fhould  be  ? 
^ueen.  What,  thou ! 
K.  Rich,  Ev'n  fo  ;  how  think  you  of  it 
^een.  How  canft  thou  woo  her  ? 
K.  Rich.  I  wouMiearn  of  you, 
As  one  being  beft  acquainted  with  her  humour, 
^een.  And  v/ilt  thou  learn  of  me  ? 
K.  Rich.  With  all  my  heart, 

^een.  Send  to  her,  by  the  man  that  flew  her  brothers, 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts;  thereon  engrave 
Edward  and  Tork;  then,  haply,  will  fhe  weep: 
Therefore  prefent  to  her,  as  fometime  Mar^ret 
Did  to  thy  father,  fteept  in  Rutland^  blood, 
A  handkerchief ;  which,  fay  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  tide  from  her  fweet  brothers'  bodies,. 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  v/eeping  eyes  therewith. 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love. 
Send  her  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds  ; 
Tell  her,  thou  mad'ft  away  her  uncle  Clarence^. 
Her  uncle  Risers ;  ay,  and  for  her  fake, 
Mad'ft  quick  conveyance  with  her  good  aunt  j^nm. 

K.  Rich.  You  mock  me,  Madam  ;  this  is  not  the  way 
To  win  your  daughter. 

^ueen.  There's  no  Other  way, 
Unlcfs  thou  could'ft  put  on  fome  other  fhape, 
:2^d.not  be  Rich^ir^  that  hath  done  all  this. 

K.  Rich 
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K.  Rich.  Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her. 
B>ueen,  Nay  then,  indeed,  fhe  cannot  chufe  but  hate 
thee ; 

Having  bought  love  with  fuch  a  bloody  fpoil. 

K.  Rich.  Look,  what  is  done,  cannot  be  now  amended; 
Men  (hall  deal  unadvifedly  fometimcs. 
Which  after- hoars  give  ieifure  to  repent  of. 
If  I  did  take  the  Kingdom  from  your  fons, 
To  make  amends,  I'll  give  it  to  your  danghter  : 
If  I  have  kiird  the  Iffue  of  your  womb, 
To  quicken  your  encreafe  I  will  beget 
Mine  iifue  of  your  blood,  upon  your  daughter  : 
A  grandam's  name  is  little  lefs  in  love. 
Than  is  the  doting  title  of  a  mother ; 
They  are  as  children  but  one  ftep  below. 
Even  of  your  metal,  of  your  very  blood  : 
Of  all  cne  pain,  fave  for  a  night  of  groans 
Endur'd  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  forrow. 
Your  children  were  vexation  to  your  youth. 
But  mine  ihall  be  a  comfort  to  your  age. 
The  lofs  you  have,  is  but  a  fon  being  King ; 
And  by  that  lofs  your  daughter  is  made  Queen* 
1  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would. 
Therefore  accept  fuch  kindnefs  as  I  can. 
Dorfet,  your  fon,  that  with  a  fearful  foul 
Leads  difcontented  fteps  in  foreign  foil. 
This  fair  alliance  quickly  fhall  call  home 
To  high  promotions,  and  great  dignity. 
The  King,  that  calls  your  beauteous  daughter  wife. 
Familiarly  fhall  call  thy  Dorfet  brother  : 
Again  fhall  you  be  mother  to  a  King  i 
And  all  the  ruins  of  diilrefsful  times 
P.epair'd  wilh  double  riches  of  content. 
What !  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  fee. 
The  liquid  drops  of  tears,  that  you  have  fhed,  (12) 

ShaH 

(12)  The  liquid  Drops  of  Tears,  that  you  have  fied^ 
Sbali  come  again,  tramforrn  d  to  orient  Veari, 
^Ad'vantaging  their  Love  nvitb  Jntereji, 

ei'.uitime^  douhJf  gain  af  Hatpin efs,]T tie  great  Improvement 
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Shall  come  again,  transformed  to  orient  pearl ; 
Advantaging  their  loan  with  intereft 
Of  ten  times  double  gain  of  happinefs. 
Go  then,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter  go  ; 
Make  bold  her  baihful  years  with  your  experience^ 
Prepare  her  ears  to  hear  a  wooer's  tale ; 
Put  in  her  tender  heart  th'  afpiring  flame 
Of  golden  Sovereignty;  acquaint  the  Pfincefe 
With  the  fweet  filent  hours  of  marriage  joys*. 
And  when  this  arm  of  mine  hath  chaftifed 
The  petty  rebel,  dull  brain'd  Buckingham, 
Bound  with  triumphant  garlands  will  I  come. 
And  lead  thy  daughter  to  a  Conqueror's  bed  r 
To  whom  I  will  retail  my  Conqueft  won, 
And  fhe  ftiall  be  fole  vidrefs,  Cafars  Cafar, 

^een.  What  were  I  beft  to  fay,  her  father's  brother 
Would  be  her  lord  !  or  fhall  I  fay,  her  uncle? 
Or  he  that  flew  her  brothers,  and  her  uncles  ? 
Under  what  title  fliall  I  woo  for  thee, 
That  God,  the  law,  my  honour,  and  her  love. 
Can  make  feem  pleafing  to  her  tender  years  ? 

K.  Rich,  Infer  fair  England's  peace  by  this  alliance. 

^een.  Which  flie  lb  all' pur  chafe  with  Hill  lafting  war. 

K,  Rich,  Tell  her,   the  King,  that  may  command^ 
intreats  

^een.  That  at  her  hands,  which  the  King's  King 
forbids. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  (he  fliall  be  a  high  and  mighty  Queen— 
^een.  To        the  title,  as  her  mother  doth. 
K.  Rich.  Say,  I  will  love  her  everlaftingly. 

to  the  Senfe,  which  my  eafy  Emendation  makes  hsre,  will,  I 
flatter  my  felf,  x:onvince  every  judicious  Reader,  of  its  being  the 
genuine  Reading.  Love  and  L^ne  (which  was  the  obfolete  Man- 
ner of  fpelling  Loan  -J  are  made  out  of  one  another,  only  by^ 
A  Letter  turn'd  upfide  down.  Oftentimes  is  a  ftupid  Concretion- 
•f  three  Words,  from  the  Indolence  of  the  Editors,  whicb 
ftrangely  flattens  the  Sentence.  My  Emendation  gives  this  apt 
and  eafy  Senfe.  The  Tears,  that  you  ba^e  lent  to  your  Affliaions^ 
pall  be  turned  info  Gems  j  and  requite  you  by  w<2y  ©/*  Intereft,  w/VA 
twenty  times  as  great  as  your  S^rnivs  bave  been. 
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^een.  But  how  long  ihall  that  title,  ever,  laft  ? 

K.  Rich.  Sweetly  in  force,  unto  her  fair  life's  end. 

^een.  But  how  long,  fairly,  fhall  her  fweet  life  laft  ? 

K..  Rich,  As  long  as  heav'n  and  nature  lengthen  it. 

^een.  As  long  as  hell  and  Richard  like  of  it. 

K  Rich.  Say,  1,  her  Sov'reign,  am  her  Subjedl  now. 

^ueen.  But  (he,  your  Subject,  loaths  fuch  Sovereignty. 

X.  Rich.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 

^een.  An  honeft  tale  fpeeds  beft,  being  plainly  told. 

K.  Rich.  1  hen,  in  plain  terms  tell  her  my  loving  tale. 

^een.  Plain,  and  not  honell,  is  too  harlh  a  ftile. 

K.  Rich.  Your  reafons  are  too  (hallow,  and  too  quicks 

^een.  O  no,  my  reafons  sre  too  deep  and  dead  ; 
Two  deep  and  dead  poor  infants  in  their  grave  ; 
Harp  on  itftill  (hall  I,  till  heart-ftrings  break. 

K.  Rich,  Harp  not  on  that  firing,  Madam ;  that  is  paft. 
Now  by  my  George,  my  Garter,  and  my  Crown- 

^een.  Profan'd,  dilhonour'd,  and  the  third  ufurp'd. 

K.  Rich,  I  fwear. 

^een.  By  nothing,  for  this  is  no  oath : 
Thy  George,  profan'd,  hath  loft  his  holy  honour; 
The  Garter,  blemilVd,  pawned  his  knightly  virtue 
The  Crown,  ufurp'd,  difgrac'd  his  kingly  glory. 
If  fomething  thou  would 'ft  fwear  to  be  believed, 
Swear  then  by  fomething,  that  thou  haft  not  wrong'd.. 

K.  Rich.  Now  by  the  world  

^een.  'Tis  full  of  thy  foul  wrongs. 

K.  Rich.  My  father's  death  

^een.  Thy  life  hath  that  diftionour'd. 

K.  Rich.  Then  by  myfelf. 

^een.  Thyfelf  thyfelf  mifufeft. 

K.  Rich.  Why  then,  by  heav'n— — 

Queen   Heav  n's  Vv^rong  is  moft  of  ail : 
If  thou  didft  fear  to  break  an  oath  with  heav'n,. 
The  unity  the  King  my  husband  made 
Thou  hadft  not  broken,  nor  my  brothers  dy'd. 
If  thou  hadft  fear'd  to  break  an  oath  with  heav'n, 
Th'  imperial  metal,  circling  now  thy  head, 
Had  graced  the  tender  temples  of  my  child  ; 
And  both  the  Princes  had  been  breathing  here  ; 

micb 
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Which  now,  two  tender  bed-fcllows  for  duft. 
Thy  broken  faith  hath  made  a  prey  to  worms. 
What  canft  thou  fwear  by  now  ? 
K.  Ric^,  By  time  to  come. 

I^een.  That  thou  haft  wronged  in  the  time  o'crpaft : 
For  I  my  felf  have  many  tears  to  wafh 
Hereafter  time,  for  time  paft,  wrong'd  by  thee. 
The  children  live,  whofe  fathers  thou  haft  flaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd  youth,  to  wail  it  in  their  age. 
The  parents  live,  whofe  children  thou  haft  butchered. 
Old  withered  plants,  to  wail  it  in  their  age. 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come,  for  that  thou  haft 
Mifus'd  ere  us'd,  by  times  ill-us'd  o'er  paft. 

K.  Ric^.  As  I  intend  to  profper  and  repent, 
So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  attempt 
Of  hoftile  arms  I  my  felf,  my  felf  confound  ; 
Heaven  and  fortune  bar  me  happy  hours  j 
Day  yield  me  not  thy  light,  nor  night  thy  reft ; 
Be  oppofite  all  planets  of  good  luck 
To  my  proceeding  ;  if  with  pure  heart's  love, 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  Princely  Daughter ! 
In  her  confifts  my  happinefs,  and  thine ; 
Without  her,  follows  to  my  felf  and  thee, 
Her  felf,  the  Land,  and  many  a  chriftian  foul. 
Death,  defolation,  ruin,  and  decay. 
Jt  cannot  be  avoided,  but  by  this ; 
It  will  not  be  avoided,  but  by  this. 
Therefore,  dear  mother,  (I  muft  call  you  fo^) 
Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her  ; 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been ; 
Not  my  deferts,  but  what  I  will  defcrve  : 
Urge  the  neceffity  and  ftate  of  times ; 
And  be  not  peevifli  found  in  great  defigns. 

^een.  Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  Devil  thus  ? 

K.  Rkh.  Ay,  if  the  Devil  tempt  you  to  do  good. 

^een.  Shall  I  forget  my  felf  to  be  my  felf? 

K.  Rich,  Ay,  if  your  felf's  remembrance  wrong  your 
felf. 

Slueen.  But  thou  didft  kill  my  children, 

K.  Rich. 
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K.  Rich,  But  in  your  daughter's  womb  I  bury  them  , 
Where,  in  that  neft  of  fpicery,  they  (hall  breed 
Selves  of  themfelves,  to  your  recomforture. 

^een.  Shall  \  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy  will  ? 

K.  Rich.  And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the  deed. 

^cen.  T  go,  write  to  me  fhortly. 

K.  Rich,  Bear  her  my  true  love's  kifs,  and  fo  fare- 

wel   [Exit  ^een. 

Relenting  fool,  and  (hallow,  changing,  woman ! 

Enter  RatcIiE 

Rat.  Moft  mighty  Sovereign,  on  the  weftern  coaft 
Rideth  a  puifTant  Navy  :  to  our  iTiores 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 
Unarm'd,  and  unrefolv'd  to  beat  them  back. 
'Tis  thought,  that  Richfnondh  their  Admiral  : 
And  there  they  hull,  expelling  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham,  to  welcome  them  afhorCo 

K.  Rich.  Some  light-foot  friend  poll  to  the  Duke  of 
Norfolk, 

Ratcliff,  thy  felf,  or  Cateshy  ;  where  is  he  ? 

Catef.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Rich,  Cateshy,  fly  to  the  Duke. 

Catef.  I  will,  my  lord,  with  all  convenient  harte. 

K.  Rich,  Ratcliff,  come  hither,  poll  to  Salisbury  \ 

When  thou  com'tt  thither-  dull  unmindful  villain, 

\To  Catef. 

Why  flay 'ft  thou  here,  and  go'ft  not  to  the  Duke  ? 

Catef  Firft,  mighty  Liege,  tell  me  your  Highnefs' 
pleafure. 

What  from  your  Grace  I  fhall  deliver  to  him. 

K.  Rich,  O  true,  ^oodi  Cateshy,  —  bid  him  levy  ftrait 
The  greateft  ftrength  and  power  he  can  make, 
And  meet  me  fuddenly  at  Salisbury, 

Catef  I  go.  {Exit, 

Rat,  What,  may  it  pleafe  you,  fhall  I  do  at  Salisbury  ? 

K.  Rich.  Why,  what  would'ft  thou  do  there,  before 
I  go? 

Rat.  Your  Highnefs  told  me,  I  fhould  poft  before* 
K»  Rich,  My  mind  is  chang'd— — 

inter 
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Enter  Lord  Stanley. 

S/W/y,  what  news  with  you  ? 

Stan.  None  good,  my  Li^e,  to  pleafe  you  with  the 
hearing ; 

Nor  none  fo  bad,  but  well  may  be  reported. 

K.  Rich.  Heyday,  a  riddle  !  neither  good  nor  bad  : 
Why  dofl  thou  run  fo  many  miles  about, 
When  thou  may'fl  tell  thy  tale  the  nearell  way  ? 
Once  more,  what  news  ? 

Stan.  Richmond  is  on  the  Teas. 

K.  Rich.  There  let  him  fink,  and  be  the  Teas  on  him! 
White  liver'd  Runagate,  what  doth  he  there  ? 

Stan.  I  know  not,  mighty  Sov'reign,  but  by  guefs, 
K .  Rich.  Well,  as  you  guefs. 

Stan.  Stirr'd  up  by  Dor/et,  Buckingham^  and  Moriofty 
He  makes  for  England,  here  to  claim  the  Crown. 

K.  Rich,  Is  the  Chair  empty  !  is  the  Sword  unfway'd  \ 
Is  the  King  dead  ?  the  Empire  unpofTefs'd  ? 
What  Heir  of  York  is  there  alive,  but  Wc  ? 
And  who  is  England^  King,  but  great  Tork\  heir  ? 
Then  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  fea  ? 

Stan.  Unlefs  for  that,  my  Liege,  I  cannot  guefs. 

K.  Rich.  Unlefs  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  Liege, 
You  cannot  guefs  wherefore  the  Weljh-man  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  1  fear. 

Stan.  No,  mighty  Liege,  therefore  miHrufl  me  not. 

K.  Rich.  Where  is  thy  Power  then  to  beat  him  back  ? 
Where  are  thy  Tenants,  and  thy  Followers? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  weftern  (hore, 
Safe-condu(^ing  the  Rebels  from  their  fhips  ? 

Stan.  No,  my  good  lord,  my  friends  are  in  the  North. 

K.  Rich.  Cold  friends  to  me :  what  do  they  in  the 
North, 

When  they  fhould  ferve  their  Sovereign  in  the  Well? 

Stan,  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  King* 
Pleafe  it  your  Majefty  to  give  me  leave, 
ril  mufter  up  my  friends,  and  meet  your  Grace, 
Where,  and  what  time  your  Majefty  (hall  pleafe. 

K.Rich.  Ay,  thou  would'ft  fain  be  gone,  to  join  with 
Richmond: 
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But  ril  not  truft  thee. 

Stan.  Mighty  Sovereign, 
You  have  no  caufe  to  hold  my  friendfhip  douttful  ; 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be,  faJfe. 

K.  Rich.  Go  then,  and  mulkr  men ;  but  leave  behind 
Your  Ton  George  Stanley :  look,  your  heart  be  firm  ; 
Or  elfe  his  head's  affurance  is  but  frail. 

Stan,  So  deal  with  him,  as  I  prove  true  to  you  ! 

[Exzt  Stanley, 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mef,  My  gracious  Sov'reign,  now  in  De^uon/hire^ 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advertifed. 
Sir  Edmund  Courtney ^  and  the  haughty  Prelate, 
Bifhop  of  Exeter,  his  elder  brother. 
With  many  more  confederates,  are  in  arms. 

Enter  another  Meffenger. 

Mif.  In  Kint^  my  Liege,  the  Gutlf^rdt  are  in  arntt^ 
And  every  hour  more  competitors 
Flock  to  the  Rebels,  and  their  Power  grows  ftrong. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  the  army  of  the  Duke  of  Buckinpham^ 

K,  Rich,  Out  on  ye,  owls  !  nothing  but  fongs  of 
death  ?  yHe  Jirtkss  him^ 

There,  take  thou  That,  'till  thou  bring  better  news. 

Mef,  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  Majefiy, 
Is,  that,  by  fudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters, 
Buckingham's  army  is  difpers'd  and  fcatter'd  ; 
And  he  himfelf  wander'd  away  alone, 
No  man  knows  whither. 

K.  Rich.  Oh  !  I  cry  thee  mercy; 
There  is  my  purfe,  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine. 
Hath  any  well-advifed  friend  proclaimed 
Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  traitor  in  ? 

Mef»  Such  Proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  Liege. 

Enter  another  MeJJenger* 

Mef,  Sir  nomas  LonjeU  and  Lord  marquifs  Borfety 
*Tis  faid,  my  Liege,  in  Torkflnre  are  in  arms; 

But 
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But  this  good  comfort  bring  I  to  your  Highnefs, 
The  Bretagne  Navy  is  difpers'd,  by  tempefl. 
Richmond  in  Ddrfetjhire  fent  out  a  boat 
Unto  the  (bore,  to  ask  thofe  on  ihe  kinks, 
If  they  were  his  affillants,  yea,  or  no  ; 
Who  anfwer'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  Party ;  he,  millrufltng  them, 
Hoib'dfail,  and  made  hiscourfe  again  Bretagne, 
K.  Rich.  March  on,  march  on,  fmce  we  are  up  in 
arms ; 

If  not  to  fight  with  foreign  enemies. 

Yet  to  beat  down  thefe  Rebels  here  at  home. 

Enter  Gates  by. 

Cutef.  My  Liege,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  is  taken> 
That  is  the  bed  news ;  that  the  Earl  of  Richmond 
Is  with  a  mighty  Pow'r  landed  at  Milfordy 
Is  colder  news,  but  yet  it  mud  be  told. 

K.  Rich,  Away  towards  Salisbury  \  while  we  reafoft  , 
here, 

A  royal  battle  might  be  won  and  loH  : 

Some  one  take  order,  Buckingham  be  brought 

To  Salisbury ;  the  reft  march  on  with  me.  [Exeunta 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Lord  Stanley  Houfe. 

Enter  Lord  Stanley,  and  Sir  Chriftqpher  Urfwiek. 

Stan,  OIR  Chrijlopher^  tell  Richmond  this  from  me ;  (13  ) 

i5  That  in  the  fty  of  this  moft  bloody  Boar, 
My  fon  George  Stanley  is  frankt  up  in  hold  : 

(13)  Sir  Chriftopher,  tell  Richmond  thii  from  me]]  The 
Perfon,  who  is  calTd  Sir  Chrijlcpber  here,  and  who  has  been 
ftyl'd  r»  in  the  Dramatis  Perfona  of  all  the  Impreffions,  I  find 
by  the  Chronicles  to  have  been  Cbrijiopher  Urfwiek,  a  Batche- 
lor  in  Divinity  j  and  Chaplain  to  the  Counted  of  Richmond^ 
who  had  intermarried  with  the  Lord  Stanley.  This  Prieft,  the 
Hiftory  tells  us,  frequently  went  backwards  and  forwards,  «A- 
fufpedted,  on  Meffages  betwixt  the  Countefs  of  Richmond,  and 
her  Husband,  and  the  young  Earl  of  Richmond,  whilft  he  was 
preparing  to  make  his  Defcent  on  England, 
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If  I  revolt,  ofF  goes  young  George's  head  ; 
The  fear  of  That  holds  oif  my  prefent  aid. 
So,  get  thee  gone  ;  commend  me  to  thy  Lord. 
Say  too,  the  Queen  hath  heartily  confented 
He  fhould  efpoufe  Elizabeth  her  daughter. 
But  tell  me,  where  is  princely  Richmond  now  ? 

Chri,  At  Pcmbroh,  or  at  Hertford-vit^  in  Wales. 

Stan,  What  men  of  name  refort  to  him  ? 

Chri.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  foldier, 
.    Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  and  Sir  William  Stanley, 
Oxford,  redoubted  Pembroke^  Sir  James  Blunt ^ 
And  Rice  ap  nomas,  with  a  valiant  crew. 
And  many  others  of  great  name  and  worth  : 
And  towards  London  do  they  bend  their  Power, 
Jf  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withal. 

Stan,  Well,  hie  thee  to  thy  Lord  :  I  kifs  his  hand. 
My  letter  will  refolve  him  of  my  mind, 
i^areweh  lExeunf^ 

A    C   T  V. 

SCENE,  Salisbury, 

Enter  the  Sheriffs  and  Buckingham,  with  halberas<y 
led  to  Execution. 

Buckingham. 

WILL  not  King  Richard  let  me  fpeak  with  him  ? 
Sher.  No,  good  my  Lord,  therefore  be  patient. 
Buck,  Hajfings,  and  Edward's  children..  Gray 
and  Risers, 
Holy  King  Henry,  and  thy  fair  fon  Edivard, 
Vaughan,  and  all  that  have  mifcarried 
By  under- hand,  corrupted,  foul  injuftice ; 
If  that  your  moody,  difcontented,  fouls 
Do  through  the  clouds  behold  this  prefent  hour, 
Ev'n  for  revenge  mock  my  deftruflion  ! 

Thi« 
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This  is  All-Souls  day,  fellows,  is  it  noc? 
Sher.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Buck.  Why,  then  A II- Souls  day  is  my  body's  Doomfday. 
This  is  the  day,  which  in  King  Edward' %  time 
I  wifh'd  might  fall  on  me,  when  I  was  found 
Falfe  to  his  children,  or  his  wife's  allies. 
This  is  the.day,  wherein  I  widrd  to  fall 
By  the  falfe  faith  of  him  whom  mod  I  trufled : 
This,  this  All-Souls  d2iy  to  my  fe  irful  Soul, 
Is  the  determined  refpite  of  my  wrongs. 
That  high  AU-feer,  which  I  dallied  with. 
Hath  turn'd  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head, 
And  giv'n  in  earn^ft,  what  1  begg'd  in  jeft. 
Thus  doth  he  force  the  fwords  of  wicked  men 
To  turn  their  own  points  on  their  mafters'  bofoms. 
Thus  Marg^ret^s  Curfe  falls  heavy  on  my  head  : 
When  he,  quoth  (he,  fhall  fplit  thy  heart  with  forrow. 
Remember,  Margret  was  a  Prophetefs. 
Come,  Sirs,  convey  me  to  the  block  of  (hame  ; 
Wrong  harh  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of  blame. 

[Exeunt  Buckingham,  Sheriff  and  0£icers. 

SCENE,  on  the  Borders  of  LdctRcr- Shire. 
A  Camp. 

inter  Richmond,  Oxford,  Blunt,  Herbert,  and  others^ 
'vjith  Drum  and  Colours, 

Richm,  TT^Ellows  in  arms,  and  my  moft  loving  friends, 

X;  Bruis'd  underneath  the  yoak  of  tyranny. 
Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  Land 
Have  we  march'd  on  without  impediment ; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encouragement. 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  ufurping  Boar 
(Thatfpoil'd  your iiammer- fields,  and  fruitful  vines,) 
Swills  your  warm  blood  like  wafh,  and  makes  his  trough 
In  your  emboweird  bofoms;  this  foul  fwine 
Lyes  now  ev'n  in  the  centre  of  this  Ifle, 
Near  to  the  town  of  Lelcefter,  as  v/e  learn'. 
From  TamiAjorih  thither  is  iut  one  day's  March. 
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In  God's  name,  cheerly  on,  couragious  friends. 
To  reap  the  harveft  of  perpetual  peace, 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  lharp  war. 

Oxf.  Ev'ry  man's  confcience  is  a  thoufand  fwords. 
To  light  againft  that  bloody  homicide. 

Herb.  I  doubt  not,  but  his  friends  will  fly  to  us. 

Blunt.  He  hath  no  friends,  but  who  are  friends  for 
fear. 

Which  in  his  deareft  Need  will  fly  from  him. 

Rich.  AH  for  our  vantage  ;   then,  in  God's  name, 
march ; 

True  hope  is  fwift,  and  flies  with  Swallow's  wings ; 
Kings  it  makes  Gods,  and  meaner  creatures  Kings. 

[  Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  Bofworth  FUld. 

Enter  King  Richard  in  armsy  ivith  Norfolk,  Surrey, 
Ratcliff,  Catesby,  and  others, 

TL.Rich.TJL  ERE  pitch  our  Tents,  even  here  in  Bo/^ 

il  mjorth  field. 
My  lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  fo  fad  ? 

Surr,  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  looks. 
K.Rich.  My  lord  of  Norfolk, 
Nor.  Here,  moft  gracious  Liege. 
K.  Rich.  Norfolky  we  muft  have  knocks :  ha,  muft 
we  not  ? 

Nor,  We  muft  both  give  and  take,  my  gracious  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Up  with  my  tent,  here  will  I  lye  to  night ; 

But  where  to  morrow  ?  well,  alFs  one  for  that. 

Who  hath  defcry'd  the  number  of  the  traitors  ? 

Nor.  Six,  or  fev'n,  thoufand  is  their  utmoft  Power. 

K.  Rich,  Why,  our  Battalion  trebles  that  account  : 
Befides,  the  King's  name  is  a  tower  of  ftrength. 
Which  they  upon  the  adverfe  fadion  want. 
Up  with  the  tent :  come,  noble  gentlemen. 
Let  us  furvey  the  vantage  of  the  ground. 
Call  for  fome  men  of  found  dire&on  : 
Let's  want  no  difcipline,  make  no  delay; 
Jor,  lords,  to  morrow  is  a  bufic  day.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  another  Part  of  Bofworth- 
Field. 

Enter  Richmond,  Sir  William  Brandon,  Oxford,  and 
Dorfet. 

Richm.  np  H  E  weary  Sun  hath  made  a  golden  Set, 
A    And,  by  the  bright  trad  of  his  £ery  car. 
Gives  fignalof  a  goodly  day  to  morrow. 
Sir  William  Braiidon^  you  (hall  bear  my  ftandard  i 
The  Earl  of  Pembroke  keep  his  regiment ; 
Good  Captain  BUint^  bear  my  good  night  to  him ; 
And  by  the  fecond  hour  in  the  morning 
Defire  the  Earl  to  fee  me  in  my  tent. 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  Blunts  before  thou  goeft  ; 
Where  is  lord  Stanley  quartered,  doft  thou  know  ? 

Blunt,  Unlefs  I  have  mifta'en  his  quarters  much^ 
(Which,  well  I  am  affur'd,  I  have  not  done) 
His  regiment  lyes  half  a  mile  at  leaft 
South  from  the  mighty  Power  of  the  King. 

Ricbm.  If  without  peril  it  be  poffible, 
Sweet  Blunt y  makefome  good  means  to  fpeak  with  hiisi. 
And  give  him  from  me  this  mod  needful  Note. 

Blunt,  Upon  my  life,  my  lord,  FU  undertake  it, 

Richm.  Give  me  fome  ink  and  paper ;  in  my  tent 
I'll  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle. 
Limit  each  leader  to  his  feveral  charge, 
And  part  in  juft  proportion  our  fmall  flrength. 
Let  us  confult  upon  to  morrow's  bufmefs ; 
In  to  our  tent,  the  air  is  raw  and  cold, 

{They  uoithdra^vj  into  the  Tent, 

SCENE  changes  lack  to  King  Richard's  Tent, 

Enter  King  Richard,  RatclifF,  Norfolk,  and  Cate^by. 

K.  Rich.  Tyf7  HAT  is't  o'  clock  ? 

V  V       Catef.  It's  fupper  time,  my  lord  ; 
It's  nine  a  clock. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  not  fup  to  night. 
Give  me  fome  Ink  and  Paper. 

Vol.  V.  N  What, 
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"What,  is  my  beaver  eafier  than  it  was  ? 
And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent  ? 

Catef,  It  is,  my  Liege,  and  all  things  are  in  readinefg. 

K.  Rich.  Good  Norfolk,  hie  thee  to  thy  charge, 
Ufe  careful  watch,  chufe  trufiy  centinels. 

Nor.  I  go,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Stir  with  the  lark  to  morrow,  gtnxlt  Norfolk, 
Nor.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

IL.  Rich.  Catesbyy 
Catef.  My  lord. 

K.  Rich,  Send  out  a  purfuivant  at  arms 
To  Stanley's  regiment ;  bid  him  bring  his  Power 
Before  Sun-rifing,  left  his  Ton  George  fall 
Into  the  b'ind  Cave  of  eternal  Night. 
Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine  —  give  me  a  watch  * "  ■■ 

[To  Ratcliff. 

Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to  morrow  : 
Look,  that  my  ftaves  be  found,  and  not  too  heavy. 

Ratcliff,^  ■  

Rat.  My  lord  ? 

K.  Rich.  Saw'ft  thou  the  melancholy  lord  Northum- 
herland  ? 

Rat,  Thctnas  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  himfelf, 
Much  about  cock-fhut  time,  from  troop  to  troop, 
Went  through  the  army,  cheering  up  the  foldiers. 

K.Rich.  1  am  fatisfy'd  ;  give  me  a  bowl  of  wine* 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  fpirit, 
Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have  — 
There,  fet  it  down.    Is  ink  and  paper  ready  ? 

Rat,  It  is,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Bid  my  Guard  watch,  and  leave  me. 
About  the  mid  of  night  come  to  my  tent. 
And  help  to  arm  me.    Leave  mc  now,  I  fay. 

[Exit  Ratcliff. 

SCENE  changes  back  to  Richmond's  Tent, 

Eiiter  Stanley  to  Richmond  :  Lords,  &c. 

^f^;7.T7  Of  tune  and  Victory  fit  on  thy  helm  ! 

J/  comfort,  that  the  dark  night  can 

afford.  Be 
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Be  to  thy  perfon,  noble  father-in-law  ! 
Tell  me,'  how  fares  our  loving  mother  ? 

Stan.  I,  by  attorney,  blefs  thee  from  thy  mother? 
Who  prays  continually  for  Richmond's  good  : 

So  much  for  that  The  filent  hours  ileal  011, 

And  flaky  darknefs  breaks  within  the  Eaft. 
In  brief,  for  fo  the  feafon  bids  us  be. 
Prepare  thy  battle  early  in  the  morning  ; 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  th'  Arbitrement 
Of  bloody  flrokes,  and  mortal  flaring  war. 
I,  as  I  may,  (that  which  1  would,  I  cannot) 
With  bell  advantage  will  deceive  the  time. 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  fhock  of  arms.. 
But  on  thy  fide  I  may  not  be  too  forward, 
Leil:  (being  feen)  thy  brother,  tender  George, 
Be  executed  in  his  father's  Sight. 
Farewel ;  the  leifure,  and  the  fearful  time 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love. 
And  ample  enterchange  of  fweet  difcourfe. 
Which  fo-long-fundred  friends  fliould  dwell  upon,  ■ 
God  give  us  leifure  for  thefe  Rites  of  love ! 
Once  more,  adieu  ;  be  valiant,  and  fpeed  well. 

Rich.  Good  lords,  condudt  him  to  his  regiment : 
ril  flrive,  with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  a  nap  ; 
Left  leaden  flumber  poize  me  down  to  morrow. 
When  1  Ihould  mount  with  wings  of  vidlory  : 
Once  more,  good  night,  kind  lords  and  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt.    Manet  Richmond, 
O  thou  !  whofe  Captain  I  account  myfelf^ 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eye  : 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruifing  irons  of  wrath^ 
That  they  may  crufli  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
Th'  ufurping  helmets  of  our  adverfaries  \ 
Make  us  thy  Minift^rs  of  chaftifement. 
That  we  may  praife  th^e  in  thy  vidory. 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  foul. 
Ere  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes : 
Sleeping  and  waking,  oh,  defend  me  ftill  f  ISIeeps. 
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SCENE,  between  the  Tents  of  Richard  and 
Richmond  :   They  Jleeping, 

Enter  the  Ghoji  of  Prince  Edward,  Son  to  Henry  the 
Sixth. 

Ghoft.  T  E  T  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to  morrow  ? 

Jl^  ^  \ro  K,  Rich; 

Think,  how  thou  ftabMfl  me  in  the  prime  of  youth 
At  Teixkshury;  therefore  defpair  and  die. 

Be  chearful,  Richmond  i  for  the  wronged  fouls 

[ToKKhml 

Of  butcher'd  Princes  fight  in  thy  behalf : 
King  Henry* s  iflue,  Richmond,  comforts  thee. 

Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Henry  the  Sixth, 
Ghoft,  When  I  was  moftal,  my  anointed  body 

[f(?i:.Rich; 

By  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes ; 
Think  on  the  Tonxerj  and  me  ;  defpair,  and  die. 
Benry  the  Sixth  bids  thee  defpair  and  die. 

Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  Conqueror:  [ToKichm] 
Harry y  that  prophefy'd  thou  ftiould'ft  be  King, 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  fieep ;  live  thou  and  flourifli. 

Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Clarence. 

Ghoft,  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to  morrow  ! 

ITo  K.  Rich, 

I,  that  was  waih'd  to  death  in  fulfom  wine. 
Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betray 'd  to  death  : 
To  morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgelefs  fword  ;  defpair  and  die. 

Thou  ofl^fpring  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter,  \To  Richm,^ 
The  wronged  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  thee; 
Good  angels  guard  thy  battle  !  live,  and  flouriih. 

Enter  the  Ghoft s  of  Rivers,  Gray,  Vaughan. 
Ri^,  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to  morrow  ! 

[7-^^.  Rich, 
Ri'vers^  that  dy'd  at  Pmfret :  defpair  and  die. 

Gray^ 


Richard  III.  293 

Gray.  Think  upon  Gray^  and  let  thy  foul  defpalr. 

[r^7i:.Rich. 

Vaugh.  Think  upon  Vaughan^  and  with  guilty  fear 
Let  fall  thy  launce  !  Richard^  defpair  and  die. 

[r^?  7^.  Rich. 

AIL  Awake!  and  think,  our  wrongs  in  Richard's 
bofom 

Will  conquer  him. — Awake,  and  win  the  day. 

[^i?Richm. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Lord  Haftings. 

Ghoft,  Bloody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake ;  [fi  if.  Rich. 
And  in  a  bloody  battle  end  thy  days : 
Think  on  lord  Hajiings  ;  and  defpair  and  die. 

Quiet,  untroubled  foul,  awake,  awake  !  \To  Richm. 
Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  fair  England's  fake. 

Enter  the  Ghofi s  of  the  t^o  young  Princes. 
Ghofi s.  Dream  on  thy  coufins  fmother'd  in  the  Touoer: 
Let  us  be  lead  within  thy  bofom,  Richard,  (13) 

{To  K.  Rich. 

And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  lhame,  and  death  ! 
Thy  Nephews'  fouls  bid  thee  defpair  and  die. 

Sleep,  Richtnondy  fleep  in  peace ;  and  wake  in  joy. 

[Jo  Richm.' 

Good  angels  guard  thee  from  the  boar's  annoy  \ 

Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  Kings  

Ed-ivard's  unhappy  fons  do  bid  thee  flourifh. 

(13)  Let  us  be  laid  ivithin  thy  bofom,  Richard,]  This  is  a  poor 
feeble  Reading,  which  has  obtain'd  by  Corruption,  ever  fince 
the  firfl  Edition  put  out  by  the  Players  5  and,  indeed,  up  as 
high  as  the  ^arto  in  1602.  But  I  have  reftorM  from  the  elder 
^arto,  publilh'd  in  1597,  which  Mr.  Pope  does  not  pretend  to 
have  fcen  ; 

Let  us  be  Lead  within  thy  Bofom,  Richard, 
This  correfponds  with  what  is  faid  in  the  Line  immediately 
following. 

j^nd  weigh  thee  down  to  Ruin,  Shame,  and  Death  ! 
And  likewife  with  what  the  Generality  of  the  Ghofts  fay 
thrcatningly  to  Richard  ; 

Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  Soul  to  morrow  ! 

N  3  Enter 
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Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Anne,  hh  nvife, 

Ghofi,  Richard,  thy  wife,  that  wretched  Ame  thy 
wife,  [fi^iT.  Rich. 

That  never  flept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee, 
Now  fills  thy  fleep  with  perturbations : 
To  morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgelefs  fword  :  defpair  and  die. 

Thou,  quiet  foul,  fleep  thou  a  quiet  lleep  :  [To  RIchm* 
Cream  of  fuccers  and  happy  vi(!lory, 
Thy  adverfary's  wife  doth  pray  for  thee. 

En.ter  the  Ghoji  of  Buckinghann. 

Ghoft.  The  firll  was  I,  that  helped  thee  to  the  Crown: 
The  laft  was  I,  that  felt  thy  tyranny.        [To  K,  Rich, 

0,  in  the  battle  think  on  Bucklnghatny 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltinefs. 

Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  and  death  : 
Fainting,  defpair ;  defpairing,  yield  thy  breath. 
I  dv'd  for  Holpe,  ere  I  could  lend  thee  aid  ;  (14) 
\  ^  [f^Richm. 

But  cheer  thy  heart»  and  be  thou  not  difmay'd  : 
God  and  good  angels  fight  on  Richmond''^  iide. 
And  Richard  fall  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 

\^lhe  Ghojis  'vmij^» 
[K  Richard j^^r//  out  of  his  dream. 

K.  PJch,  Give  me  another  horfe  —  bind  up  my 

wounds. 

Have  mercy,  Jefu  foft,  I  did  but  dream. 

O  coward  Confcience  I  how  doft  thou  affli^l  me  ? 

The  lights  burn  blue  is  it  not  dead  midnight? 

Cold  fearful  drops  fland  on  my  trembling  fleih. 

,(14)  I  dy'd  for  Hope,  ere  I  could  lend  thee  Aid,'\  All  the  Edi- 
tions concur  in  this  Reading,  to  the  abfolute  Dttriment  of  the 
Senfe.    I  reftore,  with  the  addition  of  a  fingle  Letter  j 
/  dy^d  for  Holpe,  ere  1  could  lend  thee  Aid  j 

1.  e.  I  perifhM  for  that  Help,  which  \  had  intended  and  was 
preparing  to  lend  Thee  ,  tho'  1  could  not  elTentially  give  Thee 
any  Affiftance, 

What  I 
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What  ?  do  I  fear  myfelf  ?  there's  none  elfe  by ; 

Richard  loves  Richard \  that  is,  1  am  I. 

Is  there  a  murth'rcr  here?  no;  yes,  1  am. 

Then  fly — what,  from  myfelf?  great  reafon  ;  why  I 

Lell  I  revenge.    What?  myfelf  on  myfelf? 

I  love  myfelf.    Wherefore  ?  for  any  good. 

That  1  myfelf  have  done  unto  myfelf  ? 

O,  no.    Alas,  I  rather  hate  myfelf. 

For  hateful  deeds  committed  by  my  Self. 

I  am  a  villain ;  yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 

Fool,  of  thyfelf  fpeak  well  —  Fool,  do  not  flatter. 

My  confcience  hath  a  thoufand  fev'ral  tongues. 

And  evVy  tongue  brings  in  a  fev'ral  Tale, 

-And  evVy  Tale  condemns  me  fgr  a  villain. 

Peijury,  perjury  in  high' ft  degree, 

Murther,  ftern  murther  in  the  dir'ft  degree. 

All  feveral  fins,  all  us'd  in  each  degree, 

Throng  to  the  bar,  all  crying,  guilty,  guilty! 

I  Ihall  defpair  :  there  is  no  creature  loves  me : 

And  if  I  die,  no  foul  fliall  pity  me. 

Nay,  wherefore  fhould  they  ?  fmce  that  I  myfelf 

Find  in  myfelf  no  pity  to  myfelf. 

Methought,  the  fouls  of  all  that  I  had  murther'd 

Came  to  my  tent,  and  every  one  did  threat 

To  morrow's  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 

Enter  RatclifF. 

Rat.  Mylord,^  

K.  Rich,  Who's  there? 

Rat.  Ratcliffy  my  lord.    The 'early  village- cock 
Hath  twice  done  falutation  to  the  morn  ; 
Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  armour* 

K.  Rich:  R^tclijy  I  fear,  I  fear  

Rat,  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  afraid  of  fliadows, 

K.  Rich.  By  the  ApoftlePW,  fliadows  to  night 
Have  ftruck  more  terror  to  the  foul  of  Richard^ 
Than  can  the  fubftance  of  ten  thoufand  foldiers 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  fliallow  Richmond. 
It  is  not  yet  near  day.    Come,  go  with  me; 
Under  our  tents,  i'lJ  play  the  eaves- dropper ; 

N  4  To 
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To  hear,  if  any  mean  to  fhrink  from  me. 

{Exeunt  K,  Richard  and  Rateliff. 

Enter  the  Lords  to  Richmond,  Jit  ting  in  his  Tent, 

Lords,  Good  morrow,  Rich?nond. 

Rich,  'Cry  mercy,  lords  and  watchful  gentlemen. 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  fluggard  here. 

Lords.  How  have  you  flept,  my  lord  ? 

Richm.  The  fvveetefl  fleep  and  faireft-bodlng  dreams. 
That  ever  entered  in  a  drowfie  head, 
Have  I  fmce  your  departure  had,  my  lords. 
Methought,  their  fouls,  whofe  bodies  Richard  murther'd. 
Came  to  my  tent,  and  cried  on  Vidlory. 
I  promife  you,  my  heart  is  very  jocund, 
Jn  the  remembrance  of  fo  fair  a  dream. 
How  far  into  the  morning,  is  it,  lords  ? 

Lords.  Upon  the  flroke  of  four. 

Richm.  Why,  then  'tis  time  to  arm  and  give  direftiom 
More  than  I  have  faid,  loving  Countrymen, 
The  leifure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 
Forbids  to  dwell  on ;  yet  remember  this, 
God  and  our  good  Caufe  fight  upon  our  fide, 
The  Pray  rs  of  holy  Saints,  and  wronged  fouls, 
Like  high-rear'd  bulwarks,  fland  before  our  faces. 
Richard  except,  thofe,  whom  we  fight  againft, 
Had  rather  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow. 
For  what  is  he,  they  follow  ?  truly,  gentlemen, 
A  bloocdy  tyrant,  and  a  homicide  : 
One  rais'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  eftablifh'd ; 
One,  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 
And  jflaughter'd  thcfe  that  were  the  means  to  help  him* 
A  bafe  foul  ftone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 
Of  England^  Chair,  where  he  is  falfely  fet ; 
One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy  ; 
Then  if  you  fight  againft  God's  enemy, 
God  will  in  juftice  ward  you  as  his  foldiers; 
If  you  do  fweat  to  put  a  Tyrant  down, 
You  fleep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  flain  : 
If  you  do  fight  againft  your  country's  foes. 
Your  Country's  Fat  ftiall  pay  your  pains  the  Hire. 
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If  you  do  fight  in  fafeguard  of  your  wives. 
Your  wives  lhall  welcome  home  the  conquerors. 
If  you  do  free  your  children  from  the  fword. 
Your  childrens'  children  quit  it  in  your  age. 
Then,  in  the  name  of  God,  and  all  thefe  rights. 
Advance  your  ftandards ;  draw  your  willing  fvvords. 
For  me,  the  ranfom  of  my  bold  attempt 
Shall  be  this  cold  corps  on  the  earth's  cold  face  : 
But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt 
The  lead  of  you  (hall  (hare  his  part  thereof. 
Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  boldly,  cheerfully  ; 
God,  and  Saint  George!  Richmond,  and  Yidlory  ! 

Enter  King  Richard,  RatcIifF  and  Catesby. 
K.  Rich,    What  faid  Northumberland,  as  touching 

Richmond  P 
Rat,  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  arms. 
K.  Rich.  He  faid  the  truth  ;  and  what  faid  Surrey 

then  ? 

Rat,  He  fmil'd  and  faid,  the  better  for  our  purpofe. 

K.Rich,  He  was  i'th' right,  and  fo,  indeed,  it  is. 
Tell  the  clock  there — give  me  a  Kalendar.  [C/ock  Jirikes. 
Who  faw  the  Sun  to  day  ? 

Rat.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Then  he  difdains  to  fbine  j  for,  by  the  book. 
He  fhould  have  brav'd  the  Eaft  an  hour  ago— . 
A  black  day  it  will  be  to  fome  body,  Rat  cliff. 

Rat.  My  lord  ? 

K.  Rich,  The  Sun  will  not  befcen  to  day ; 
The  sky  doth  frown  and  lowre  upon  our  army— — • 
I  would  thefe  dewy  tears  were  from  the  ground- 
Not  fhine  to  day  ?  why,  what  is  that  to  me 
More  than  to  Richmond  ?  for  the  felf-fame  heav'n, 
ThaWrowns  on  me,  looks  fadly  upon  him. 

Enter  Norfolk. 

Nor.  Arm,  arm,  my  lord,  the  foe  vaunts  in  the  field 
K.  Rich,  Come,  buftle,  buftle— caparifon  my  horfe. 

Call  up  lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  Power  ; 

I  will  lead  forth  my  foldiers  to  the  plain, 

N  s  And 
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And  thus  my  battle  fhall  be  ordered. 
My  Forward  lhall  be  drawn  out  all  in  length> 
Confining  equally  of  horfe  and  foot : 
Our  archers  fhall  be  placed  in  the  midft : 
John  Duke  of  Norfolky  Thornas  Earl  of  Surrey^ 
Shall  have  the  leading  of  the  foot  and  horfe. 
They  thus  directed,  we  ourfelf  will  follow 
In  the  main  battle,  which  on  either  fide 
Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefefl  horfe : 

This  and  St  George  to  boot !  What  think'ft  thoi3> 

Norfolk  F 

Nor,  A  good  diredlion,  warlike  Sovereign. 
This  paper  found  1  on  my  tent  this  morning. 

[Gi'ving  a  fcraivL 
Jocky  of  Norfolk,  6e  not  fo  hold^ 
For  Dickon  thy  mafier  is  bought  and  fold^ 

K.  "Rich,  A  thing  devifed  by  the  enemy. 
Go,  gentlemen  ;  go,  each  man  to  his  Charge, 
Let  not  our  babling  dreams  affright  our  fouls  ; 
Confcience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  ufe, 
Devis'd  at  firft  ta  keep  the  flrong  in  awe  : 
Our  ftrong  arms  be  our  confcience,  fwords  our  law* 
March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pell-mell, 
Jf  not  to  heav'n,  then  hand  in  hand  to  hell. 
What  fhall  I  fay  more  than  I  have  inferred  ? 
Remember,  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal ; 
A  fort  of  vagabonds,  of  rafcals,  run  aways, 
A  fcum  of  Britonsy  and  bafe  lackey  peafants. 
Whom  their  o'er-cloyed  Country  vomits  forth. 
To  defperate  adventures  and  dellrudlion. 
You  fleeping  fafe,  they  bring  you  to  unrefl : 
You  having  lands,  and  blefl  with  beauteous  wives^ 
They  would  reftrain  the  one,  diftain  the  other. 
And  who  doth  lead  them  but  a  paltry  fellow,  (15) 
Long  kept  in  Bretagne  at  his  mother's  coft  ? 

A  rallk^ 

415)  And  ivbo  doth  lead  them  but  a  paltry  felloe f 

Long  kept  in  BriUine  at  our  Mother  s  Coji  ^]  This  isfpokciJ 
by  Richard,  of  Henry  Earl  of  Bichmond :  but  they  were  far  from. 
IwYing  any  (ommon  Mother,  but  England  s  and  the  Earl  of 

Richmond 
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A  milk-fop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 

Felt  fo  much  cold,  as  over  (hoes  in  fnow. 

Let's  whip  thefe  ftragglers  o'er  the  feas  again, 

Lalh  hence  thefe  over- weening  rags  France^ 

Thefe  famifli'd  beggars,  weary  of  their  lives ; 

Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit. 

For  want  of  Means,  poor  rats,  had  hang'd  themfelvesJ 

If  we  be  conquered,  let  men  conquer  us. 

And  not  thofe  baftard  Britons,  whom  our  fathers 

Have  in  their  own  Land  beaten,  bobb'd  and  thump'd  ^ 

And  on  record  left  them  the  heirs  of  lhame. 

Shall  thefe  enjoy  our  lands  ?  lye  with  our  wives  ? 

Ravifh  our  daughters  ?  hark,  I  hear  their  drum. 

[Drum  afar  off^ 
Fight,  gentlemen  of  England  \  fight,  bold  yeomen  ! 
Draw,  archers,  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head : 
Spur  your  proud  horfes  hard,  and  ride  in  blood : 
Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  ftaves  ! 

Enter  a  Meffinger. 

What  fays  lord  Stanley,  will  he  bring  his  Power  ? 

Mef,  My  lord,  he  doth  deny  tocome. 

K.  Rich.  Off  with  his  fon  George's  head. 

Nar.  My  lord,  the  enemy  is  pad  the  marfh  ; 
After  the  battle  let  George  Stanley  die. 

K.  Rich,  A  thoufand  hearts  are  great  within  my  bofoms 
Advance  our  ftandards,  fet  upon  our  foes  ; 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  St.  George^ 
Infpire  us  with  the  fpleen  of  fiery  dragons. 

Richmond  v\ras  not  fubfifted  abroad  at  the  Nation's  pubKcfe 
Charge.  He  fled  with  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  into  Bretagne  \xv 
King  Ed'zvard\YtW^Kt\%Ti :  And  many  Artifices  were  tried  both- 
by  that  King  nrft,  and  K.ir\%  Richard  afterwards,  to  get  him  de- 
liver'd  up  by  the  French  King  and  Duke  of  Bretagny,  But  he 
happily  efcap'd  all  the  Snares  laid  for  him.  During  the  greateft 
part  of  his  Relidence  abroad,  he  was  watch'd  and  reftrain'd  al- 
moft  like  a  Captive  ;  and  fubfifted  by  Supplies  conveyM  from 
the  Countefs  of  Richmond,  his  Mother.  It  feems  probable  there* 
fore^  that  we  muft  read 

Long  kept  in  Bretagne  at  bis  Mother^  C^fi^ 

Upon 


50O        King  Richard  III. 

Upon  them  !  vi^ory  fits  on  our  helms.  [Ekeunt. 
Alarum,   Excurjtons.    Enter  Catesby. 
Catef,  Refcue,  my  lord  of  Norfolk,  refcue,  refcue : 
The  King  cnads  more  wonders  than  a  man. 
Daring  an  oppofite  to  every  danger ! 
fiis  Jborfe  is  flain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights. 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  death. 
Refcue,  fair  lord,  or  elfe  the  day  is  loll. 

Alarum^    Enter  King  Richard. 

K.  Rich.  A  horfe !  a  horfe  !  my  Kingdom  for  a  horfe  f 
Catef.  Withdraw,  my  lord,  ri'l  help  you  to  a  horfe. 
K.  Rich.  Slave,  I  have  fet  my  life  upon  a  Caft, 

And  I  will  Hand  the  hazard  of  the  Dye : 

I  think,  there  be  fix  Richmonds  in  the  field  ; 

Five  have  I  flain  to  day  inlkad  of  him. 

A  horfe  I  a  horfe  !  my  Kingdom  for  a  horfe !  {Exeunt. 

Alarums.  Enter  ij;?^  Richard  and  Richmond  ;  they  fgbt^ 
Richard  is  Jlain. 

Retreat  and  Elourijh.    Enter  Richmond,  Stanley  hearing 
the  Crofixtiy  uuith  di'vers  other  lords. 

Richm.  God  and  your  arms  be  prais'd,  vidlorious 
friends. 

The  day  is  ours !  the  bloody  dog  is  dead. 

^tan,  Couragious  Richmond,  well  haft  thou  acquit  thee : 
Lo,  here  thefe  long  ufurped  royalties. 
From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch. 
Have  I  pluckt  off,  to  grace  thy  brows  withal. 
Wear  it,  enjoy  it,  and  make  much  of  it. 

Richm.  Great  God  of  heaven,  fay,  Amen,  to  all! 
But  tell  me  firft,  is  young  George  Stanley  living  ? 

Stan.  He  is,  my  lord,  and  fafe  in  Leicejier  town; 
Whither,  if  you  io  pleafe,  we  may  withdraw  us. 

Richm.  What  men  of  Name  are  flain  on  either  fide  ? 

Stan.  John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Walter  the  lord  Ferris^ 
Sir  Robert  Brakenbury^  Sir  William  Brandon. 

Richm*  Interr  their  bodies  as  becomes  their  births. 
Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  foldiers  fled. 

That 
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That  In  fubmiflion  will  return  to  us. 

And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  facrament. 

We  will  unite  the  white  Rofe  and  the  red. 

Smile  heaven  upon  this  fair  conjundlion, 

That  long  hath  frovvn'd  upon  their  enmity  f 

What  traitor  hears  me,  and  fays  not,  Amen  ? 

England  hath  long  been  mad,  and  fcarr'd  herfelf ; 

The  brother  blindly  fhed  the  Ijrother's  blood. 

The  father  rafhiy  flaughter'd  his  own  fon. 

The  Tons,  compelled,  been  butchers  to  the  fire  : 

All  this  divided  Tork  and  Lancajiery 

Divided  in  their  dire  divifion. 

O  now  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 

The  true  Succeeders  of  each  royal  Houfe, 

By  God's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together  I 

And  let  their  heirs  (God,  if  thy  will  be  fo) 

Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  fmooth-facM  peace. 

With  fmiling  plenty,  and  fair  profpVousdays. 

Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord  ! 

That  would  reduce  thefe  bloody  days  again. 

And  make  poor  England v^tt^  in  ftreams  of  blood. 

Let  them  not  live  to  tafte  this  land's  encreafe. 

That  would  with  treafon  wound  this  fair  land's  peace. 

Now  civil  wounds  are  ftopp'd.  Peace  lives  agen  : 

That  file  may  long  live  here,  God  fay.  Amen !  [^Exeunt f 
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di'VQTced, 

Anne 


Anne  Bullen,  beloved  hy  the  King,  and  aft  erne  at  ds  mar- 

ried  to  him. 
Jn  old  Lady,  Friend  to  Anne  Bullen. 
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The  SCENE  lies  moftly  in  London  and  Wcjt-' 
minjien  once,  at  Kimbolton, 
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T  Came  no  more  to  make  you  laugh ;  tilings  no^, 
-*  That  hear  a  weighty  and  a  fi  ricus  broiv, 
Sad^  highy  and  ^wrki»g,  full  of  Jiate  and  avoe 
Such  noble  fce?ieSy  as  dranxj  the  eye  to  fcnv, 
IVe  Jhall  -prefent.    Thofe,  thatjycan  fityy  here 
May,  if  they  think  it  njuell,  let  fall  a  tear  ; 
l^he  fubjeSi  <will  defer ^^e  it.    Such,  as  gi^'e 
Their  money  out  of  hope  they  7nay  belic<vey 
May  here  find  truth  too.   thofe,  that  come  to  fee 
Only  a  Jho<w  or  tavo,  ( and fo  agree, 
The  Play  may  pafs )  if  they  he  fill  and  'willingy 
Til  imdertake,  may  fee  anjoay  their  JJnlUng 
Richly  in  tnx^o  Jhort  hours.     Only  they,^ 
That  come  to  hear  a  merry,  hanvdy  play  ; 
A  noife  of  targets  ;  or  to  fee  a  fello-w  ( I ) 
In  a  long  motley  coat,  guarded  uuithyelhuo  ; 
Will  he  decei'v^d :  for,  gentle  hearers,  knoiv^ 
To  rank  our  chofen  truth  ivith  fuch  a  Jho^j 
As  fool  and fight  is,  (he fides  forfeiting 
Our  onxjn  brains,  and  tF  opinion  that  ^we  bring 
To  make  that  only  true  ive  intend ) 
Will  lea've  us  72e^er  an  underfianding  friend. 
Therefore,  for  goodnefs^  fake,  as  you  are  knonjjn 
The  firfi  and  happieft  hearers  of  the  to'wn. 
Be  fad,  as  ive  ^wuld  make  ye^    Thi?ik  before  ye  (2) 
The  <very  perfons  of  our  7iohle  fiory. 
As  they  <were  Having  :  think,  you  fee  them  great. 
And  follonjod  n^jith  the  genral  throng,  and  fvjeat 
Of  thoufand  friends  ;  Then,  in  a  moment,  fee 
Ho'w  foon  this  mightinefs  meets  mifery  ! 
And,  if  you  can  be  fnerry  then.  Til  fay, 
man  ?nay  nAjeep  upon  his  nxjedding-day, 

(1)  ■  or  to  Jee  a  FcUoW 

In  a  long  motley  Coat,]  Alluding  to  the  Fools  and  Buffoom,  intro- 
duced for  the  Generality  in  the  Plays  a  little  before  our  Author's- 
Time  :  and  of  whom  he  has  left  us  a  fmall  Tafte  in  his  own. 

(2)  Think  ye  fse 

The  njery  perfons  cf  our  noble  Story. ^  Why  the  Rhyme  fliould 
have  been  interrupted  here,  when  it  was  fo  eafily  to  be  fup- 
plied,  I  cannot  conceive.  It  can  only  be  accounted  for  from 
the  Negligence  of  the  Prefs,  or  the  Tranfcribers  ;  and  therefore 
1  have  raad.e  no  Scruple  to  replace  it.  Thf. 
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ACT  L 
SCENE;  An  Antechamber  in  the  Palace^ 

Enter  the  Duke  Norfolk,  at  one  door :  ai  the  othero 
the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  the  Lord  Aberga- 
venny. 

Buckingham. 

O  O  D  morrow,  and  well  met.  How 

have  you  done, 
Since  laft  we  faw  in  France  ? 

Nor.  I  thank  your  Grace  : 
Healthful,  and  ever  fmce  a  frefh  admires? 
Of  what  I  faw  there. 
Buck,  An  untimely  ague 
Staid  me  a  prifoner  in  ray  chamber,  when 
Thofe  funs  of  glory,  thofe  two  lights  of  men^ 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Jrde, 

Nor.  'Twixt  Guy  ties  and  Jrde : 
I  was  then  prefent,  faw  'em  falate  on  horfe-back. 
Beheld  them  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 
In  their  embracement,  as  they  grew  together  ; 
Which  had  they,  what  four  thron'd  ones  could  have 
weighU 

Such^ 
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Such  a  compounded  one  ? 

Buck,  All  the  whole  time, 
I  was  my  chamber's  prifoner. 

Nor,  Then  you  loft 
The  view  of  earthly  glory  :  men  might  fay, 
'Till  this  time  Pomp  was  fingle,  but  now  marry'd 
To  one  above  it  felf.   Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day's  mafter,  'till  the  laft 
Made  former  wonders,  it's.   To  day  the  French, 
AW  clinquant,  all  in  gold,  like  heathen  gods, 
Shone  down  the  Englijh  :  and  to  morrow  they 
Made  Britainy  India  :  every  man  that  Hood, 
Shew'd  like  a  mine.  Their  dwarfilh  pages  were 
As  Cherubins,   all  gilt ;  the  Madams  too. 
Not  us'd  to  toil,  did  almoft  fweat  to  bear 
The  pride  upon  them  ;  that  their  very  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  painting.    Now  this  mask 
Was  cry'd,  incomparable  ;  and  th'  enfuing  night 
Made  it  a  fool  and  beggar.    The  two  Kings, 
Equal  in  luftre,  were  now  beft,  now  word. 
As  prefence  did  prefent  them  ;  hira  in  eye. 
Still  him  in  praife ;  and  being  prefent  both, 
'Twas  faid,  they  faw  but  one;  and  no  difcerner 
Durft  wag  his  tongue  in  cenfure.    When  thefe  funs 
(For  fo  they  phrafe  'em)  by  their  heralds  challenged 
The  noble  fpirits  to  arms,  they  did  perform 
Beyond  thought's  compafs ;  that  old  fabulous  ilory 
(Being  now  feen  polTible  enough)  got  credit; 
That  f  Beast's  was  believ'd. 

BucL  Oh,  you  go  far. 

Nor.  As  I  belong  to  woriliip,  and  afFe6l 
In  honour,  honefty  ;  the  tradl  of  every  thing 
Would  by  a  good  difcourfer  lofe  fome  life. 
Which  Adlion's  felf  was  tongue  to.  All  was  royal ;  (3) 

To 

The  old  romantic  legend  o/Bevls  of  Southampton.  This  Be* 
vis  (or  Bea'uois)  a  Saxon^  was  for  his  Prowefs  created  by  Wil* 
Ham  the  Conqueror  Earl  of  Southampton  :  Of  whom,  Camden 
in  his  Britannia, 

(3)  PP^hich  Aa ion's  felf  was  Tongue  i9» 

Buck.  M  was  royal. 

X  Ti 
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To  the  difpofing  of  it  nought  rebelPd  ; 
Order  gave  each  thing  view ;  The  ofSce  did 
Diftindlly  his  full  fundion. 

Buck,  Who  did  guide, 
I  mean,  who  fet  the  body  and  the  limbs 
Of  this  great  fport  together,  as  you  guefs  ? 

Nor.  One,  fure,  that  promifes  no  element 
In  fuch  a  bufinefs. 

Buck.  Pray  you,  who,  my  lord  ? 

Nor,  All  this  was  ordered  by  the  good  difcretlon 
Of  the  right  revVend  Cardinal  of  Tork. 

Buck.  The  devil  fpeed  him  !  no  man's  pye  is  freed 
From  his  ambitious  finger.    What  had  he 
To  do  in  thefe  fierce  vanities  ?  I  wonder. 
That  fuch  a  ketch  can  with  his  very  bulk 
Take  up  the  rays  o'th'  beneficial  fun, 
And  keep  it  from  the  earth. 

Nor,  Yet,  furely,  Sir, 
There's  in  him  fluff  that  puts  him  to  thefe  ends. 
For  being  not  propt  by  ancellry,  whofe  grace 
Chalk§  fuccefTors  their  way  ;  nor  call'd  upon 
For  high  feats  done  to  th'  Crown  ;  neither  ally'd 
To  eminent  alTiftantg;  but  fpider-Iike 

Out  of  his  felf  drawn  web  ;  this  gives  us  note. 

The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way  ; 
A  gift  that  heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buys 
A  place  next  to  the  King. 

Aber,  I  cannot  tell 
What  heav'n  hath  giv'n  him  ;  let  fome  graver  eye 
Pierce  into  that :  but  I  can  fee  his  pride 

To  the  difpojing  of  it  Nought  rebelPd  ; 
Order  gave  each  Thirg  Vie^iv,    The  Office  did 
Difiinaly  hiifull  Fundion.    Who  did,  &c.] 
Thus  hitherto  thefei  Speeches  have  been  regulated  :  but,  I  think, 
miftakingly,  Buckingham  could  not  with  any  Propriety  fay  This  ; 
for  he  wanted  Information  as  to  the  Magnificence,  having  kept 
Ills  Chamber  with  an  Ague  during  the  Solemnity.  I  have  there- 
fore ventured  to  fplit  the  Speeches,  fo  as  to  give  them  Probabi- 
lity, from  the  Perfons  fpeaking  5  without  hazarding  the  Author's 
iSenfe  by  this  new  Regulation. 

V  Peep 
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Peep  through  each  part  of  him  ;  whence  has  he  that?  (4) 
If  not  from  hell,  the  devil  is  a  niggard. 
Or  has  given  all  before ;  and  he  begins 
A  new  hell  in  himfelf. 

Buck.  Why  the  devil. 
Upon  this  French  Going  out,  took  he  upon  him. 
Without  the  privity  o'th'  King,  t'appornt 
Who  fhould  attend  him  ?  he  makes  up  the  file 
Of  all  the  gentry  :  for  the  moll  part  fuch. 
To  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon  :  And  his  own  letter 
(The  honourable  board  of  council  out) 
Muft  fetch  in  him  he  papers. 

Jher.  I  do  know 
Kinfmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  lead,  that  have 
By  this  fo  licken'd  their  eftates,  that  never 
They  lhall  abound  as  formerly. 

Buck,  O,  many 
Have  broke  their  backs  with  laying  mannors  on  'cm 
For  this  great  journey.    What  did  this  vanity 
But  minifter  communication  of 
A  mofl  poor  ifTue  ? 

Nor.  Grievingly,  I  think. 
The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  values 
The  coll,  that  did  conclude  it. 

Buck.  Every  man. 
After  the  hideous  ftorm  that  followed,  was 
A  thing  infpir'd ;  and  not  confulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  prophefie,  that  this  tempeft, 
Dalliing  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboadcd 
The  fudden  breach  on't. 

Nor.  Which  is  budded  out : 
For  France,  hath  flaw'd  the  league,  and  hath  attached 
Our  merchants'  goods  at  Bourdeaux. 

Aber,  h  it  therefore 
Th'  ambafTador  is  filenc'd  ? 

(4)  'whence  has  he  that. 

If  net  from  hell  ?  the  De'vil !]  Thus  has  this  Paflage  bcea 
pointed  in  all  the  Editions  ;  but  the  very  Inference,  which  is 
made  upon  it,  directs  tlie  Stops  ds  I  have  regulated  them. 

Nor, 
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J^r.  Marry,  is't. 

J6er.  A  proper  title  of  a  peace,  and  purchas'd 
At  a  fuperfluous  rate  ! 

BucJ^.  Why,  all  this  bufinefs 
Our  rev'rend  Cardina;!  carried. 

Nor.  Like  it  your  Grace, 
The  ftate  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  Cardinal.    I  advife  you, 
(And  take  it  from  a  heart,  that  wilhes  towVds  yoa 
Honour  and  plenteous  fafety  ;)  that  you  read 
The  Cardinal's  malice  and  his  potency 
Together  :  to  confider  further,  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  effed,  wants  not 
A  minifter  in  his  pow'r.    You  know  his  nature. 
That  he's  revengeful ;  and,  I  know,  his  fword 
Hath  a  (harp  edge  :  it's  long,  and,  't  may  be  faid. 
It  reaches  far  ;  and  where  twill  not  extend. 
Thither  he  darts  it.  Bofom  up  my  counfel. 
You'll  find  it  wholefome.    Lo,  where  comes  that  rock. 
That  I  advife  your  Ihunning. 

^nter  CarMml  Wolfey,  i,be  pur/e  home  before  hiniy  cer^ 
tain  of  the  guards  and  iivo  fecretaries  'with  Papers  i 
the  Cardinal  in  his  pajfage  fixeth  his  eye  on  Buckin* 
gham,  and  Buckingham  on  him^  both  full  of  difdain. 

WoL  The  Duke  of  Buckingham's  furveyor  ?  ha  ? 
Where's  his  examination  ? 

Seer,  Here,  fo  pleafe  you. 

WoL  is  he  in  perfon  ready? 

Seer.  Ay,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace. 

WoL  Well,  we  lhall  then  know  more ; 
And  Bieckingham  lhall  leiTen  this  big  look. 

[^Exeunt  Cardinal  and  his  train^ 

Buck.  This  butcher's  cur  is  venom-mouth'd,  and  I 
Have  not  the  powV  to  muzzle  him ;  therefore  beft 
Not  wake  him  in  his  ilumber.    A  beggar's  book 
Out  worths  a  noble's  blood. 

Nor.  What,  are  you  chafd  ? 
Ask  God  for  tempVance;  that's  th'appliance  only. 
Which  your  difeafe  re<^uires. 

Buck. 
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Buck.  L^ad  in's  looks 
Matter  againft  me,  and  his  eye  revil'd 
Me  as  his  abjed  obje£l ;  at  thisinftant 
He  bores  me  with  fome  trick,  he's  gone  to  th'  King : 
1*11  follow  and  out  ftare  him. 

Nor,  Stay,  my  lord  ; 
And  let  your  rcafon  with  your  choler  queftion 
What  'tis  you  go  about.   To  climb  deep  hills. 
Requires  flow  pace  at  lirft.    Anger  is  like 
A  full  hot  horfe,  who  being  allow'd  his  way. 
Self-mettle  tires  him :  not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advife  me,  like  you  :  be  t©  yourfelf. 
As  you  would  to  your  friend. 

Buck,  ril  to  the  King, 
And  from  a  mouth  of  honour  quite  cry  down 
This  Ipfaiaich  fellow's  infolence  ;  or  proclaim^ 
There's  difF  rence  in  no  perfons. 

Nor.  Be  advis'd  ; 
Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  fo  hot. 
That  it  do  finge  your  felf.    We  may  out  run 
By  violent  fwiftnefs,  that  which  we  run  at ; 
And  lofe  by  over-running:  know  you  not. 
The  fire  that  mounts  the  liquor  'tilFt  run  o'er. 
Seeming  t"*  augment  it,  walles  it  ?  be  advis'd  : 
I  fay  again,  there  is  no  Englijh  Soul 
More  ftronger  to  direft  you  than  yourfelf ; 
If  with  the  fap  of  reafon  you  would  quench. 
Or  but  allay,  the  fire  of  palTion. 

Buck.  Sir, 
I'm  thankful  to  you,  and  Til  go  along 
By  your  Prefcription ;  but  this  top  proud  felloWj^ 
Whom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not,  but 
From  fincere  motions ;  by  intelligence, 
And  proofs  as  clear  as  founts  in  July\  when 
We  fee  each  grain  of  gravel,  I  do  know, 
lb  be  corrupt  and  treafonous. 

Nor,  Say  not,  treafonous. 

Buck,  To  th'  King  I'll  fay't,  and  make  my  vouch  as 
ftrong 

As  fhore  of  rock— Attend.   This  holy  fox. 

Or 
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Or  wolf,  or  both,  (for  he  is  equal  rav'nous. 
As  he  is  fubtle  ;  and  as  prone  to  miichief, 
-As  able  to  perform't ;)  his  mind  and  place 
Infeding  one  another,  yea,  reciprocally, 
Only  to  Ihew  his  pomp,  as  well  in  France 
As  here  at  home,  fuggefts  the  King  our  mafler 
To  this  laft  coftly  treaty,  th'  interview. 
That  fwallowM  fo  much  treafure,  and  like  a  glafs 
Did  break  i'  th'  rinling. 
Nor.  Faith,  and  fo  it  did. 

Buck,  Pray,  give  me  favour.  Sir.— —This  cunning 
Cardinal 

The  articles  o'  th'  combination  drew. 
As  himfelf  pleas'd  ;  and  tliey  were  ratify 'd. 
As  he  cry'd,  let  it  be  —  to  as  much  end. 
As  give  a  crutch  to  th'  dead.    But  our  Court- Cardinal 
Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well — for  worthy  Wolfey^ 
Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it.    Now  this  follows, 
(Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 
To  th'  old  dam,  treafon  ;)  Charles  the  Emperor, 
Under  pretence  to  fee  the  Queen  his  aunt, 
(For  'twas  indeed  his  colour,  but  he  came 
To  whifper  Wolfey ;)  here  makes  vifitation  : 
His  fears  were,  that  the  interview  betwixt 
>^  England  and  Trance  might  through  their  amity 
Breed  him  fome  prejudice  ;  for  from  this  league 
Teep'd  harms,  that  menac'd  him.    He  privily 
Deals  with  our  Cardinal,  and,  as  T  trow. 
Which  I  do  well — for,  I  am  fure,  the  Emperor 
Paid  ere  he  promis'd,  whereby  his  fuit  was  granted. 
Ere  it  was  ask'd.    But  when  the  way  was  made. 
And  pav'd  with  gold ;  the  Emp'ror  thus  defir'd. 
That  he  would  pleafe  to  alter  the  King's  courfe, 
And  break  the  forefaid  peace.    Let<he  King  know, 
(As  foon  he  fliall  by  me)  that  thus  the  Cardinal 
Does  buy  and  fell  his  honour  as  he  pleafes. 
And  for  his  own  advantage. 

Nor.  I  am  forry 
To  hear  this  of  him  ;  and  could  wilh,  you  were 
Something  miftaken  in't. 

Vol.  V.      '  O  BuiJ^, 
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Buck,  No,  not_  a  fyllable  : 
I  do  pronouFiCe  him  in  that  very  (hape. 
He  (hall  appear  in  proof. 

Enter  Brandon,  aferjeavt  at  Arms  before  him,  and  tivo 
or  three  of  the  guard. 

Bran,  Your  office,  Serjeant ;  execute  it. 
Serj.  Sir, 

My  lord  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  Earl 
Of  Hertford,  Stafford^  and  Northamptony  I 
Arrell  thee  of  high  treafon,  in  the  name 
Of  our  moft  Sovereign  King. 

Buck,  Lo  you,  my  lord. 
The  net  has  falln  upon  me  ;  I  fhall  pcriffi 
Under  device  and  pradice. 

Bran,  I  am  forry 
To  fee  you  ta'cn  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
The  bufmefs  prefent.  'Tis  his  Highnefs'  pleafu« 
You  fhall  to  th'  To^er. 

Buck,  It  will  help  me  nothing 
To  plead  mine  innocence;  f^or  tiaat  dye  is  on  me. 
Which  makes  my  whit'ft  part  black.  The  will  of  heav'n 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things !  1  obey. 
O  my  lord  Abergany,  fare  ye  well. 

Bran,  Nay,  he  mull  bear  you  company.  The  King 
Is  pleasM  you  fhall  to  th'  ToiAjer^  'till  you  know 
How  he  determines  further. 

Jber,  As  the  Duke  faid, 
The  v/ill  of  heav'n  be  done,  and  the  King's  plcaf«rc 
By  me  obeyM  ! 

Bran,  Here  is  a  warrant  from 
The  King,  t' attach  lord  Montague;  and  the  bodies 
Of  the  Duke's  confellbr,  fohn  de  la  Court 
Aw6  Gilbert  Pecky  his  chancellor.  (5) 

(5)  One  Gilbert  Peck,  bii  Counfellor.]  So  the  Old  C®pic« 
have  it,  but,  I,  from  the  Authorities  of  Hall  and  Holingjhead, 
ehang'd  it  to  Chancellor,    And  our  Poet  himfelf,  in  the  Begin- 
ning of  the  fecond  A£^,  vouches  for  this  Correlation. 
j4t  iL'hichy  appeared  againfi  him  bis  Sur'vey or y 
Sir  Gilbert  Peck  bis  Chancellor—-^ 

Buck. 
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BhcJ^.  So,  fo; 
Thefe  are  the  limbs  o'  th'  plot;  no  more,  I  hope  ? 
Bran.  A  monk  o'  th'  Charlreux. 
Buck.  Nicholas  Hopkins  ?  (6) 
Bran.  He. 

Buck.  My  furveyor  is  falfe,  the  o  er-great  Cardinal 
Hath  (hew'd  him  gold  ;  my  life  is  fpann'd  already : 
I  am  the  lhadovv  of  poor  Buckingham, 
Whofe  figure  ev'n  this  inftant  cloud  puts  on. 
By  darkening  my  clear  fun.    My  lord,  farevvel. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Council- Chamber. 
Cernet.    Enter  King  Henry,  leaning  on  the  Car  dinars 
Jhoulder  \  the  NobieSy  aftd  Sir  Thomas  Lovell  ;  the 
Cardinal  places  himfelf  under  the  King^s  feet,  on  his 
right  Jtde, 

King.  l\yr  Y  life  itfelf,  and  the  beft  heart  of  it, 

-LVx  Thanks  you  for  this  great  care :  I  flood  i'  th* 
level 

Of  a  full-charg'd  confedVacy,  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  choak'd  it.    Let  be  call'd  before  us 
That  gentleman  of  Buckingham's  in  perfon  ; 
ni  hear  him  his  confeflions  juflifie, 
And  point  by  point  the  treafons  of  his  mailer 
He  fhall  again  relate. 

^  noife  within,  crying^  Room  for  the  Queen.  Enter  the 
Queen  ujherd  by  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk,  and  Suffolk  : 
Jhe  kneels,  7he  King  rifeth  from  his  ftatey  takes  her 
up,  kijjes  and  placeth  her  by  him, 

^een.  Nay,  we  muft  longer  kneel  ;  I  am  a  fuitor. 
King,  Arife,  and  take  your  place  by  us ;  half  your 
fuit 

Never  name  to  us ;  you  have  half  our  power  : 
The  other  moiety,  ere  you  a»k,  is  given; 

(6)  MichiQl  Hopkins  So  all  the  Old  Copies  had  it;  and  {» 
Mr.  Roioe  and  Mr.  Pope  from  them.  But  here  again,  by  the 
HcJp  of  the  Chronicles,  I  have  given  the  true  Heading, 

O  2  Repeit 
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Repeat  your  will,  and  take  it. 

^een.  Thank  your  Majefty. 
That  you  would  love  yourfelf,  and  in  that  love 
Not  unconfider'd  leave  your  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  office,  is  the  point 
Of  my  petition. 

Xing,  Lady  mine,  proceed- 

^een.  I  am  follicited,  not  by  a  few, 
And  thofe  of  true  condition,  that  your  fubje(5ls 
Are  in  great  grievance.  There  have  been  commifTions 
Sent  down  among  'em,  which  have  flaw'd  the  heart 
Of  all  their  loyalties ;  wherein  although      [7b  Wolfey^ 
(My  good  Lord  Cardinal)  they  vent  reproaches 
Molt  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter  on 
Of  thefe  exadions ;  yet  the  King  our  mailer 
( VVhofe  honour  heav'n  fhield  from  foil)  ev'n  he  fcapes  not 
Language  unmannerly  ;  yea  fuch,  which  breaks 
The  fides  of  loyalty,  and  aliholl  appears 
In  loud  rebellion. 

'Nor.  Not  almofl:  appears. 
It  doth  appear ;  for,  upon  thefe  taxations. 
The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  ofF 
The  fpinfters,  carders,  fullers,  weavers ;  who. 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compelFd  by  hunger 
And  lack  of  other  means,  in  defp'rate  manner 
Daring  th'  event  to  th'  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar. 
And  danger  ferves  among  them. 

King.  Taxation? 
Wherein  ?  and  what  taxation  ?  my  Lord  Cardinal, 
You,  that  are  blam'd  for  it  alike  with  us. 
Know  you  of  this  taxation  ? 

WoL  Pleafe  you.  Sir, 
I  know  but  of  a  fmgle  part  in  aught 
Pertains  to  th'  itate,  and  front  but  in  that  file 
Where  others  tell  fteps  with  me. 

i^^i.  No,  my  Lord, 
Vou  know  no  more  than  others :  but  you  frame 
Things  that  are  known  alike,  which  a're  not  wholfome 
To  thofe  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  muft 

Perforce 
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Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.    Thefe  exadlons 
(Whereof  my  Sovereign  would  have  note)  they  are 
Moll  peftilent  to  th'  hearing  ;  and,  to  bear  'eni;, 
The  back  is  facrifice  to  th'  load  ;  they  fay. 
They  are  devis'd  by  you,  orelfe  you  fufFer 
Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

Ki^ig.  Still,  exadion  ! 
The  nature  of  it,  in  what  kind  let's  know 
Is  this  exadion  ? 

^een,  I  am  much  too  vent'rous 
In  tempting  of  your  patience,  but  am  bolden'd 
Under  your  promised  pardon.    The  fubjeds'  grief 
Comes  through  commiifions  which  compel  from  each 
The  fixth  part  of  his  fubftance  to  be  levy'd 
Without  delay  ;  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  nam'd,  your  wars  in  France,  This  makes  bold  moat 
Tongues  fpit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them  ;  All  their  curfes  now 
Live  where  their  pray'rs  did  ;  and  it's  come  to  paO, 
That  tradable  obedience  is  a  flave 
To  each  incenfed  will.    I  would,  your  Highnefs 
Would  give  it  quick  confideration,  for 
There  is  no  primer  bafenefs. 

King,  By  my  life. 
This  is  againft  our  pleafure. 

IVoL  And  for  me, 
I  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  fmgle  voice  ;  and  that  not  pad  me,  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges. 
If  Fm  traduc'd  by  tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  faculties,  nor  perfon  ;  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing  ,•  let  me  fay, 
' Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake 
That  virtue  muft  go  through  :  we  muft  not  ftint 
Our  neceffary  adlions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicious  cenfurers  ;  which  ever. 
As  rav'nous  filhes  do  a  vefTel  follow 
That  is  new  trimm'd  ;  but  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  longing.   What  we  oft  do  befl^ 
By  fick  interpreters,  or  weak  ones,  is 
O  3 
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Not  curs,  or  not  allow'd  :  what  worll,  as  oft 
Hit.iiig  a  grofier  quality,  is  cr}  *d  up 
For  cur  beil  ad :  if  we  ftand  ftill,  in  fear 
Our  motion  wiii  be  mock'd  or  carped  at. 
We  (hould  take  root  here  where  we  iit; 
Or  fit  ftate-iiatues  only. 

King.  Things  done  well, 
Ard  with  a  care,  exeiript  themfelves  from  fear  ; 
Th>ngs  done  without  cxaniple,  in  their  iiTuc 
-Are  to  be  fear'd.    Have  you  a  precedent 
Of  this  commifTion  ?    ]  believe,  not  any. 
We  muft  not  rend  our  fubjeds  from  our  laws. 
And  flick  them  in  our  will.    Sixth  part  of  each  ! 

A  trembling  contribution  !  w  hy,  we  take 

From  ev'ry  tree,  lop,  bark,  and  part  o'  th'  timber  : 
And  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root,  thus  hackt. 
The  sir  will  drink  the  fap.    To  ev'ry  county, 
Where  this  is  quefii  n'd,  fend  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  deny'd 
The  force  of  this  ccmmifiion  :  pray,  look  to't ; 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 

IFcI.  A  word  with  you.  [To  the  Secretary, 

I  et  there  be  letters  writ  to  ev'ry  (hire. 
Of  the  King's  grace  and  pardon  :  The  gricv'd  commons 
Hardly  conceive  of  m.e,  let  it  be  nois'd. 
That,  through  our  intercelTion,  this  revokement 
And  pardon  comes ;  1  fhall  anon  advife  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  \^Ex2t  Secretary, 

Enter  Sw^ueyor. 

^een,  I  am  forry,  that  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
Is  run  in  your  difpleafure. 

Kirg.  It  grieves  many  ; 
The  gentleman  is  learn'd,  a  moft  rare  fpeaker. 
To  nature  none  more  bound ;  his  training  fuch. 
That  he  may  fumifh  and  inllrud  great  teachers^ 
And  never  feek  for  aid  out  of  himfelf. 
Yet  fee,  when  noble  benefits  fhall  prove 
INot  well  difpos'd,  the  mind  growing  once  corrupt, 
'"i  hey  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 

Than 
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Than  ever  they  were  fair.    This  man  fo  compleat. 
Who  was  enrolPd  'mongft  wonders,  and  when  we, 
Almoft  with  lift'ning  ravilh'd,  could  not  find 
His  hour  of  fpeech,  a  minute  :  he,  my  lady. 
Hath  into  monllrous  habits  put  the  graces 
That  once  were  his ;  and  is  become  as  black. 
As  if  befmear'd  in  hell.    Sit,  you  (hall  hear 
(This  was  his  gentleman  in  truft)  of  him 
Things  to  flrike  honour  fad.    Bid  him  recount 
The  fore  recited  practices,  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

Wol.  Stand  forth,  and  with  bold  fpirit  relate,  what 
you. 

Mod  like  a  careful  fubjefl,  have  colleded 
Out  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
King.  Speak  freely. 

Sur'v.  Firft,  it  was  ufual  with  him,  evVy  day 
It  would  infecl  his  fpeech,  that  if  the  Kjng 
Should  without  iffue  die,  he'd  carry  it  fo 
To  make  the  fcepter  his.    Thefe  very  words 
iVe  heard  him  utter  to  his  fon-in-law, 
Lord  Ahe^gany,  to  whom  by  oath  hemenac'd 
Revenge  upon  the  Cardinal. 

VVoL  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  note 
His  dangerous  conception  in  this  point : 
Not  friended  by  his  wilh  to  your  high  perfort. 
His  will  is  moli  mahgnant,  and  itftretches 
Beyond  you  to  your  friends. 

^een.  My  learn'd  Lord  Cardinal, 
Deliver  all  with  charity. 

King.  Speak  on  ; 
How  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  crown, 
Upon  our  fail  ?  to  this  point  haft  thou  heard  him 
At  any  time  fpeak  aught  ? 

Sur^.  He  was  brought  to  this. 
By  a  vain  prophefy  of  Nicholas  Hopkins.  {?) 

Kin^^ 

(7)  By  a  vain  Prophecy  of  Nicholas  HE  NTON.]  We  heard 
before,  from  Brandon,  of  one  Nichdai  Hoftkini  j  and  now  his 
Name  is  chang'd  vaiot  lUnton  \  fo  xX\2CLErandQn  and  tht  Sujveyof 
O  4.  feeni 
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King,  What  vv;^s  th^t  Hopkins  P 

Si^rru,  Sir,  a  Chartreiix  Friar, 
His  con fefibr,  who  fed  him  ev'ry  minute 
With  words  of  Sovereignty. 

King.  How  know'fl  thou  this  ? 

Surnj.  Not  long  before  your  Highnefs  fped  to  Trance^, 
The  Duke  being  at  the  Ro/ey  within  the  pariOi 
St.  Laujrence  Pouhney,  did  of  me  demand 
Wh^t  was  the  fpeech  among  the  Londoners 
Concerning  the  French  journey  ?  I  reply 'd. 
Men  fear'd,  the  French  would  prove  perfidious, 
To  the  King's  danger  :  prefently  the  Duke 
Said,  'twas  the  fear,  indeed  ;  and  that  he  doubted, 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  Monk ;  that  oft,  fays  be. 
Hath  fent  to  me,  wiftiing  me  to  permit 
yohn  de  la  Courts  my  Chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  foine  moment : 
Whom  after  under  the  Confeflion's  feal  (8) 
He  fo'emnly  had  fvvorn,  that,  what  he  fpoke, 
My  Chaplain  to  no  creature  living,  but 

feem  to  be  in  two  Stories.  There  is,  however,  but  one  and  the 
fame  Perfon  meant,  Hopkins ;  as  I  have  reftor'd  it  in  the  Text, 
forPerfpicuity's  Sake:  yet  will  it  rot  beany  Difficulty  to  account 
for  the  other  Name,  when  we  come  to  confidsr,  that  he  was  a 
rvlonk  of  the  Convent  caird  Hentouy  near  Brijiol,  So  both  Hall 
snd  Holirgjhead  acquaint  us.  And  he  might,  according  to  the 
Cuftom  of  thofe  Times,  be  call'd  as  well  Nicholas  of  Henton^ 
from  the  Place ;  as  Hopkins  from  his  Family. 
(8)  under  r-fc^  Commiflion'  Seal 

He  folemnly  had  fworny]  So  all  the  Editions  down  from  the 
Tery  beginning.  But,  whht  CommiJ/ions  Seal  ?  That  is  a  Quefti- 
on,  I  dare  fay,  none  of  our  diligent  Editors  ever  ask'd  them- 
felves.  The  Text  muft  be  reftor'd,  as  I  have  corre<5led  it ;  and 
honefl  Holingjhsad,  from  whom  our  Author  took  the  Subftance 

of  this  Paffage,  may  be  callM  in  as  a  Teftimony.  "  The 

**  Duke  in  Talk  told  the  Monk,  that  he  had  done  very  well  to 

bind  his  Chaplain,  John  de  la  Ccurt,  under  the  Seal  of  Con- 
•*  f  j^'^"f  keep  fccrct  fuch  Matter,"  Vid,  Life  of  He/:ry 
Vill.  p.  863. 
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Tome,  fliould  utter;  with  demure  confidence. 
Thus  paufingly  enfu'd  ^—Neither  the  King,  nor's  heirs 
(Tell  you  the  Duke)  (hall  profper  ;  bid  him  ftrive 
To  gain  the  love  o'  th'  commonalty  ;  the  Duke 
Shall  govern  England. 

^een,  Jf  I  know  you  well, 
You  were  the  Duke's  furveyor,  and  loft  your  office 
On  the  complaint  0'  th'  tenants ;  take  good  heed,. 
You  charge  not  in  your  fpleen  a  noble  perfon. 
And  fpoil  your  nobler  foul  :  1  fay,  take  heed 
Yes,  heartily  I  befeech  you* 

King.  Let  him  on. 
Go  forward. 

Sur'u.  On  my  foul,  I'll  fpeak  but  truth. 
I  told  my  Lord  the  Duke,  by  the  Devil's  illufions 
The  Monk  might  be  deceived ;  and  that  'twas  dang'rous 
For  him  to  ruminate  on  this,  until 
It  forg'd  him  fome  defign,  which,  being  believ'd. 
It  was  much  like  to  do  :  he  anfwer'd,  Tulh, 
It  can  do  me  no  damage :  adding  further. 
That  had  the  King  in  his  laft  ficknefs  fail'd. 
The  Cardinal's  and  Sir  l^homas  Loa}ell's  heads 
Should  have  gone  off. 

King.  Ha  I  what  fo  rank  ?  ah  ha  

There's  mifchief  in  this  man  ;  canft  thou  fay  further  ? 

Sur^v.  I  can,  my  Liege. 

King.  Proceed. 

Sur^.  Being  at  Greenwich, 
After  your  Highnefs  had  reprov'd  the  Duke 
About  Sir  WiUiam  Blomer  « 

King.  I  remember 
Of  fuch  a  time,  he  being  my  fworn  fervant. 
The  Duke  retain'd  him  his.    But  on  ;  what  hence  ? 

Szir^.  If,  quoth  he,  I  for  this  had  been  committed. 
As  to  the  Tonjer  I  thought ;  I  would  have  plaid 
The  part  my  father  meant  to  a6l  upon 
Th'  ufurper  Richard,  who,  being  at  Salisbury, 
Made  fuit  to  come  in's  prefence  ;  which,  if  granted^ 
(As  he  made  femblance  of  his  duty)  would 
Have  put  his  knife  into  him* 

O  5  King 
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King,  A  giant  traitor  ! 

//^<s/.  Now,  Madam,  may  his  Highnefslivc  in  freedom. 
And  this  man  out  of  prifon? 
^een,  God  mend  all  ! 

King,  There's  fomething  more  would  out  of  thee ;  what 
fay'fl? 

Sur'v,  After  the  Duke  his  father  with  the  knife,  — 
He  flretch'd  him,  and  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger, 
i^nother  fpread  on's  breaft,  mounting  his  eyes. 
He  did  dilcharge  a  horrible  oath,  whofe  tenour 
Was,  were  he  evil-us'd,  he  would  out-go 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  irrelolute  purpofe. 

King,  There's  his  period. 
To  ftieath  his  knife  in  us ;  he  is  attached. 
Call  him  to  prelent  tryal ;  if  he  may 
Find  mercy  in  the  law,  'tis  his ;  if  none, 
Let  him  not  feek't  of  us :  by  day  and  night. 
He's  traitor  to  the  height.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  an  Jpartment  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain^  and  Lord  Sands. 

Cham,  I  S't  poffible,  the  fpells  of  France  fhould  juggle 
•A  Men  into  fuch  Urange  myfteries  ? 

Sands,  New  cultoms, 
Though  they  be  never  fo  ridiculous, 
Nay,  let  'em  be  unmanly,  yet  are  followed, 

Cham,  As  far  as  I  fee,  all  the  good  our  Englijb 
Have  got  by  the  laft  voyage,  is  but  merely 
A  fit  or  two  o'  th'  face,  but  they  are  ihrewd  cnes ; 
For  when  they  hold  'em,  you  would  fwear  diredJy 
Their  very  nofes  had  been  counfellors 
To  Fephi  or  Cloiharius,  they  keep  ft  ate  fo. 

Sands,  They've  all  new  legs,  and  lame  ones;  on« 
would  take  it, 
(That  never  faw'em  pace  before)  the  fpavin 
And  fpring-halt  reign 'd  among  'em. 

Cham,  Death  !  my  Lord. 
Their  cloaths  are  after  fuch  a  pagan  cut  toe. 

That, 
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That,  fure,  they've  worn  out  chrlfl^ndom  :  how  ttOW?  . 
What  news.  Sir  Thomas  Lo^vell? 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 

Lov.  Faith,  my  Lord, 
I  hear  of  none,  but  the  new  proclamation 
That's  clap'd  upon  the  court-gate. 

Cham.  What  is't  for  ? 

Lo^.  The  reformation  of  our  travcird  gallant?. 
That  fill  the  court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  tailors. 

Ci'^w.  Vm  glad,  'tis  there^  now  I  would  pray  oui* 
Monfieurs 

To  think  an  Englijh  courtier  irtay  !x*  wife, 
And  never  fee  the  Lounjre, 

Lon;.  They  mufl:  either 
(For  fo  run  the  conditions)  leave  thcfe  remnants 
Of  fool  and  feather,  that  they  got  in  France ; 
With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ignorance 
Pertaining  thereunto,  as  fights  and  fire-works  ; 
Abufing  better  men  than  they  can  be. 
Out  of  a  foreign  wifdom  \  clean  renouncing 
The  faith  they  have  in  tennis,  and  tall  (lockings. 
Short  bolder' d  breeches,  and  thofe  types  of  travel^ 
And  underfland  again  like  honcft  men. 
Or  pack  to  their  old  play  fellows ;  there,  I  take  it. 
They  may,  cum  fri'vikgioy  wear  away 
The  lag- end  of  their  lewdnefs,  and  belaugh'd  at. 

Sands,  'Tis  time  to  give  them  phyfick,  their  difeafe& 
Are  grown  fo  catching. 

Cham.  What  a  lofs  our  ladies 
Will  have  of  thefe  trim  vanities  ? 

Lo^,  Ay,  marry. 
There  will  be  woe  indeed,  Lords  ;  the  fly  whorefons 
Have  got  a  fpeeding  trick  to  Jay  down  Ladies : 
A  French  fong  and  a  fiddle  has  no  fellow. 

Sands,  The  devil  fiddle 'em  !  Tm  glad,  they're  going : 
For,  fure,  there's  no  converting  'em :  now.  Sirs, 
An  honefl  country  Lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain  fong, 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing,  and,  by'r  Lady, 

Held 
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Held  current  mufick  too. 

Cham.  Well  faid,  Lord  Sands  ; 
Your  colt's  tooth  is  not  call  yet  ? 

Sands.  No,  my  Lord, 
Nor  (hall  not,  while  I  have  a  flump. 

Cham.  Sir  Thomas j 
Whither  are  you  going? 

Lo^v.  To  the  Cardinal's  ; 
Your  Lordfhip  is  a  gueft  too. 

Cham.  O,  'tis  true ; 
This  night  he  makes  a  fupper,  and  a  great  one, 
To  mtiny  Lords  and  Ladies  ;  there  will  be 
The  beauty  of  this  Kingdom,  Til  afTure  you. 

Lo'V.  That  churchman  bears  a  bounteous  mind,  indeed^ 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us. 
His  dew  falls  evVy  where. 

Cha??i.  No  doubt,  he's  noble ; 
He  had  a  black  mouth,  that  faid  other  of  him. 

Sands.  He  may,  my  Lord,  h'as  wherewithal  :  in. 
him,  (9) 

Sparing  would  (hew  a  worfe  fin  than  ill  dodrine. 
Men  of  his  way  fhould  be  moil  liberal. 
They're  fet  here  for  examples. 

Cham,  True;  they  are  fo  ; 
But  few  now  give  fo  great  ones :  my  barge  (lays ; 
Ycur  Lordfnip  (hall  along  :  come,  good  Sir  ihomas^ 
We  (hall  be  late  elfe,  which  I  would  not  be. 
For  I  was  fpoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry  Guilford y 
This  night  to  be  comptrollers. 

Sands,  I'm  your  Lordlhip's.  \Exeunt. 

(9)   nvhereivitbal  in  him  ; 

Sparing  ivould  foeiv,  &€.]  Thus  this  has  hitherto  been 
falfely  pointed.  The  ivheretvitbal,  intended  by  Lord  Sands,  was 
not  in  the  CardinaVs  internal  Wealth,  the  Bounty  of  his  Mind  5 
but  the  Goods  of  Fortune,  his  outward  Treafures,  large  Re- 
venues :  which  would  have  aggravated  the  Sin  of  Parfimony 
in  him, 
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SCENE  changes  to  York-houfe. 

Hautboys,  A  fmall  table  under  a  fiate  for  the  Cardinally 
a  longer  table  for  the  guefis,  Then  enter  Anne  Ballen, 
and  diners  other  ladies  and  gentlewomen,  as  guejlsy  at 
one  door  ;  at  another  door^  enter  Sir  Henry  Guilford. 

Gitil.  T   Adies,  a  general  welcome  from  his  Grace 

I  J  Salutes  ye  all:  this  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content  and  you  :  none  here,  he  hopes. 
In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad  ;  he  would  have  all  as  micrry. 
As,  firll-good  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome,  (lo) 
Can  make  good  people. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain^  Lord  Sands  and  Lovell, 

0  my  Lord,  y'are  tardy ; 

The  very  thoughts  of  this  fair  company 
Clap'd  wings  to  me. 

Cham.  YouVe  young,  Sir  Harry  Guilford. 

Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lowell y  had  the  Cardinal 
But  half  my  lay- thoughts  in  him,  fome  of  thefe 
Should  find  a  running  banquet,  ere  they  refted  : 

1  think,  would  better  pleafe  'em :  by  my  life. 
They  are  a  fweet  fociety  of  fair  ones. 

Lon;.  O,  that  your  Lord(hip  were  but  now  confeffer 
To  one  or  two  of  thefe. 

Sands,  I  would,  I  were ; 
They  fhould  find  eafie  penance. 

Lq-v.  'Faith,  how  eafie  ? 

Sands,  As  eafie,  as  a  dowivbed  would  afford  it. 

(10)  j^s,  firft,  good  Company,  good  Wine,  &c.]  As  this  Paf- 
fage  has  been  all  along  pointed.  Sir  Harry  Guilford  is  made  to 
include  All  thefe  under  the  firfi  Article  ;  and  then  gives  us  the 
Drop  as  to  what  fhould  follow.  The  Poet,  1  am  perfuaded, 
wrote  5 

Ai  ^x^-^Oi^ A  Company ,  good  Wine,  goodWeUome,  &c. 
i.  e.  he  would  have  you  as  merry  as  thefe  three  Things  can 
make  You,  the  beft  Company  in  the  Land,  pf  the  beft  Rank, 
good  Wine^  &c, 

Cham, 
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Cham.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  pleafe  you  fit  ?  Sir  Harry ^ 
Place  you  that  fide,  Dl  take  the  charge  of  this: 
His  Grace  is  entring ;  nay,  you  muft  not  freeze  j 
Two  women,  plac'd  together,  make  cold  weather: 
My  lord  ^ands,  you  arc  one  will  keep  'em  waking ; 
Pray,  fit  between  thefe  ladies. 

Sojids.  By  my  faith, 
And  thank  your  lordfhip.    By  your  leave,  fweet  ladies ; 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me : 
I  had  it  from  my  father. 

j^nne.  Was  he  mad.  Sir  > 

Sands.  O,  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too  j 
But  he  would  bite  none  j  juft  as  I  do  now. 
He'd  kifs  you  twenty  with  a  breath. 

Cham.  Well  faid,  my  Lord : 
So  now  y'are  fairly  feated  :  gentlemen. 
The  penance  lyes  on  you,  if  thefe  fair  ladies^ 
Pafs  away  frowning. 

Sands.  For  my  little  cure. 
Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys,  Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  and  takes  his  fiaie» 

WoL  Y'are  welcome,  my  fair  gnefts ;  that  noble  lady. 
Or  gentleman,  that  is  not  freely  merry, 
Is  not  my  friend.    This,  to  confirm  my  welcome  : 
And  to  you  all  good  health.  [Drinks. 

Sands.  Your  Grace  is  noble  : 
Let  me  have  fuch  a  bowl  may  hold  my  thanks. 
And  fave  me  fo  much  talking. 

IFol.  UyLordi  Sands, 
I  am  beholden  to  you  ;  cheer  your  neighbour  i 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry  ;  gentlemen, 
Whofe  fault  is  this  ? 

Sands.  The  red  wine  firfl:  muft  rife 
In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  Lord,  then  we  lhall  have  'em 
Talk  us  to  filence. 

Anne.  You  re  a  merry  gamefler. 
My  Lord  Sands. 

Sands.  Yes,  if  I  make  my  play  : 
Here's  to  yoar  Ladylhip,  and  pledge  it,  Madam : 

For 
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For  ^tis  to  fuch  a  thing—— 
Anne.  You  cannot  fliew  me. 

Sands.  I  told  your  Grace,  that  they  would  talk  anon. 

\^Drum  and  trumpets,  chambers  difcharged. 

Wol  What's  that  ? 

Cham.  Look  out  there,  fome  of  ye. 

Wol.  What  warlike  voice, 
And  to  what  end  is  this  ?  nay,  ladies,  fear  not ; 
By  all  the  laws  of  war  y'are  privileged. 

Enter  a  Servants 

Cham.  How  now,  what  is't.^ 

Ser^.  A  noble  troop  of  Grangers, 
For  fo  they  feem,  have  left  their  barge  and  landed  ; 
And  hither  make,  as  great  ambafTadors 
From  foreign  Princes. 

Wol.  Good  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Go,  give  'em  welcome ;  you  can  fpeak  the  French  tongue  5 
And,  pray,  receive 'em  nobly,  and  condud: 'em 
Into  our  prefence,  where  this  heav*n  of  beauty 
Shall  fhine  at  full  upon  them.    Some  attend  him. 

\^All  arifs,  and  tables  retnoved^ 
You've  now  a  broken  banquet,  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  good  digeftion  to  you  all ;  and  once  more, 
I  fhovvre  a  welcome  on  ye  :  welcome  all. 

Hautboys.  Enter  King  and  others  as  Maskers^  habited  like 
Shepherds^  ujher'' d  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  They  pafs 
direSlly  before  the  Cardinal,  and  gracefully  falute  him. 

A  noble  company  !  what  are  their  pleafures  ? 

Cham.  Becaufe  they  fpeak  no  Englifj,  thus  they  pray 'd 
To  teA  your  Grace,  that  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  fo  noble  and  fo  fair  affembly, 
This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  lefs. 
Out  of  the  great  refpedl  they  bear  to  beauty, 
But  leave  their  flocks,  and  under  your  fair  condu^ 
Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  ladies,  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  revels  with 'em. 

Wol,  Say,  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Tiiey've  doDJS  my  poor  houfe  grace ;  for  whSch  Fpay  'em 
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A  thoufand  thanks,  and  pray  'em,  take  their  pleafures; 

\Ckufe  ladies y  Fang  and  Anne  Bullen. 

King.  The  faireft  hand  I  ever  touched  !   O  beauty, 
*Till  now  I  never  knew  tliee.  \^lujick.  Dance* 

WoL  My  Lord,  

Cham.  Your  Grace; 

WoL  Pray  tell  'em  thus  much  from  me  : 
There  (hould  be  one  amongft  'em  by  his  perfon 
More  worthy  this  place  than  vay^^X^y  to  whom. 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty 
I  would  furrender  it.  {Whiffer^ 

Cham.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Wol.  What  fay  they  ? 

Cham,  Such  a  one,  they  all  confefs. 
There  is,  indeed  ;  which  they  would  have  your  Grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

Wol.  Let  me  fee  then  : 
By  all  your  good  leaves,  gentlemen,  here  I'll  make 
My  royal  choice. 

King.  You've  found  him.  Cardinal : 
You  hold  a  fair  affembly  :  you  do  well,  Lord. 
You  are  a  churchman,  or,  Til  tell  you  Cardinal, 
I  ihould  judge  now  unhappily. 

Wol.  I'm  glad, 
Your  Grace  is  grown  fo  pleafant. 

King.  My  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Pr'ythee,  come  hither,  what  fair  lady's  that  ? 

Cham.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace,   Sir  nomas  Bullen 
daughter, 

(The  Vifcount  Rochford,)  one  of  her  Highnefs'  women. 

King.  By  heaven,  Hie's  a  dainty  one :  fweet  heart, 
I  were  unmannerly  to  take  you  out,     [To  Anne  Bullen* 
And  not  to  kifs  you.    A  health,  gentlemen. 
Let  it  go  roLnd. 

Wol.  Sir  Thomas  Lo^elly  is  the  banquet  ready 
I'th'  privy  chanriber  ? 

Lo^.  Yes,  my  Lord. 

WoL  Your  Grace, 
I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated. 

King*  I  fear  too  much. 

Wol. 
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Wol.  There's  frefher  air,  my  lord, 
In  the  next  chamber. 

King,  Lead  in  your  ladies  every  one  :  fweet  partner, 
I  mull  not  yet  forfake  ycu  ;  let's  be  merry. 
Good  my  lord  Cardinal,  I  have  half  a  dozen  healths 
To  drink  to  thefe  fair  ladies,  and  a  meafure 
To  lead  them  once  again  ;  and  then  let's  dream 
Who's  beft  in  favour.    Let  the  mufick  knock  it. 

\^Exeunt  nmtb  Trumpe^Sp 


ACT  II, 

S  C  E  N  E,  ^  Street. 
Enter  two  Gentlemen  at  fever al  DoorS* 

t 

1  Gentleman. 

WHITHERaway  fofaft? 
2  Ge?t.  O  Sir,  God  fave  ye  : 
Ev'n  to  the  hall,  to  hear  what  fhall  become 
Of  the  great  Duke  of  Buckmgham, 

1  Gen.  ril  fave  yoa 

That  labour,  Sir.  All's  now  done^  bat  the  Ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  prisoner. 

2  Gen.  Were  you  there? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  indeed,  was  I. 

2  Gen.  Pray,  fpeak,  what  has  happen^  > 

1  Gen,  You  may  guefs  quickly,  what. 

2  Gen.  Is  he  found  guilty  ? 

1  Gen,  Yes,  truly  is  he,  and  condemn 'd  upon*t. 

2  Gen.  I'm  forry  for't. 

1  Gen.  So  are  a  number  more. 

2  Gen.  But,  pray,  how  pafs'd  it? 

I  Gen.  rihtell  you  in  a  little.    The  great  Duke 
Came  to  the  Bar;  where,  to  his  Accufations 
He  pleaded  ftill  not  guilty  \  and  alledg'd 

Many 
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Many  (harp  reafons  to  defeat  the  law. 
The  King's  Attorney,  on  the  contrary, 
Urg'd  on  exaiuinations,  proofs,  confelTions 
Of  divers  witnefies,  which  the  Duke  defir'd 
To  have  brought  ^i'vci  qjoce  to  his  Face ; 
At  which  appeared  againll  4iim,  his  furve)  or. 
Sir  Gilbert  Pecke\i\s  chancellor,  and  John  Court 
ConfelTor  to  him,  with  that  devil- Monk 
Hopkins,  that  made  this  mifchief. 

2  Gen.  That  was  he. 
That  fed  him  with  his  prophecies. 

1  Gen.  The  fame. 

All  thefe  accus'd  him  flrongly,  which  he  fain 

Would  have  flung  from  him ;  but,  indeed,  he  could  not : 

And  fo  his  Peers  upon  this  evidence 

Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  treafon.  Much 

He  fpoke,  and  learnedly  for  life  ;  but  all 

Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2  Gen.  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  himfelf  ? 

1  Gen.  When  he  was  brought  again  to  th'  bar,  to  hear 
His  knell  rung  out,  his  Judgment,  he  was  ilirr  d 

With  fuch  an  agony,  he  fweat  extremely  ; 
And  fomething  fpoke  in  choler,  ill  and  hally ; 
But  he  fell  to  himfelf  again,  and  fweetly 
In  all  the  reft  fhew'd  a  moft  noble  patience. 

2  Gen,  1  do  not  think,  he  fears  deaths 

1  Gen,  Sure,  he  does  not, 

He  never  was  fo  womanifh  ;  the  caufc 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 

2  Gen.  Certainly, 

The  Cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 

1  Gen.  '  ris  likely. 

By  all  conjectures :  iirft,  Kildart%  att^nder. 
Then  Deputy  of  Ireland  ;  who  remov'd. 
Earl  Surrey  was  fent  thither,  and  in  hafte  too> 
Left  he  Ihould  help  his  father. 

2  Gen,  That  trick  of  ftate 
Was  a  deep,  envious  one. 

I  Gen.  At  his  return. 
No  doubt,  he  will  requite  it ;  this  is  noted. 

And, 
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And,  genVally,  who  ever  the  King  favours, 
The  Cardinal  inftantly  will  £nd  employment  for. 
And  far  enough  from  court  too. 

2  Ge77.  All  the  commons 
Hate  him  perniciouily  :  and,  o'  my  confciencCt 
Wifh  him  ten  fathom  deep  :  this  Duke  as  much 
They  love  and  doat  on,  call  him  bounteous  Bu^kwghafn, 
The  Mirror  of  all  courtefie. 

Enter  Buckingham  from  his  Arraignment^  (TipJIaw  he* 
fore  hi?nt  the  Axe  avrh  the  edge  toivard  him.  Hal^ 
herds  071  each  Jide )  accompanied  ijoith  Sir  Thomas  La- 
vell,  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux,  6'/>  William  Sands,  and  com" 
mon  People y  Sec. 

1  Gen,  Stay  there.  Sir, 

And  fee  the  noble  ruin'd  Man  you  fpeak  of. 

2  Gen  Let's  ftand  clofe  and  behold  him. 
Buc^.  All  good  People, 

You  that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me. 

Hear  what  I  fay,  and  then  go  home  and  lofc  me: 

I  have  this  day  receiv'd  a  traitor's  judgment, 

And  by  that  name  muft  die  ;  yet,  heav'n  bear  witnefs. 

And  if  r  have  a  confcience,  let  it  fmk  me 

Even  as  the  axe  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful. 

To  th'  law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 

'T  has  done,  upon  the  Premifes,  but  Juftice  : 

But  thofe  that  fought  it,  J  could  wifh  more  Chriftians  ; 

Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgive  'em  ; 

Yet  let  'em  look,  they  glory  not  in  mifchief ; 

Nor  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great  men  ; 

For  then,  my  guiltlefj  blood  muft  cry  againil  'em. 

For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope. 

Nor  will  I  fue,  although  the  King  have  mercies 

More  than  I  dare  make  faults.    You  few  that  lov'd  me. 

And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 

His  noble  friends  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 

Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying ; 

Go  with  me,  like  good  Angels,  to  my  end : 

t\nd  as  the  long  divorce  of  ftecl  falls  on  me. 

Make  of  youi:  praiyets  one  ftveet  facrifxe. 
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And  life  my  foul  to  heav'n.  Lead  on,  o'  God*s  name, 

Lo^\  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  for  charity, 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart 
Were  hid  againft  me,  now  forgive  me  frankly. 

Buck.  Sir  Thomas  Loi;eU,  I  as  free  forgive  you. 
As  r  would  be  forgiven  :  1  forgive  all. 
There  cannot  be  thofe  numberlefs  offences 
'Gainil  me,  I  can't  take  peace  with  :  no  black  envy 

Shall  make  my  grave.  Commend  me  to  his  Grace  ; 

And,  if  he  fpeakof  Buckingham^  pray  tell  him, 
You  met  him  half  in  heaven  :  my  vows  and  pray'rs 
Yet  are  the  King's ;  and,  'till  my  foul  forfake  me. 
Shall  cry  for  bleffmgs  on  him.   May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years  I 
Ever  belov'd  and  loving  may  his  rule  be  ! 
And  when  old  time  fhall  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Goodnefs,  and  he  fill  up  one  monument! 

Lo'V^  To  til'  water  fide  I  mufl  conduit  yourCracCy 
Then  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  NichoIasFauXi 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Faux.  Prepare  there, 
The  Duke  is  coming  :  fee  the  barge  be  ready: 
And  iit  it  vv'th  fuch  furniture  as  fuits 
The  greatnefs  of  his  Perfon. 

Buck.  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 
Let  it  alone ;  m,y  frate  now  will  but  mock  me. 
When  I  came  hither,  I  was  Lord  high  Conftabie. 
And  Duke  of  Buckingham  ;  now,  poor  Eduoard  Bohhti  ' 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  bafe  accufers. 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant.  I  now  feal  it ; 
And  with  that  blood,  will  make  'em  one  day  groan  for't. 
My  noble  father,  Henry  of  Buckingham, 
Who  firft  rais'd  head  againft  ufurping  Richard^ 
Flying  for  fuccour  to  his  fervant  Baniftery 
Being  diftrefs'd,  was  by  that  wretch  betray'd. 
And  without  tryal  fell ;  God's  peace  be  with  him! 
Henry  the  Sev'nth  fucceeding,  truly  pitying 
My  father's  lofs,  like  a  moft  royal  Prince 
Reftor'd  to  me  my  honours ;  and,  from  ruins. 
Made  my  name  once  more  noble.    Now  his  fon, 

Henry 
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H^Tzry  the  Eighth,  life,  honour,  name,  and  all 

That  made  me  happy,  at  one  ftroak  has  taken 

For  ever  from  the  world.    I  had  my  tryal, 

i\nd  muft  needs  fay,  a  noble  one;  which  makes  mc 

A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  father  : 

Yet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortune,  both 

Fell  by  our  fervants,  by  thofe  men  we  lov'd. 

A  mod  unnatural  and  faithlefs  fervice  ! 

Heav'n  has  an  end  in  all :  yet,  you  that  hear  me. 

This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain  : 

Where  you  are  lib'ral  of  your  loves  and  counfels. 

Be  fure,  you  be  not  loofe ;  thofe  you  make  friends, 

And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 

The  leaft  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 

Like  water  from  ye,  n^ver  found  again, 

But  where  they  mean  to  fink  ye.   All  good  people. 

Pray  for  me  !  I  muft  leave  ye ;  the  laft  hour 

Gf  my  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me ; 

Farewel ;  and  when  you  would  fay  fomething  fad. 

Speak,  how  I  fell  I've  done  ;  and  God  forgive  me ! 

[Exeunt  Buckingham  and  Trains 
■  ■  I  Gen.  O,  this  is  full  of  pity  ;  Sir,  it  calls, 
I  fear,  too  many  curfes  on  their  heads. 
That  were  the  authors. 

2  Gen.  If  the  Duke  ht  guiltlefs, 
'Tis  full  of  woe  ;  yet  1  can  give  you  inkling 
Of  an  enfuing  evil,  if  it  fall. 
Greater  than  this. 

1  Gen.  Good  angels  keep  it  from  us  ? 

What  may  it  be?  you  do  not  doubt  my  faith,  Sir  ? 

2  Gen.  This  fecret  is  fo  weighty,  'twill  require 
A  ftrong  faith  to  conceal  it. 

1  Gen,  Let  me  have  it ; 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

2  Gen.  I  am  confident ; 

You  Ihall,  Sir  ;  did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing  of  a  feparation 
Between  the  King  and  Catherine  ? 

I  Gen.  Yes,  but  it  held  not; 
For  when  the  King  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
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He  Tent  command  to  the  Lord  Mayor  flrait 
To  flop  the  rumour ;  and  aJJay  thole  tongues. 
That  durft  dilperfe  it. 

2  Gen.  But  that  flander,  Sir, 
Is  found  a  truth  now  ;  for  it  grows  again 
Frefher  than  e'er  it  was:  and  held  for  certain. 
The  King  will  vencure  at  it.  Either  the  Cardinal, 
Or  fome  about  him  near,  have  (out  of  malice 
To  the  good  Queen)  poiTefs'd  him  with  a  fcruple 
That  will  undo  her:  to  confirm  this  too, 
Cardinal  Campeius  is  arrived,  and  lately. 
As  all  think,  for  this  bufinefs. 

1  Gen.  *Tis  the  Cardinal; 

And  meerly  to  revenge  him  on  the  Emperor, 

For  not  bellowing  on  him,  at  his  asking. 

The  Arch  bilhoprick     Toledo ^  this  is  purposed. 

2  Gen.  I  think,  youVe  hit  the  mark ;  but  is't  not  cruel. 
That  fhe  fhould  feel  the  fmart  of  this  ?  the  Cardinal 
Will  have  his  will,  and  fhe  muft  fall. 

I  Gen,  'Tis  wofuL 
We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this : 
Let's  think  in  private  more.  \^Exaint. 

SCENE,  an  Antichamher  in  the  Palace, 
E72ter  Lord  Chamberlain  reading  a  letter. 

MT  lord,  the  horfes  your  lordj'hip  fent  for,  <^ith  all 
the  care  I  had,  I fa-vj  nvell  chofen,  ridden,  and  fur- 
n:fo  d.  Thev  ivere  \ozmg  and  handfome,  and  of  the  left  breed 
in  the  North.  When  they  ^were  ready  to  fet  out  for  London, 
a  man  of  my  lord  CardinaP s,  by  commijjion  and  main 
fouuer  took  f'om  me,  *votth  this  reafon  ;  his  7najier 
njuould  be  feriid  before  a  fubje^,  if  not  before  the  King^ 
tvhich  flopped  our  mouths ,  Sir. 
I  fear,  he  will,  indeed;  well,  let  him  have  them ; 
He  will  have  aU,  I  think. 

Enter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk 
W  Suffolk. 

Nor.  Well  met,  my  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Cham. 
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Oj6im.  Good  day  to  both  your  Graces. 
Suf,  How  is  the  King  employed  ? 
£ham.  1  left  him  private. 
Full  of  fad  thoughts  and  troubles. 
Nor,  What's  the  caufe  ? 

Cha?n.  It  feems,  the  marriage  with  his  brother's  wife 
Has  crept  too  near  his  confcience. 

Suf.  No,  his  confcience 
Has  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

Nor,  '  T  is  fo  ; 
This  is  the  Cardinal's  doing  ;  the  Kmg-Cardinal : 
That  blind  prieft,  like  the  eldeft  Ton  of  fortune. 
Turns  what  he  lifts.    The  King  will  know  him  one  day.' 

Stif,  Pray  God,  he  do  !  hell  never  know  himfelf  elfe. 

Nor.  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  bufinefs, 
And  with  what  zeal  ?  for  now  he  has  crackt  the  league 
** Tween  us  and  th'  Emperor,  the  Queen's  great  nephew. 
He  dives  into  the  King's  foul,  and  there  fcatters 
Doubts,  dangers,  wringing  of  the  confcience. 
Fears,  and  defpair,  and  all  thefe  for  his  marriage ; 
And  out  of  all  thefe,  to  reftore  the  King, 
He  counfels  a  divorce ;  a  lofs  of  Her, 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  lod  her  lullre  ; 
Of  her,  that  lores  him  with  that  excellence. 
That  angels  love  good  men  with  ;  even  of  her^ 
That,  when  the  greatell  ftroke  of  fortune  falls, 
Will  blefs  the  King ;  and  is  not  this  courfe  pious  ? 

Cham.  Heav'n  keep  me  from  fuch  counfel !  'tis  moft 
true, 

Thefe  news  are  ev'ry  where  ;  ev'ry  tongue  fpeaks  'em^ 
And  ev'ry  true  heart  weeps  for't.    All,  that  dare 
Look  into  thefe  affairs,  fee  his  main  end, 
The  French  King's  fifter.    Heav'n  will  one  day  open 
The  King's  eyes,  that  fo  long  have  flept  upon 
This  bold,  bad  man.  • 

Suf.  And  free  us  from  his  flavery. 

Nor.  We  had  need  pray,  and  heartily,  for  deli v Vance  ; 
Or  this  imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  princes  into  pages ;  ail  men's  honoar-s 

Lye 
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l  ye  like  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fafhion'd 
Into  what  pitch  he  pleafe. 

Su/>  For  me,  my  lords, 
J  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him,  there's  my  Creed  : 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  fo  Til  ftand, 
If  the  King  pleafe  :  his  curfes  and  his  blelTmgs 
Touch  me  alike  i  they're  breath  I  not  believe  in. 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him  ;  fo  I  leave  him 
To  him,  that  made  him  proud,  the  Pope. 

Nor.  Let's  in. 
And  with  fome  other  bufmefs  put  the  King 
From  thefe  fad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon  him ; 
My  lord,  you'll  bear  us  company  ? 

Cham.  Excufe  me. 
The  King  hath  fentme  other- where  :  befides. 
You'll  find  a  moft  unfit  time  to  difturb  him  : 
Health  to  your  lordlhips.  {Exit  Lord  Chamlerlain, 

Nor,  Thanks,  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain. 

The  Scene  draivs,  and  difco^ers  the  King  fitting  and 
reading  penji<vely, 

Suf.  How  fad  he  looks !  fure,  he  is  much  afEided. 

King,  Who's  there  ?  ha  ? 

Nor.  Pray  God,  he  be  not  angry. 

King,  Who's  there,  I  fay?   how  dare  you  thrull 
your  felves 
Into  my  private  meditations? 
Who  am  I  r  ha  ? 

Nor,  A  gracious  King,  that  pardons  all  offences. 
Malice  ne'er  meant :  our  breach  of  duty,  this  way, 
Is  bufinefs  of  eftate  ;  in  which  we  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleafure. 

King,  Ye  are  too  bold  : 
Go  to  :  I'll  make  ye  know  your  times  of  bufmefs: 
Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  affairs  ?  ha  ? 

E^ter  V/olfey;,  and  Campeius  the  Papers  Legat,  %vith 
a  Cotnmijpon, 

Who's  there  ?  rrj  good  Lord  Cardinal  ?  O  my  Wclfey^ 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  confcience  I 

Thoa 
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Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  a  King. — You  re  welcome, 
MoH  learned  rev'rend  Sir,  into  our  kingdom; 

[To  Campeius, 
Ufe  us,  and  it :  my  good  lord,  have  great  care 
I  be  not  found  a  talker. 

IVol.  Sir,  you  cannot: 
I  would  your  Grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  Conference. 

Kin7,  We  are  bftfie ;  go. 

[r^Norf,^;?^Suft: 

Nor.  This  priefl:  has  no  pride  in  him  ? 

Suf,  Not  to  fpeak  of : 
T  would  not  be  fo  fick  though,  for  his  place  : 
But  this  cannot  continue. 

Nor,  If  it  do, 
I'll  venture  one  heave  at  him. 

Suf.  I  another. 

{^Exeunt  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 
JVoL  Your  Grace  has  giv'n  a  precedent  of  wifdom 
Above  all  Princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  fcruple  to  the  voice  of  Chriflendom  : 
Who  can  be  angry  now  ?  what  envy  reach  you  ? 
The  Spaniard  ty'd  by  blood  and  favour  to  her, 
Muft  now  confefs,  if  they  have  any  goodnefs, 
The  tryal  juft  and  noble.    All  the  clerks, 
I  mean  the  learned  ones,  in  chriftian  kingdoms. 
Have  their  free  voices.    Rome,  the  nurfe  of  Judg- 
ment, 

Invited  by  your  noble  felf,  hath  fent 
One  general  tongue  unto  us,  this  good  man. 
This  juft  and  learned  prieft,  Cardinal  Campeius ; 
Whom  once  more  I  prefent  unto  your  Highnefs. 

King,  And  once  more  in  mine  arms  I  bid  him  wel- 
come. 

And  thank  the  holy  Conclave  for  their  loves  ; 
They've  fent  me  fuch  a  man  I  would  have  wifh'd  for. 
Cam,  Your  Grace  mult  needs  deferve  all  ftrangers' 
loves. 

You  are  fo  noble  :  to  your  Highnefs*  hand 
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1  tender  my  commilfion  ;  by  whofe  virtue, 
(The  court  of  Rome  commanding)  you,  my  lord 
Cardinal  of  Tork^  are  join'd  with  me,  their  fervant. 
In  the  impartial  judging  of  this  bufinefs. 

King,  Two  equal  men  :  the  Queen  fhall  be  acquainted 
Forthwith  for  what  you  come.  Where's  Gardiner  ? 

Wol.  I  know,  your  Majefty  has  always  lov'd  her 
-So dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  what 
A  woman  of  lefs  place  might  ask  by  law  ; 
Scholars,  allow'd  freely  to  argue  for  her. 

King,  Ay,  and  the  bell,  Ihe  fhall  have ;  and  my 
favour 

To  him  that  does  beft,  God  forbid  elfc.  Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee,  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  Secretary, 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow. 

Enter  Gardiner. 

Wol.  Give  me  your  hand ;  much  joy  and  favour  to 
you  ; 

You  are  the  King's  now. 

Gard,  But  to  be  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  Grace,  whofe  hand  has  raisM  me.: 

King,  Come  hither,  Gardiner, 

[Walks  and  'whiffers. 
Cam,  My  lord  of  Tork^  was  not  one  Do6lor  Pace 
In  this  man's  place  before  him  ? 
JVoL  Yes,  he  was. 

Cam,  Was  he  not  held  a  learned  man  ? 
Wol.  Yes,  furely. 

Cam.  Believe  me,  there's  an  ill  opinion  fpread  then 
Ev'n  of  yourfelf,  lord  Cardinal. 
Wol.  How  !  of  me  ? 

Cam.  They  will  not  flick  to  fay,  you  envy'd  him  ; 
And  fearing  he  would  rife,  he  was  fo  virtuous, 
Kept  him  a  foreign  man  flill :  which  fo  griev'd  ham. 
That  he  ran  mad  and  dy'd. 

Wol.  Heaven's  peace  be  with  him  ! 
That's  chriftian  care  enough  :  for  living  murmurers. 
There's  places  of  rebuke.   He  wa^  a  fool, 
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For  he  would  needs  be  virtuous.   That  good  fellow. 
If  I  command  him,  follows  my  appointment ; 
I  will  have  none  fo  near  elfe.    Learn  this,  brother. 
We  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  perfons. 
King,  Deliver  this  with  modefty  to  th'  Queen. 


The  moft  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of. 
For  fuch  receit  of  learning,  is  Black-Fryers  : 
There  ye  (hall  meet  about  this  weighty  bufmefs. 
My  Wol/cy,  fee  it  furnifh'd.    O  my  lord, 
Would  it  not  grieve  an  able  man  to  leave 
So  fweet  a  bedfellow  ?  but  confcience,  confcience  ! 
O,  'tis  a  tender  place,  and  1  muft  leave  her. 


SCENE,  an  Ante  chamber  of  the  Queen  V 
Jpartments, 
Enter  Anne  Bullen,  and  an  old  Lady, 
Anne.  XT  O  T  for  that  neither  here's  the  pang. 


His  highnefs  having  liv'd  fo  long  with  her,  and  (he 
So  good  a  lady,  that  no  tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  difhonour  of  her  ;  by  my  life. 
She  never  knew  harm-doing  :  oh,  now  after 
So  many  courfes  of  the  fun,  enthron'd. 
Still  growing  in  a  majefty  and  pomp. 
The  which  to  leave 's  a  thoufand-fold  more  bitter 
Than  fweet  at  firft  t'  acquire ;  after  this  procefs. 
To  give  her  the  avaunt  I  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  monfter. 

Old  L.  HeartsTof  moft  hard  temper 
Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

Anne.  In  God's  will,  better 
She  ne'er  had  known  pomp ;  though't  be  temporal, 
•  Yet  if  that  quarrel,  fortune,  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  fufF'rance  panging 
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that  pinches. 


As  foul  and  body's  fev'ring, 
OldL.  Ah  !  poor  lady, 
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She's  llrangcr  now  again. 

j4une.  So  much  the  more 
Muft  pity  drop  upon  her  ;  verily, 
I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  born. 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content ; 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  gliftVing  grief. 
And  wear  a  golden  forrow. 

OldL.  Our  content 
Is  our  beft  Having. 

Jnne.  By  my  troth  and  maidenhead, 
I  would  not  be  a  Qneen. 

Old  L,  Befhrew  me,  I  would, 
And  venture  maidenhead  for't ;  and  fo  would  you, 
For  all  this  fpice  of  your  hypocrifie  ; 
You,  that  have  fo  fair  parts  of  woman  on  you. 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart ;  which  ever  yet 
Affedled  eminence,  wealth,  fovereignty  ; 
Which,  to  fay  footh,  are  blefTmgs :  and  which  gifts 
(Saving  your  mincing)  the  capacity 
Of  your  foft  cheveril  confcience  would  receive. 
If  you  might  pleafe  to  flretch  it. 

Anne,  Nay,  good  troth  — 

OldL.  Yes,  troth  and  troth:  you  would  not  be  a 
Queen  ? 

Jnne.  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  hcav'n. 
Old  L.  '  ris  flrange  ;  a  three  pence  bow'd  would  hire 
me. 

Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it ;  but  I  pray  you, 
What  think  you  of  a  Dutchcfs  ?  have  you  limbs 
To  bear  tiiat  load  of  title  ? 
June.  No,  in  truth. 

Old  L.  Then  you  are  weakly  made  :  pluck  off  a 
little  : 

I  would  not  be  a  young  Count  in  your  way. 
For  more  than  biufhing  comes  to  :  if  your  back 
Cannot  vouch fafe  this  burthen,  'tis  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  boy. 

j^nne.  How  do  you  talk  f 
I  (wear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  Queen 

For 
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For  all  the  world. 

Old  L.  In  faith,  (or  VitiXt  England 
You'd  venture  an  emballing :  I  myfelf 
Would  for  Caniarnjanjhlre,  though  there  belonged 
No  more  to  th'  Crown  but  that.    Lo,  who  comes 
here  ? 

Eniir  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Cham,  Good  morrow,  ladies ;  what  w«re't  worth  t<2> 
know 

The  fecret  of  your  conference? 

^-inne.  My  good  lord. 
Not  your  demand ;  it  values  not  your  asking  : 
Our  miftrefs'  forrows  we  were  pitying. 

Cham,  It  was  a  gentle  bulinefs,  and  becoming 
The  adion  of  good  women  :  there  is  hope, 
All  will  be  w^ll. 

Anne.  Now  I  pray  God,  amen  [ 

Cham,  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heav'nly  bkf- 

fiugS 

Follow  fuch  creatures.    That  you  may,  fair  lady. 
Perceive  I  fpeak  fincerely,  and  high  note's 
Ta'en  of  your  many  virtues ;  the  King's  Majefly 
Commends  his  good  opinion  to  you,  and 
Does  purpofe  honour  to  you  no  lefs  flowing 
I'han  Marchionefs  of  Pembroke ;  to  which  title 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  annual  fupport. 
Out  of  his  grace  he  adds. 

Anne.  I  do  not  know 
What  kind  of  my  obedience  I  fliould  tender ; 
More  than  my  all,  is  nothing  :  Nor  my  prayers 
Are  not  words  duly  hallow'd,  nor  my  wiflies 
More  worth  than  vanities :  yet  pray'rs  and  wiihe* 
Are  all  I  can  return.   'Befecch,  your  lordlhip, 
Vouchfafe  to  fpeak  my  thanks  and  my  obedience. 
As  from  a  bluihing  handmaid  to  his  Highnefs ; 
Whofe  health  and  royalty  I  pray  for. 

Cham.  Ladv, 

P  3  I  fhall 
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I  (hall  not  fail  t'  approve  the  fair  conceit. 

The  King  hath  of  you  I've  perus'd  her  well ; 

Beauty  and  honour  in  her  are  fo  mingled,  [yljide. 
That  they  have  caught  the  King  ;  and  who  knows 
yet, 

But  from  this  lady  may  proceed  a  Gem, 

To  lighten  all  this  ifle  ? — 1*11  to  the  King, 

And  fay,  1  fpoke  with  you.      [^Exit  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Anne,  My  honoured  lord. 

Old  L.  Why,  this  it  is :  fee,  fee  I 
I  have  been  begging  fixteen  years  in  court, 
( Am  yet  a  courtier  beggarly)  nor  could 
Com©  pat  betwixt  too  early  and  too  late^ 
Foranyfuitof  pounds:  And  you,  oh  fate  I 
(A  very  frefh  fidi  here  ;  fie,  fie  upon 
This  compeli'd  fortune)  have  your  mouth  fill'd  up. 
Before  you  open  it. 

An7ie,  This  is  llrange  to  me, 

Old  L.  How  taftes  it  ?  is  it  bitter  ?  forty  pencc> 
no : 

There  was  a  lady  once  ('tis  an  old  ftory) 

That  would  not  be  a  Queen,  that  would  (he  not, 

For  all  the  mud  in  Egyft\  have  you  heard  it  ? 

Anne.  Come,  you  are  pleafant. 

OldL.  With  your  theme,  I  could 
O'ermount  the  lark.    The  Marchionefs  of  Pembroke! 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  for  pure  refpedl ! 
No  other  Obligation  ?  By  my  life. 
That  promifes  more  thoufands :  honour's  train 
Is  longer  than  his  fore  skirt.    By  this  time, 
I  know,  your  back  will  bear  a  Dutchefs.  Say, 
Are  you  not  ftronger  than  you  were  ? 

j^nne.  Good  lady. 
Make  yourfelf  mirth  with  your  particular  fancy^ 
And  leave  me  out  on't.  'Would  1  had  no  being, 
If  this  falute  my  blood  a  jot;  it  faints  me 
To  think  what  follows. 
The  Queen  is  comfortlefs,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  abfence  j  pray,  do  not  deliver 

What 
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What  here  y'ave  heard  to  her. 

Old L.  What  do  you  think  me?———  [^E^ceimf, 

SCENE  changes  to  Black-Fryers* 

Trumpets ,  Sennet,  and  Cornets,  Enter  t*wo  Ferrers,  ivitb 
Jhort  Siluer  Wands  ;  next  them,  tuoo  Scribes  in  the 
habits  of  Dolors :  after  them,  the  Bijhop  of  Canterbury, 
alone  ;  after ^  him,  the  Bijhops  of  Lincoln,  Ely,  Ro- 
cheller,  and  St.  Afaph  ;  next  them,  nvith  fome  fmall 
difiance,  follows  a  Gentleman  hearing  the  purfe,  ^ith 
the  great  feal^  and  the  Cardinals  hat ;  then  t^wo 
Friefis,  hearing  each  a  fil'ver  Crofs  ;  then  a  gentleman- 
ujher  hare  headed,  accompanied  njoith  a  ferjeant  at  arms^ 
bearing  a  mace ;  then  t^o  gentlemen,  bearing  tnxjo  great 
fiher  pillars  ;  after  them,  fide  by  fide,  the  ttvo  Cardi- 
nals ;  tivo  noblemen  wth  the  fword  and  mace.  The  King 
takes  place  under  the  cloth  of  fiate  ;  the  t^o  Cardinals 
fit  under  him,  as  judges.  The  ^een  takes  place,  fome 
difiance  from  the  King.  The  Bifi^ops  place  themfehes 
lilt  each  fiJs  iks  Court,  in  manner  of  a  Covftjhry  ^ 
lelotv  them,  the  fcribes.  The  Lords  ft  next  the 
Bifloops  The  reft  of  the  attendants  fiand  in  convenient' 
order  about  the  ft  age. 

JFoh  T^T'^i^ft  our  commiffion  from  Rome  is  rcadi 
^  ^    Let  filence  be  commanded. 

King,  What's  the  need  ? 
It  hath  already  publickly  been  read, 
And  on  all  fides  th'  authority  allowed; 
You  may  then  fpare  that  time. 

IVol.  Be't  fo ;  proceed. 

Scribe.  Say,  Henry  King  of  England,  come  into  tliC 
Court. 

Cryer.  Henry  King  of  England,  &€• 
Kin^.  Here. 

Scribe,  Say,  Catharine  Queen  of  England, 
Come  into  the  Court. 

P  +  Cryir* 
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Cryer.  Catharine  Queen  of  Ef7gland,  Sec. 
[The  ^ecn  makes  no  nnf~L.ver,  rifcs  out  of  her  chair ^  goes 
about  the  Court,  comes  to  the  King^  and  kneels  at  his 
feet ;  then  fpeaks ;  ] 

^^en.  Sir,  1  de/ire  you,  do  me  right  and  juflice  ; 
And  to  beficw  your  pity  cn  me ;  for 
I  am  n.  mol!  poor  Woman,  and  a  flranger, 
Born  out  of  your  dominions ;  having  here 
No  judge  indifF'rent,  and  no  more  afTurance 
Of  equal  friendfhip  and  proceeding.    Alas,  Sir, 
In  w  hat  have  I  offended  you  ?  what  caufc 
Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  your  difpleafure, 
That  thus  you  fhould  proceed  to  put  me  off, 
And  take  your  good  grace  from  me  ?    Heaven  wit- 
nefs, 

I've  been  to  ycu  a  true  and  humble  wife, 

At  all  times  to  jour  will  conformable  : 

Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  diflike. 

Yea,  fubjed  to  your  countenance;  glad  or  forry, 

As  I  faw  it  inclined  :  when  was  the  hour, 

I  ever  contradivled  your  defire  ? 

Or  made  it  not  mine  too  ?  which  of  your  friends 

Have  1  not  ftrove  to  love,  although  I  knew 

He  were  mine  enemy  ?  what  friend  of  mine, 

That  had  to  him  deriv'd  your  anger,  did  I 

Contin-je  in  my  liking  ?  nay,  gave  notice 

He  was  from  thence  difcharg'd.    Sir,  call  to  mind. 

That  I  have  been  your  wife,  in  this  obedience, 

Upward  of  twenty  years ;  and  have  been  bled 

With  m.any  children  by  you.    If  in  thecourfe 

And  procefs  of  this  time  you  can  report, 

And  prove  it  too,  againft  niine  honour  aught. 

My  bond  of  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty, 

Againft  your  facred  perfon  ;  in  Gcd's  name. 

Turn  me  away :  and  let  the  fouPft  contempt 

Shut  door  upon  me,  and  fo  give  me  up 

To  th'  ftiarpeft  kind  of  juflice.    Pleafe  you,  Sir, 

The  King  your  father  was  reputed  for 

A  Prince  moll  prudent,  of  an  excellent 

And 
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And  unmatch'd  wit  and  judgment.  Ferdinand 
My  father.  King  of  Spain,  was  reckoned  one 
The  wileit  Prince  that  there  had  reign'd,  by  many 
A  year  before.    It  is  not  to  be  queilion'd, 
That  they  had  gathered  a  wife  Council  to  them 
Of  evVy  realm,  that  did  debate  this  bufinefs, 
Who  deem'd  our  marriage  lawful.    Wherefore  hum- 
bly. 

Sir,  I  befeech  you,  fpare  me,  *till  I  may 
Be  by  my  fnends  in  Spain  advis'd  ;  whofe  counfel 
I  will  implore.    If  not,  i'  th'  name  of  God, 
Your  pleafure  be  fulfiU'd  ! 

Wol,  You  have  here,  lady, 
(And  of  your  choice)  thefe  rev'rend  fathers,  men 
Of  fingular  integrity  and  learning  : 
Yea,  the  eledl  o'  th'  land,  who  are  aflembled 
To  plead  your  caufe.    It  (hall  be  therefore  bootlefs. 
That  longer  you  defer  the  Court,  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  redifie 
What  is  mifettled  in  the  King. 

Cam.  His  Grace 
Hath  fpoken  well  and  juftly  ;  therefore,  Madam, 
It's  fit  this  royal  Seflion  do  proceed ; 
And  that  without  delay  their  arguments 
Be  now  produced,  and  heard. 

^een.  Lord  Cardinal,, 
To  you  I  fpeak. 

WoL  Your  pleafure.  Madam  ? 

^een.  Sir, 
l  am  about  to  weep;  but  thinking  that 
We  are  a  Queen ;  or  long  have  dream'd  fo ;  certain^ 
The  daughter  of  a  King  j  my  drops  of  tears 
ril  turn  to  fparks  of  fire. 

J^o/,  Be  patient  yet 

^ueen,  I  will,  when  you  are  humble  :  nay,  before ; 
Or  Cjod  will  punifh  me.    I  do  believe, 
Induc'd  by  potent  circumftances,  that 
You  are  mine  enemy,  and  make  my  challenge  i 
You  (hall  not  be  my  judge.    For  it  is  you 

P  5  Have 
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Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lord  and  me; 
Which  God's  dew  quench  !  therefore,  1  fay  again, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  foul 
Refufe  you  for  my  judge  ;  whom  yet  once  more 
I  hold  my  moft  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
>\t  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

fVoL  I  do  profefs, 
You  fpeak  not  like  yourfelf  j  who  ever  yet 
Have  ftood  to  charity,  and  difplay'd  the  elFeda 
Of  difpofition  gentle,  and  of  wifdom 
O'er- topping  woman's  power.    Madam,  you  wrong 
me. 

J  have  no  fpleen  againft  you,  nor  injuftice 

For  you,  or  any  ;  how  far  I've  proceeded. 

Or  how  far  further  (hall,  is  warranted 

By  a  commiflion  from  the  Confiftory, 

Yea,  the  whole  Confifl'ry  of  Rome,  You  charge  me. 

That  I  have  blown  this  coal ;  I  do  deny  it. 

The  King  is  prefent ;  if 't  be  known  to  him 

That  I  gainfay  my  deed,  how  may  he  wound. 

And  worthily,  my  faKhood  ?  yea,  as  much 

As  you  have  done  my  truth.    But  if  he  know 

That  I  am  free  of  your  report,  he  knows, 

I  am  not  of  your  wrong.   Therefore  in  him 

It  lyes  to  cure  me,  and  the  cure  is  to 

Pvemove  thefe  thoughts  from  you.   The  which  before 

His  Highnefs  iliall  fpeak  in,  I  do  befeech 

You,  gracious  Madam,  to  unthink  your  fpeaking; 

And  to  fay  no  more. 

^een.  My  lord,  my  lord, 
lam  a  fimple  woman,  much  too  weak 
T'  oppofe  your  cunning.    You  are  meek,  and  humble- 
mouth'd  ; 

You  fign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  feeming^ 
With  meeknefs  and  humility ;  but  your  heart 
Is  cranim'd  with  arrogancy,  fpleen,  and  pride. 
You  have  by  fortune,  and  his  Highnefs'  favours. 
Gone  (lightly  o'er  low  Heps ;  and  now  are  mounted. 
Where  Fow'rs  are  your  retainers ;  and  your  words, 

Domeflicks 
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DomeHicks  to  you,  ferve  your  will,  as't  pleafe 
Yourfelf  pronounce  their  office.    I  muft  tell  yon. 
You  tender  more  your  perfon's  honour,  than 
Your  high  profeffion  fpiritual :  That  again 
I  do  refufe  you  for  my  judge  ;  and  here. 
Before  you  all,  appeal  unto  the  Pope, 
To  bring  my  whole  caufe  'fore  his  Holinefs ; 
And  to  be  judged  by  him. 

\^She  curtjies  to  the  Kingy  and  offers  to  depart* 

Cam.  The  Queen  is  obftinate. 
Stubborn  to  juftice,  apt  t' accufe  it,  and 
Difdainful  to  be  try'd  by't ;  'tis  not  well. 
She's  going  away. 

King,  Call  her  again. 

Cryer.  Catharine y  Queen  of  England,  come  into  the 
Court. 

TJJher,  Madam,  you  are  cali'd  back. 
^een.  What  need  you  note  it  ?  pray  you,  keep  your 
way. 

When  you  are  call'd,  return.    Now  the  Lord  help. 

They  vex  me  pad  my  patience  !  pray  you,  pafs  011 ; 

I  will  not  tarry  ;  no,  nor  ever  more 
Upon  this  bufinefs  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  Courts. 

[^Exeunt  ^een  and  her  attendants^ 

King,  Go  thy  ways,  Kate ; 
That  man  i'  th'  world  who  (hall  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  truiled ; 
For  fpeaking  falfe  in  that.    Thou  art  alone, 
(If  thy  rare  qualities,  fweet  gentlenefs, 
Thy  meekneis  faint-like,  wife-like  government. 
Obeying  in  commanding,  and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  pious  elfe,  could  fpeak  thee  out) 
The  Queen  of  earthly  Queens.    She's  noble  born  5 
And,  like  her  true  nobility,  ftie  has 
Carried  herfelf  tow'rds  me. 

IVol.  Moft  gracious  Sir, 
In  humbleft  manner  I  require  your  Highnefs, 
That  it  lhall  pleafe  vou  to  declare,  in  bearing 

Of 
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Of  all  thefe  ears  (for  where  Tm  robb'd  and  bcund^ 

There  mull  1  be  unloosed ;  although  not  there 

/t  once,  and  fully  fatisfy'd  ,•)  if  I 

Did  broach  this  bufinefs  to  your  Highnefs,  or 

Laid  any  fcruple  in  your  way,  which  might 

Induce  you  to  the  queftion  on't :  or  ever 

Have  to  you,  but  wich  thanks  to  God  for  fuch 

A  royal  lady,  fpake  one  the  leatt  word, 

n  hat  might  be  prejudice  of  her  prefent  flate. 

Or  touch  of  her  good  perfon  ? 

Ki?:g,  My  lord  Cardinal, 
I  do  excufe  you ;  yea,  upon  mine  honour^ 
J  free  you  from't :  you  are  not  to  be  taught. 
That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
"Why  they  are  fo  ;  but,  like  the  village  curs, 
Bark  when  their  fellows  do.    By  fome  of  thefe 
The  Queen  is  put  in  anger  ;  y'are  excused  : 
But  will  you  be  more  juilify'd  ?  you  ever 
Have  wifh'd  the  fleeping  of  this  bulinefs,  never 
DefirM  it  to  be  ftirr'd  ;  but  oft  have  hindred 
The  paflages  made  tovv'rds  it : — On  my  honour, 
I  fpeak  my  good  lord  Cardinal  to  this  point;  (ii) 
And  thus  jar  clear  him.    Kovv,  what  mov'd  me  to't, 
1  wii!  be  bold  with  time  and  your  attention  : 
1'hen  mark  th'  inducement.  Thus  it  came ;  give  heed 
to't. 

Isly  confcience  fir  ft  received  a  tendernefs, 
Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  fpeeches  utter'd- 
By  th'  biihop  of  Eayo?iy  then  Fr  ench  amballador 
Who  had  been  hither  fent  on  the  debating 

( 1 1 )  — <  II  I  On  my  Honcur 

J  fpeak,  my  gc»d  Lord  Cardinal,  to  this  Po/«/.] 
2n  all  the  Editions,  excepting  Mr.  Riive's,  this  pafiage  haa 
been  pointed  miAakingly,  as  if  the  King  were  fpcaking  to  the 
Cardinal:  but  This  is  not  the  Poet's  Intention.  The  Kirg, 
having  firft  addrefs'd  to  JVcIJey,  breaks  off:  and  declares  upon 
his  Honour  to  the  whole  Court,  that  he  fpeaks  the  Cerd:naP% 
Scntinnents  upon  the  Point  in  Qucflion  j  and  clears  him  from  any 
^u^oipt_,  crWi/b,  to  flir  that  J3u fine fs, 
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A  marriage  'twixt  the  Duke  of  Orleans  and 

Our  daughter  Mary:  Pth'  progrefs  of  this  bufinefs^ 

Ere  a  determinate  refolution,  he 

(I  mean  the  bifhop)  did  require  a  refpite  ; 

Wherein  he  might  the  King  his  lord  advcrtife.^ 

Whether  our  daughter  were  legitimate, 

Refpeding  this  our  marriage  with  the  Dowager, 

Sometime  our  brother's  wife.    This  refpite  Ihook 

The  bottom  of  my  confcience,  enter'd  me,  (12) 

Yea,  with  a  fplitting  power ;  and  made  to  tremble 

The  region  of  my  breaft  ;  which  forc'd  fuch  way. 

That  many  maz'd  confiderings  did  throng, 

And  preft  in  with  this  caution.    Firli,  methought,,. 

I  ftood  not  in  the  fmile  of  heav'n,  which  had 

Commanded  nature,  that  my  lady's  womb 

(If  it  conceived  a  male-child  by  me)  (liould 

Do  no  more  Offices  of  life  to't,  than 

The  grave  does  to  the  dead ;  for  her  male-ilTue 

Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  fhortly  after 

This  world  had  air*d  them.    Hence  I  took  a  thought^. 

This  was  a  judgment  on  me,  that  my  kingdom 

(Well  worthy  the  beft  heir  o'th'  world)  Ihould  not 

Be  gladded  in't  by  me.    Then  follows,  that 

I  weighed  the  danger  which  my  realms  flood  in 

By  this  my  iffue's  fail ;  and  that  gave  to  mc 

Many  a  groaning  throe:  thus  hulling  in 

(It  2)  This  Refpite  Jhook 

7he  Bofom  of  my  Confcience,']  Tho'  this  Reading  be  Sen(^, 
yet,  I  verily  believe,  the  Poet  wrote; 

The  Bottom  of  my  Confcience,  ■ 
My  Reafon  is  this.  Shakefpeare  in  all  his  Hiftorical  Plays  was 
»moft  diligent  Obferver  of  Holingjhead' %  Chronicle;  and  had 
him  always  in  Eye,  wherever  he  thought  fit  to  borrow  any  Mat- 
ter from  him.  Now  HoUngfhead,  in  the  Speech  which  he  has 
givea  to  King  Henry  upon  this  Subjedl,  makes  him  deliver  him- 
felf  thus.  '*  Which  Words,  once  conceived  within  the  fecret 
Bottovi  of  my  Confcience,  ingendrcd  fuch  a  fcrupulous  Doubt, 
that  my  Confcience  was  incontinently  accombred,  vex'd, 
<^  and  difquieted^"  Vid,  Life  of  Henry  8th  p.  907. 

Ths. 
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The  wild  Tea  of  my  confcience,  I  did  ftcerj  z 
7'owards  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 
Now  prefent  here  together ;  thaf  s  to  fay, 
I  mean  to  rectifie  my  confcience,  (which 
I  then  did  feel  fall-fick,  and  yet  not  well;) 
By  all  the  rev  Vend  fathers  of  the  land 
And  dodors  learned.     Finl,  I  began  in  private 
With  you,  my  lord  of  Lincoln  ;  you  remember. 
How  under  my  oppreffion  I  did  reek. 
When  J  firft  movM  you. 
Lin,  Very  well»  my  liege. 

King,  I  have  fpoke  long ;  be  pleasM  your  felf  to  fay 
How  far  ycu  fatisfy'd  me. 

Lin.  Pleafe  your  Higlinefs, 
The  queftion  did  at  firft  fo  ftagger  me, 
Bearing  a  ftatc  of  mighty  moment  in'r, 
And  confequence  of  dread  ;  that  I  committed 
The  daring'ft  counfel,  which  I  had,  to  doubt: 
And  did  intreat  your  Highnefs  to  this  courfe. 
Which  ycu  are  running  here. 

King.  I  then  raovM  you,  '  i  3'^ 
My  lord  of  Canterbury  -,  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  prefent  fummons :  Unfollicited 

(13)   /  thtn  mov'd  Tojy 

My  Lord  c/ Canterbury,  and  got  your  Leave 
^omake  tbeje pre  fent  5'i'/7:;7:;«j  unfolUcited.]  Thus  ail  the  Im- 
preflions.  But  thefe  Sagacious  Editors  have  paim'd  a  ftrange 
Piece  of  Konfenfe  upon  us,  from  a  falfe  Pointing.  What  !  did 
the  King  myve  the  Bifhop,  nay,  and  fo  mo'-je  him  as  to  get  hi» 
Leave  J  and  yet  could  the  Summons  be  faid  to  be  ur.filUciud?  I 
have  refcued  the  Text  from  fuch  an  abfurd  Contradi^ion  :  and, 
again,  done  it  upon  the  Authority  of  hcneft  HoUngJhead* 

I  moved  it  in  ConfeiTion  to  You,  my  Lord  of  Lincoh,  then 

ghoftly  Father.  And  forafmuch  as  then  you  ycurfelf  were  in 
**  fome  Doubt,  you  mov'd  me  to  ask  the  Ccunfel  of  all  thde 

my  Lords.  "Whereupon  ImcvedycUj  my  Lord  ci  Qmurhury, 
**  n:ft  to  have  your  Licence,  in  as  much  as  you  were  Metropo- 

litan,  to  put  this  Matter  in  Queftion  ;  and  fo  I  did  cf  AHyyut 

ray  Lords,**  HQlingJhcad,  ibid,  p.  908. 
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I  left  no  rev'rend  pcrfon  in  this  Court, 

But  by  particular  confent  proceeded 

Under  your  hands  and  feals.    Therefore  go  on ; 

For  no  diflike  i'th'  world  againft  the  perfon 

Of  our  good  Queen,  but  the  fharp  thorny  points 

Of  my  alledged  reafons  drive  this  forward* 

Pj  ove  but  our  marriage  lawful,  by  my  life 

And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented 

To  wear  our  mortal  ftate  to  eome,  with  her, 

[Catharine  our  Queen)  before  the  primeft  creature 

That's  paragoned  i'th'  world; 

Cam.  So  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
The  Queen  being  abfent,  'tis  a  needful  fitnefs 
That  we  adjourn  this  Court  to  further  day  5 
Mean  while  muft  be  an  earneft  motion 
Made  to  the  Queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  to  his  Holinefs* 

King.  I  may  perceive, 
Thefe  Cardinals  trifle  with  me  :  I  abhor 
This  dilatory  floth,  and  tricks  of  Rome, 
My  learn'd  and  well- beloved  fervant  Cranmer^ 
Pr'ythee,  return  I  with  thy  approach,  I  know. 
My  comfort  comes  along.    Break  up  the  Court : 
1  fay,  fet  on.  \Exeunty  in  manner  as  they  eriier^d^ 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE,  Tbe  Quztn^s  Apartments. 

The  ^leen  and  her  Women,  as  at  JVork, 

Q^U  1    E  N. 

TAKE  thy  lute,  wench,  my  foul  grows  fad  with 
troubles : 

Sing,  and  difperfc  'em,    if  thou  canft :  leave 
working. 

S   ON  G. 

ORpheus  nxiih  his  lute  made  trees. 
And  the  mountain-top,  that  freeze^. 
B§zv  them/elves  'when  he  did Jing^ 
^0  his  mufick,  "plants  andfloivers 
Enjer  fprung,  as  fun  and Jhowers 

^here  had  made  a  hjiing  /fringe 
E'vry  thing  that  heard  him  play, 
E'vn  the  billoivs  of  the  fea. 

Hung  their  Heads,  and  then  lay  hy^ 
In  fiveet  mufeck  is  fuch  art. 
Killing' care,  and  grief  of  heart 
Fall  afleep,  or  hearing  die» 

Enter  a  Gentleman,. 

^een.  How  now  ? 

Gent.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  two  great  Cardinal 
Wait  in  the  prefence. 

^een.  Would  they  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Qsnt.  They  will'd  me  fay  fo.  Madam. 

Sljjeen, 
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^een.  Pray  their  Graces 
To  come  near ;  what  can  be  their  bufinefs 
With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fall'n  from  favour? 
I  do  not  like  their  coming.   Now  I  think  on't, 
They  (hould  be  good  men,  their  affairs  as  righteous. 
But  all  hoods  make  not  jnonks, 

E7ttcr  the  Cardinals  Wolfey  WCampeius. 

WoL  Peace  to  your  Highnefs ! 

^een.  Your  Graces  find  me  here  part  of  a  houfe- 
wife, 

(I  would  be  all)  againfl  the  vvorft  may  happen  t 
W  hat  are  your  pleafures  v^  ith  mz,  revVend  Lords  ? 

^V.  May't  pleafe  you,  noble  Madam,  to  withdraw 
Into  your  private  chamber  ;  we  (hall  give  you 
The  full  caufe  of  our  coming, 

^lisen.  Speak  it  here. 
There's  nothing  I  have  done  yet,  o'  my  confcience, 
Deferves  a  corner  \  'would,  all  other  women 
Could  fpeak  this  with  as  free  a  foul  as  I  do  ! 
My  Lords,  I  care  not  (fo  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number)  if  my  adions 
Were  try'd  by  ev'ry  tongue,  ev'ry  eye  faw  'em  j 
Envy  and  bafe  opinion  fet  againfl:  'em  ; 
I  know  my  Hfe  fo  even.    If  your  buflnefs 
Do  feek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  wife  in. 
Out  with  it  boldly  :  truth  loves  open  dealing. 

Wol.  Tanta  efi  erga  te  mentis  integritaSy  Regina  Sen* 
nijjlma,  ■ 

^een.  O,  good  my  lord,  no  Latin  ; 
I  am  not  fuch  a  truant,  fince  my  coming. 
As  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  liv'd  in. 
A  flrange  tongue  makes  my  caufe  more  Urange,  fufpi- 
cious : 

Pray,  fpeak  in  Englijh  \  here  are  fome  will  thank  yoa, 
Jf  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poormiftrefs'  fake. 
Believe  me,  fhe  has  had  much  wrong.    Lord  Cardinal, 
The  willing'll  fin  I  ever  yet  committed, 

May 
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May  be  abfolv'd  in  Englijh, 

mi.  Noble  lady, 
I'm  forry  my  Intrcgity  ftiould  breed 
(And  fervice  to  his  Majefty  and  you) 
So  deep  fufpicion,  where  all  faith  was  meant. 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accufation 
To  taint  that  honour,  every  good  tongue  blefles ; 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  forrow  ; 
You  have  too  much,  good  lady :  but  to  know 
How  you  (land  minded  in  the  weighty  difference 
Between  the  King  and  you  :  and  to  deliver, 
Like  free  and  honeit  men,  our  juft  opinions 
And  comforts  to  your  caufe. 

Cafn,  Mofl  honour'd  Madam, 
My  lord  o^Torky  out  of  his  noble  nature, 
Zeal  and  obedience  he  ftill  bore  your  Grace, 
Forgetting,  hke  a  good  man,  your  late  cenfure 
Both  of  his  truth  and  him  ;  (which  was  too  far) 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  fign  of  peace 
His  fervice  and  his  counfel.  — 

^een.  To  betray  me. 
My  lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  gdbd  wills. 
Ye  fpeak  like  honeft  men  ;  pray  God,  ye  prove  fo  ? 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddenly  an  anfwer 
In  fuch  a  point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  honour, 
(More  near  my  life,  I  fear,)  with  my  weak  wit. 
And  to  fuch  men  of  gravity  and  learning. 
In  truth,  I  know  not.    1  was  fet  at  work 
Among  my  maids ;  full  little,  God  knows,  looking 
Either  for  fuch  men,  or  fuch  bufmefs. 
For  her  fake  that  I  have  been,  (for  I  feel 
7  he  laft  fit  of  my  greatnefs)  good  your  Graces, 
Let  me  have  time  and  council  for  my  caufe  j 
Alas !  I  am  a  woman,  friendlefs,  hopelefs. 

WoL  Madam,  you  wrong  the  King's  love  with  thofe 
fears : 

Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

^een.  In  England y 
But  little  for  my  profit:  can  you  think,  lords, 

^  That 
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That  any  'EngUjh  man  dare  give  me  counfel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  friend  'gainft  his  Highnefs'  pleafure,. 
(Though  he  be  grown  lb  defp'rate  to  be  honeft,) 
And  live  a  fubjed  ?  nay,  forfooth,  my  friends 
They,  that  muft  weigh  out  my  alflidions. 
They,  that  my  truft  muft  grow  to,  live  not  here ; 
They  are,  as  all  my  comforts  are,  far  hence. 
In  my  own  country,  Lords. 

Cam,  I  would,  your  Grace 
Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  my  counfel. 

^ee7i.  How,  Sir  ? 

Cam.  Put  your  main  caufe  into  the  King's  protec- 
tion ; 

He's  loving  and  moft  gracious,  *Twlll  be  much 
Both  for  your  honour  better,  and  your  caufe : 
For  if  the  tryal  of  the  law  overtake  ye, 
You'll  part  away  difgrac'd. 
IVoL  He  tells  you  rightly. 

^een.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wifli  for  Both,  my  ruin  t 
Is  this  your  chriftian  counfel  ?  out  upon  ye  ! 
Heav'n  is  above  all  yet ;  there  fxts  a  judge. 
That  no  King  can  corrupt. 

Cam,  Your  rage  miftakes  us. 

^een.  The  more  (hame  for  ye ;  holy  men  I  thought 
ye, 

Upon  my  foul,  two  rev'rend  Cardinal  virtues ; 

But  Cardinal  fins,  and  hollow  hearts,  1  fear  ye : 

Mend  'em  for  Ihame,  my  lords  :  is  this  your  comfort  | 

1  he  cordial,  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  lady  ? 

A  woman  loft  among  ye,  laugh'd  at,  fcorn'd  ? 

I  will  not  wifli  ye  half  my  miferies, 

I  have  more  charity.    But  fay,  I  warn'd  ye  ; 

Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  heav'n's  fake,  left  at  onco 

The  burthen  of  my  forrows  fall  upon  ye. 

IVoL  Madam,  this  is  a  meer  diftradion  ; 
You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy. 

^een.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing.  Wo  upon  ye^. 
And  all  fuch  falfe  profefTors !  Would  you  have  ms^ 
(If  you  have  any  juftice,  any  pity. 
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If  ye  be  any  thing,  but  churchmens'  habits) 
Put  my  fick  caufe  into  his  hands  that  hates  me  ? 
Alas !  h'is  banifh'd  me  his  bed  already ; 
His  love,  too  long  ago.  I'm  old,  my  lords  ; 
And  all  the  fellovvihip  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  my  obedience.    What  can  happen 
To  me,  above  this  wretchednefs  ?  all  your  ftudies 
Make  me  a  curfe,  like  this ! 
Ca?n.  Your  fears  are  worfe 

^ee?2:.  Have  I  liv'd  thus  long  (let  me  fpeakm}  felf. 
Since  virtue  finds  no  friends)  a  wife,  a  true  one  ?  ~ 
A  woman  (I  dare  fay,  without  vain-glory  \) 
Never  yet  branded  with  fufpicion  ? 
Have  I,  with  all  my  full  affeclior.s 
Still  met  the  King  ?  lov'd  him  next  heav*n,  obeyed 
him  ? 

Been,  out  of  fondnefs,  fuperftitious  to  him  ? 
AlmoU  forgot  my  prayers  to  content  him  ? 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded?  'tis  not  well,  lords. 
Bring  me  a  conftant  woman  to  her  husband. 
One,  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  joy  beyond  his  pleafure  ^ 
And  to  that  woman,  when  fhe  has  done  moft, 
Yet  will  I  add  an  honour  ;  a  great  patience. 

WoL  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good  we  aim  at, 

^een.  My  lord,  I  dare  not  make  my  felf  fo  guilty^ 
To  give  up  willingly  that  noble  title 
Your  mafler  wed  me  to  :  nothing  but  death 
'Shall  e'er  divorce  my  dignities. 

WoL  Pray,  hear  me—- — — « 

^ueen,  'Would  I  had  never  trod  this  earth. 
Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  grow  upon  it  I 
Ye've  angels'  faces,  but  heav'n  knows  your  hearts. 
What  fhall  become  of  me  now  !  wretched  lady  ! 
I  am  the  moft  unhappy  woman  living. 
Alas !  poor  wenches,  where  are  now  your  fortunes  ? 

[7(3  her  n.vomen» 
Ship-rwreck'd  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pity. 
No  friends,  no  hope  [  no  kindred  weep  for  me  [ 
Alznoft,  no  grave  allowed  me !  like  the  lilly, 

Thstt 
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That  once  was  raillrefs  of  the  field  and  flourillfd, 
I'll  hang  my  head,  and  pcrilh. 

WoL  If  y oar  Grace 
Could  but  be  brought  to  know,  our  ends  are  honefl  ; 
You'd  feel  more  comfort.     Why  fhould   we,  good 
lady. 

Upon  what  caufe,  wrong  you  ?  alas  f  our  places. 
The  way  of  our  profeffion  is  againfl  it : 
We  are  to  ear  fuch  forrows,  not  to  fow  'em.  (14) 
For  good nefs' fake,  confider  what  you  do ; 
How  you  may  hurt  yourfelf ;  nay,  utterly 
Grow  from  the  King's  acquaintance,  by  this  carriage. 
The  hearts  of  Princes  kifs  obedience. 
So  much  they  love  it :  but  to  flubborn  fpirits. 
They  fwell  and  grow  as  terrible  as  florms, 
I  know,  you  have  a  gentle,  noble,  temper, 
A  foul  as  even  as  a  calm;  pray,  think  us 
Thofe  we  profefs,  peace-makers,  friends  and  fervants. 
Cam.  Madam,  you'll  find  it  fo;   you  wrong  your 
virtues 

With  thefe  weak  womens'  fears.    A  noble  fpirit. 
As  yours  was  put  into  you,  ever  cafls 
Such  doubts,  as  falfe  coin,  from  it.    The  King  loves 
you; 

Beware,  you  lofe  it  not ;  for  us  (if  you  pleafe 
7^0  truft  us  in  your  bufinefs)  we  are  ready 
To  ufe  our  utmofl  fludies  in  your  fervice. 

^ueen.  Do  what  you  will,  my  lords  j  and,  pray, 
forgive  me. 
If  I  have  us'd  myfelf  unmannerly. 
You  know,  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 

(14)  We  are  cure  fuch  Sorrcws,  not  to  fow  ''em.']  There  it 
no  Antitbejis  in  thefe  Terms,  nor  any  Confonance  of  the 
Mitapbors:  both  which  my  Emendation  reftores. 

fVe  are  to  ear  fucb  Sorrows,  not  to  fowe  'em.  i.  c.  to  weed 
thera  up,  harrow  them  out.  This  Word  with  us  may  bederiv*d 
not  only  from  arare  to  plow  \  but  the  ^j;f#»  Word,  Ear,  which 
(ignified  a  Harronv, 
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To  make  a  feemly  anfwer  to  fuch  perfons. 

Pray,  do  my  fervice  to  his  Majelly. 

He  has  my  heart  yet ;  and  (hall  have  my  prayers 

While  I  ihall  have  my  life.    Come,  reverend  fathers : 

Beftow  your  counfcls  on  me.    She  now  beg?. 

That  little  thought,  when  (he  fet  footing  here. 

She  ftiould  have  bought  her  dignities  fo  dear.  [^E^eunt, 

SCENE,  Antechamber  to  the  Ktn£$  Apartments^ 

Enter  Duke  ^Norfolk,  Duke  ^/^ Suffolk,  Lord  Surrey, 
and  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Vor.  T  F  you  will  now  unite  in  your  complaints, 

X  And  force  them  with  a  conftancy,  the  Cardinal 
Cannot  ftand  under  them.    If  you  omit 
The  offer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promife, 
But  that  you  lhall  fuftain  more  new  difgraces. 
With  thefe  you  bear  already. 

Sur,  I  am  joyful 
To  meet  the  lead  occafion  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  father-in-law,  the  Duke, 
To  be  revenged  on  him. 

^uf.  Which  of  the  peers 
Have  uncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  leall 
Strangely  negle£led  ?  when  did  he  regard 
The  Itamp  of  noblenefs  in  any  perfon 
Out  of  himfelf  ? 

Cham,  My  lords,  you  fpeak  your  pleafures : 
What  he  deferves  of  you  and  me,  I  know  : 
What  we  can  do  to  him,  (though  now  the  time 
Give  way  to  us)  I  much  fear.    If  you  cannot 
Bar  his  accefs  to  the  King,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him  ;  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  King  in's  tongue. 

'Nor,  O,  fear  him  not. 
His  fpell  in  that  is  out ;  the  King  hath  found 
Matter  againft  him,  that  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  language.    No,  he's  fettled, 

Not 
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Not  to  come  ofF,  in  his  moft  high  difpleafure. 

Sur,  I  (hould  be  glad  to  hear  fuch  news  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

}^or.  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 
In  the  Divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded ;  wherein  he  appears. 
As  I  would  wilh  mine  enemy. 

Sur.  How  came 
His  pradices  to  light  ? 

Suf,  Moft  ftrangely* 

Sur.  How? 

Suf.  The  Cardinars  letters  to  the  Pope  mifcarricd. 
And  came  to  th'eye  o'th'  King  ;  wherein  was  read. 
How  that  the  Cardinal  did  in  treat  his  Holinefs 
To  ftay  the  Judgment  o'th'  Divorce  ;  for  if 
It  did  take  place,  I  do,  quoth  he,  perceive 
My  King  is  tangled  in  afFedlion  to 
A  creature  of  the  Queen's,  lady  Anne  Bulkn^ 

Sur,  Has  the  King  this  ? 

Suf,  Believe  it. 

Sur,  Will  this  work  ? 

Cham^  The  King  in  this  perceives  him,  how  he  coails 
And  hedges  his  own  way.    But  in  this  point 
AH  his  tricks  founder ;  and  he  brings  his  phyfick 
After  his  patient's  death ;  the  King  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  lady. 

Sur.  'Would  he  had! 

Suf  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wifli,  my  lord. 
For,  I  profefs,  you  have  it. 

Sur.  Now  all  joy 
Trace  the  conjunction ! 

Suf  My  Amen  to't ! 

ISlor.  All  mens' t 

Suf  There's  order  given  for  her  Coronation  : 
Marry,  this  is  yet  but  young  ;  and  may  be  left 
To  fome  ears  unrecounted.    But,  my  lords. 
She  is  a  gallant  creature,  aiid  compleat 
In  mind  and  feature.    I  perfuade  me,  from  her 
Will  fall  fome  bleffing  to  this  land,  which  fliall 
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In  it  be  memorized. 

Sur.  But  will  the  King 
Diged  this  letter  of  the  Cardinal's  ? 
The  lord  forbid  ! 

Nor,  Marry,  Amen! 

Suf.  No,  no  : 
There  be  more  wafps,  that  buz  about  his  nofe. 
Will  make  this  fting  the  fooner.    Cardinal  Campetui 
Is  ftoln  away  to  Romey  has  ta'en  no  leave. 
Hath  left  the  caufe  o'th'  Kingjunhandled  ;  and 
Is  polled,  as  the  agent  of  our  Cardinal, 
To  fecond  all  his  plot.    I  do  aflure  you. 
The  King  cry'd,  ha !  at  this. 

Cham.  Now,  God  incenfe  him  ; 
And  let  him  cry,  ha,  louder  ! 

Nor,  But,  my  lord, 
When  returns  Cranmer  ? 

Suf,  He  is  returned  with  his  opinions,  which 
Have  fatisfy'd  the  King  for  his  Divorce, 
Gathered  from  all  the  famous  colleges 
Almoil  in  Chrillendom  j  fhortly,  1  believe. 
His  fecond  marriage  fhall  be  publifh'd,  and 
Her  Coronation.    Catharine  vs)  more 
Shall  be  call'd  Queen  ;  but  Princefs  dowager. 
And  widow  to  Prince  Arthur. 

Nor.  This  fame  Cranmer'' % 
A  worthy  fellow,  and  hath  ta'en  much  pain 
In  the  King's  bufinefs. 

Suf.  He  has,  and  we  fhall  fee  him 
For  it  an  Archbilhop. 

Nor.  So  I  hear. 

Suf.  ^Tis  fo. 

Enter  Wolfey  and  Cromwell, 

The  Cardinal  

Nor.  Obferve,  obferve,  he's  moody. 

WoL  The  packet,  Crom^ijelly 
Gave  it  you  tlie  King  ? 

Crom^ 
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•Crom.  To  his  own  hand,  in's  bed-chamber. 

IVoL  LookM  he  o'  th'  infide  of  the  paper  ? 

Crom.  Prefently 
He  did  unfeal  them,  and  the  firft  he  viewed. 
He  did  it  with  a  ferious  mind  ;  a  heed 
Was  in  his  countenance.    You  he  bad 
Attend  him  here  this  morning. 

IVo/,  Is  he  ready  to  come  abroad  ? 

Crom.  I  think,  by  this  he  is. 

IVoi,  Leave  me  a  while. 

[Exii  CromwelK 

It  (hall  be  to  the  Dutchefs  of  J/an/on,  [JJsda. 
The  French  King's  fifter ;  he  fhall  marry  her. 
JnneBullen!  no,  I'll  no  Anne  Bullens  for  him,— — 
There's  more  in't  than  fair  vi(a.ge^  Bu/Ien  ! 
No,  we'll  no  Bullens  !  —  fpeedily,  I  wilh 
To  hear  from  Rome   the  marchionefs  of  Pem- 
broke J—— ^ 

Nor,  He's  difcontented. 

Suf,  May  be,  he  hears  the  Xing 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Sur,  Sharp  enough. 
Lord,  for  thy  juftice  ! 

fVoL  Infide.]  The  late  Queen's  gentle  TOmaH  !  z 
Knight's  daughter  ! 
To  be  her  miftrefs'  miftrefs !  the  Queen's  Queen  !  • 
This  candle  burns  not  clear  :  'tis  1  muft  fnuff  it, 
Then  out  it  goes  what  though  I  know  her  vir- 
tuous. 

And  well  deferving  ?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  fpleeny  Lutheran  ;  and  not  wholefome  to 
Our  caufe,  that  (he  (hould  lye  i'  th'  bofom  of 
Our  hard-rul'd  King.    Again,  there  is  fprang  up 
An  heretick,  an  arch  one,  Cranmer ;  one. 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  King, 
And  is  his  oracle. 
Nor.  He's  vex*d  at  fomethingi 

Vol.  V-  Q  infer 
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En^er  King,  reading  of  a  fchedule;  af:d  Lord. 

Su}\  I  woulc?,  •t\vere  fomething  that  would  fret  the 

nring, 

The  mafter-cord  of heart ! 
Suf.  The  King,  the  King.-  - 
Kit:g.  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  accumulated  • 
To  his  own  portion  !  what  expence  hy  th'  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him  !  how,  i'th'name  of  thrift, 
Does  he  rake  this  together  !  Now,  my  lords ; 
Saw  you  the  Cardinal  ? 

Nor.  My  lord,  we  have 
Stood  here  obferving  him.    Some  flrange  Commotion 
Is  in  his  brain  ;  he  bites  his  lip,  and  ftarts  ; 
Stops  on  a  fudden,  looks  upon  the  ground, 
Then  lays  his  finger  on  his  temple ;  llrait. 
Springs  out  into  faft  gate,  then  flops  again  j 
Strikes  his  breaft  hard,  and  then  anon  he  cafts 
His  eye  againft  the  moon  ;  in  moft  ftrange  poflures 
WeVe  feen  him  fet  h\m{c\i. 

King,  It  may  well  be. 
There  is  a  mutiny  in's  mind.    This  morning 
Papers  of  ft&te  he  fent  me  to  perufe. 
As  r  required  ;  and  wot  you,  what  I  found 
There,  on  my  confcience  put  unwittingly  ? 
Forfooth,  an  inventory,  thus  importing  ; 
The  fevcral  parcels  of  his  plate,  his  treafure. 
Rich  (luffs  and  ornaments  of  houfhold,  which 
I  find  at  fuch  proud  rate,  that  it  out-fpeaks 
Poflelfion  of  a  fubjed. 

Nor.  Jt'sheavVs  will; 
Some  fpirit  put  this  paper  in  the  packet, 
To  blefs  your  eye  withal. 

King,  If  we  did  think, 
His  contemplations  were  above  the  earth. 
And  fix'd  on  fpiritual  objeds,  he  fliouldllill 
Dwell  in  his  mufings ;  but,  I  am  afraid. 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  moon,  nor  worth 
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His  ferioiis  confidering. 

[^He  tak€s  his  feat^   nxshifpers  Lovel,  uoho  goes  tit 
Wolfey. 

Wol.  Heav'n  forgive  me        — - 
Ever  God  blefs  your  highnefs !  ' 

King.  Good  my  Lord, 
You  are  full  of  heavenly  ftufF,  and  bear  the  inventory 
Of  your  heft  graces  in  your  mind  ;  the  which 
You  were  now  running  o*er  ;  you  have  fcarce  time 
To  fteal  from  fpiritual  leifure  a  brief  fpan. 
To  keep  your  earthly  audit ;  fure,  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  husband,  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 

WoL  Sir, 
For  holy  offices  I  have  a  time ; 
A  time,  to  think  upon  the  part  of  bufinefs 
I  bear  i'  th'  itate ;  and  nature  does  require 
Ifer  times  of  prefervation,  which,  perforce, 
I  her  frail  fon,  amongft  my  brethren  mortal, 
Muft  give  my  tendance  to . 

King,  You  have  faid  well. 

Wol.  And  ever  may  your  Highnefs  yoke  together. 
As  I  will  lend  you  caufe,  my  doing  well 
With  ray  well  faying  I 

King,  'Tis  well  faid  again  ; 
And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  fay  welL 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.     My  father  Wd 
you ; 

He  faid,  he  did  :  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  word  upon  you.    Since  I  had  my  office, 
IVe  kept  you  next  my  heart ;  have  not  alone 
Imploy'd  you  where  high  profits  might  come  home  $ 
But  par'd  my  prefent  havings,  to  bellow 
My  bounties  upon  you. 

IVol,  What  ftiould  this  mean  ?  {Afide^ 
Sur,  The  lord  increafe  this  bulinefs  f  l^/^fe. 
King.  Have  I  not  made  you 
The  prime  man  of  the  ftate  ?  I  pray  you,  tell  me. 
If  what  I  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true : 

0.3  And 
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And,  if  you  may  confefs  it,  fay  withal, 

If  you  are  bound  to  us,  or  no  ?  what  fay  you  ? 

IVoL  My  Sovereign,  I  confefs  your  royal  graces 
Showr'd  on  me  daily  have  been  more  than  could 
My  ftudied  purpofes  requite,  which  went 
Beyond  all  man's  endeavours.    My  endeavours 
Have  ever  come  too  Ihort  of  my  defires. 
Yet,  fiird  with  my  abilities,  mine  own  Ends 
Have  been  mine  fo,  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  th'good  of  your  mod  facred  perfon,  and 
The  profit  of  the  ftate  :  for  your  great  graces 
Heap'd  upon  me,  poor  un-deferver,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  allegiant  thanks. 
My  prayers  to  heaven  for  you ;  my  loyalty. 
Which  ever  has,  and  ever  fhall  be  growing, 
*Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it. 

King.  Fairly  anfwer'd  : 
A  loyal  and  obedient  fubjefl  is 
Therein  illuftrattd  ;  the  honour  of  it 
Does  pay  the  ad  of  it,  as  i'  th*  contrary 
The  fouinefs  is  the  punifhment.    I  prelume, 
That  as  my  hand  has  open'd  bounty  to  you, 
My  heart  dropp  d  love ;   my  powV  rain'd  honour, 
more 

On  you,  than  any  ;  fo  your  hand  and  heart. 
Your  brain,  and  every  fundlion  of  your  power. 
Should  notwithflanding  that  your  bond  of  Duty, 
A3  'twere  in  love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any. 

WoL  1  profefs, 
That  for  your  Highnefs'  good  I  ever  laboured 
More  than  mine  own  ;  that  am  I,  have  been,  will  be  : 
Though  all  the  world  fliould  crack  their  duty  to  you. 
And  throw  it  from  their  foul ;  though  perils  did 
Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  m-ake  'em,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid  ;  yet  my  duty, 
As  doth  a  rock  again  ft  the  chiding  flood, 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  river  break. 
And  (land  unihaken  yours. 

King. 
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Kj7ig.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken  ; 
Take  notice,  lords,  he  has  a  loyal  bread, 
For  you  have  feen  him  open't.    Read  o'er  this, 

[Gi^hig  him  papers. 
And,  after,  this  ;  and  then  to  breakfart,  with 
What  appetite  you  may. 

l^Exit  King,  fro-uoning  upon  CardijiaJWoKty  ;  tha  Nuhl'es 
throng  after  him,  <vuhifpertng  and  fmiling, 

Wol  VVhat  fhould  this  mean  ? 
What  fudden  anger's  this?  how  have  I  reap'd  it  ? 
He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruin 
Leap'd  from  his  eyes.    So  looks  the  chafed  Jion 
Upon  the  daring  huntfman,  that  has  gall'd  him  ; 
Then  makes  him  nothing.    I  mud  read  this  paper  : 

I  fear,  the  ftory  of  his  anger —^'tis  fo  

This  paper  has  undone  me  -  'tis  th'  account 

Of  all  that  world  of  wealth  I've  drawn  together 

For  mine  own  ends ;  indeed,  to  gain  the  Popedom, 

And  fee  my  friends  in  Rome,    O  negligence, 

Fit  for  a  fbol  to  fall  by  !  Whatcrofs  devil 

Made  me  put  this  main  fecret  in  the  packet 

I  fent  the  King  ?  is  there  no  way  to  cure  this  ? 

No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  brains? 

I  know,  *^twill  flir  him  ftrongly  ;  yet  I  know 

A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  fpight  of  fortune 

Will  bring  me  off  again.   What's  this—Tc*  the  Pope  ? 

The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  bufinefs 

I  writ  to's  Holinefs.    Nay,  then  farewel ; 

I've  touch'd  thehigheft  point  of  all  my  GreatneTs  ^ 

And  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory 

I  hafte  now  to  my  fetting.    I  fhall  fall. 

Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening  5 

And  no  man  fee  me  more. 

Enter  to  Wolfey,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  the 
Earl  of  Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Nor.  Hear  the  King's  pleafure,  Cardinal ;  who  com* 


mands  you 
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To  render  up  the  Great  Seal  prefently 
Into  our  hands,  and  to  confine  yourfelf 
To  JJher-houfe,  my  lord  of  Winchejler^z, 
*Tj11  you  hear  further  from  his  Highnefs. 
WoL  Stay  : 

Where's  your  commiflion,  lords  ?  words  cannot  carry 
Authority  fo  mighty. 

^uf.  Who  dare  crofs  'em, 
Bearing  the  King's  will  from  his  mouth  exprei3y  ? 

Wd.  "Till  I  find  more  than  will,  cr  w  ords  to  do  it> 
(I  mean^  your  malice;)  knew,  officious  lords, 
I  dare,  and  mull  deny  it.    Now  I  feel 
Of  what  coarfe  metal  ye  are  molded,— Envy  : 
How  eagerly  ye  fellow  my  difgrace, 
A%  if  it  fed  ye ;  and  how  £eek,  and  wanton, 
Y'  appear  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  ruin. 
Follow  your  envious  courfes,  men  of  malice  \ 
You've  chriilian  warrant  for  'em,  and,  no  doubt, 
Jn  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.    That  Seal, 
You  ask  with  fuch  a  violence,  the  King 
{M'ne  and  your  mafler)  v»ith  his  own  hand  gave  mti 
jBad  me  enjoy  it,  wi;h  the  place  and  honours, 
During  my  life  ;  and,  to  confirm  his  ggcdnefs, 
Ty'd  it  by  letters  patents.    Now,  who'll  take  it? 
Sur,  The  King  that  gave  it. 
WoK  It  muft  be  himfelf  then. 
^ur.  Thou'rt  a  proud  traitor,  prieft. 
WoL  Proud  lord,  thou  lieft  : 
Within  thefe  forty  hours  Surrey  durft  better 
Have  burnt  that  tougue,  than  laid  fo. 

Sur,  Thy  ambition, 
Thou  fcarlet  fm,  robb'd  this  bewailing  Ian 
Of  r\oh\t  Buckingham,  my  father-in-law: 
The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  Cardinals, 
(With  thee,  and  all  thy  bed  parts  bound  together,) 
Weigh'dnot  a  hair  of  his.    Plague  of  your  policy  ! 
You  fent  me  Deputy  for  Ireland, 
Far  from  his  fuccour  ;  from  the  King  ;  from  all,  ^ 
That  raisht  have  mercy  on  the  fault,  thou  gav'll  him : 

^  Whilft 
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Whilft  your  great  goodnefs  out  of  holy  pity, 
Abfolv^d  him  with  an  axe. 

IVol.  This,  and  all  elfe 
This  talking  lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 
I  anfwer,  is  moil  falfe.    The  Duke  by  law 
Found  his  deferts.    How  innocent  I  was 
From  any  private  malice  in  his  end. 
His  noble  jury  and  foul  caufe  can  witnefs. 
If  I  lovM  many  words,  lord,  I  fliould  tell  you. 
You  have  as  little  honefty  as  honour  ; 
That  J,  i'  th'  way  of  loyalty  and  truth 
Toward  the  King,  my  ever- royal  mailer. 
Dare  mate  a  founder  man  than  Surrey  can  be. 
And  all  that  love  his  follies. 

Sur.  By  my  foul, 
Your  long  coat,  prieft,  prote^ls  you  ;  thou  Ihould'ft 
My  fword  i'  th'life  blood  of  thee  elfe.    My  lords. 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance  ? 
And  from  this  fellow?  if  we  live  thus  tamely, 
To  be  thus  jaded  by  a  piece  of  fcarlet,  . 
Farewel,  nobility;  let  his  Grace  go  forward. 
And  dare  us  with  his  cap,  lik^  larks. 

WoL  All  goodnefs 
Is  poifon  to  thy  ftomach. 

Sur,  Yes,  that  goodnefs 
Of  gleaning  all  the  land's  wealth  into  one, 
Into  your  own  hands,  Card'nal,  by  extortion ; 
The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  packets 
You  writ  to  th'  Pope,  againft  the  King    yoyr  goodn€l^> 
Since  you  provoke  me,  ihall  be  moil  notorious. 
My  lord  of  Norfolk,  as  youVe  truly  noble. 
As  you  refpecl  the  common  good,  the  liate 
Of  our  defpis'd  nobility,  our  ifTues, 
Who,  if  he  live,  will  fcarce  be  gentlemen ; 
Produce  the  grand  fum  of  his  fins,  the  articles 
Colledled  from  his  life.    I'll  ftartle  you,  (15) 

CL4  Worfe 

(15)  IVorfe  than  the  fearing  Bell,  ]  This  abfurd  Reading 

has  only  found  place  in  Mr.  Pope"%  two  Editions.   I  have 

rcftor*dj. 
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Worfe  than  the  facring  bell,  when  the  brown  wencli 
Lay  kiffing  in  your  arms,  lord  Cardinal. 

Woi,  How  much,   methinks,    J  could  defpife  thi^ 
man, 

But  that  Pm  bound  in  charity  againft  it  ! 

Nor,  Thofe  articles,  my  lord,  are  in  th'  King's  hand: 
But  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones. 

Wo/,  So  much  fairer. 
And  fpotlefs,  iliall  mine  innocence  arifc : 
'VV  hen  the  King  knows  my  truth. 

Sur.  This  cannot  fave  you : 
1  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  thefe  articles,  and  out  they  (hall. 
Now,  if  you  can,  blu(h,  and  cry  guilty,  Cardinal 
YouMl  (hew  a  little  honefty. 

Wol  Speak  on,  Sir ; 
I  dare  your  worft  objedions :  if  I  blufh, 
It  is  to  fee  a  nobleman  want  manners. 

Sur.  rd  rather  want  thofe,  than  my  head ;  have  at: 
you. 

Firft,  that  without  the  King's  affent,  or  knowledge. 
You  wrought  to  be  a  legat ;  by  which  power 
You  maim'd  the  jurifdidion  of  all  biftiops. 

Nor.  Then,  that  in  all  you  vnntio  Rome,  or  elfc 
To  foreign  Princes,  Ego  (sf  Rex  mens 
Was  ftill  infcrib'd ;  in  which  you  brought  the  King 
To  be  your  fcrvant. 

Suf.  That  without  the  knowledge 
Either  of  King  or  Council,  when  you  went 
Ambaflador  to  th'  Emperor,  you  made  bol4 
To  carry  into  f landers  the  great  Seal. 

Sur,  Item,  You  fent  a  large  commiiTion 

reftor'd,  from  all  the  beft  Copies,  facring  Bell.  That  Gentte- 
man,  furc,  fhould  know,  that  in  Roman  Catholick  Countries  the 
little  Bell,  which  k  rung  to  give  Notice  of  the  Hcfle  approach- 
ing when  it  is  carried  in  proceffion,  as  alfo  in  other  Offices  of 
tl>at  Church,  is  calFd,  the  Sacring,  or  Conjecrfitm  Bell  5  from 
the  French  Word,  Sacrtr^ 

TQ 
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To  Gregory  de  Cajfado^  to  conclude, 

Without  the  King's  will  or  the  Hate's  allowance, 

A  league  between  his  Highnefs  and  Ferrara, 

Suf,  That  out  of  meer  ambition,  you  have  made 
Your  holy  hat  be  ftampt  on  the  King's  coin. 

Sur.  Then,  that  you  have  fent  innumerable  fub- 
ftance 

(By  what  means  got,  I  leave  to  your  own  confcience) 
To  furnifh  Rome  ;  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  for  dignities,  to  th'  meer  undoings 
Gf  all  the  kingdom.    Many  more  there  are^. 
Which  fmce  they  are  of  you,  and  odious,, 
I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 

Cham,  O,  my  lord, 
Prefs  not  a  falling  man  too  far ;  'lis  virtue  : 
His  faults  lye  open  to  the  laws ;  let  them. 
Not  you,  correal  him.    My  heart  weeps,  to  fee- himi 
3o  little  of  his  great  felf. 

Sur.  I  forgive  him. 

Suf,  Lord  Cardinal;  the  King's  further  pleafure  is, 
(Becaufe  all  thofe  things  you  have  done  of  late, 
By  your  povv'r  legatine  within  this  kingdom. 
Fall  in  the  compafs  of  a  Praemunire) 
That  therefore  fuch  a  writ  be  fu'd^againft  yo% 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements, 
Chattels,  and  whatfoever,  and  to  be  (i6) 
Out  of  the  King's  protedlion.   This  i»3  my  charge.' 

Nor,  And  fo  we^ll'kave^you  to  your  meditations 

(16)  Caftles,  and  wbatfoe'very']  I  have  ventured  to  fubftitute? 
Chattels  here,  as  the  Author's  genmn«  Word,  for  this  good- 
Reafon:  becaufe,  as  our  Law-books  inform  us,  the  Judgment 
in  a  Writ  of  Pramunire  is,  that  the  Defendant  (hall  be  from 
thenceforth  out  of  the  Kin^s  FroteEiion  5  and  his  Lands  and 
tenement Sy  Goods  and  Chattel  s  forfeited  to  thfe  King  j  and  that 
his  Body  (hall  remain  in  prifon  at  the  King's  pfeafure.  But  be* 
t<aure  it  may  be  objected,  Xhd^t  Sbakefpeare\\2id  no  Acquaintance 
with  the  Law-boaks,  it  will  be  proper  to  take  notic^^,  that  this 
Ycry  Dtifcription  of  the  Pramftnire  is  fet  out  by  Hdingpead  in- 
hisXi/tf  of  K,  iif*;7ry  VIJI.  p.  9C9. 

0^5  How^/ 
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How  to  live  better.    For  your  flubborn  anfwer. 
About  the  giving  back  the  great  Seal  tp  us, 
1  he  King  fhall  know  it  ^  and,  no  doubt,  (hall  thank 
you. 

So  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  lord  Cardinal. 

,  [Exeunt  all  but  Wol fey. 

WoL  So  farewel  to  the  little  gcod  you  bear  me. 
F^rewel,  a  long  farewel  to  all  my  greatnefs ! 
This  is  the  date  of  man  ;  to  day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hopes,  to  morrow  bloffoms,, 
And  bears  h^is  bluftiing  honours  thick  upon  him  ; 
The  third  day  comes  a  froft,  a  killing  froft ; 
And  when  he  thinks,  good  eafie  man,  full  furely 
His  greatnefs  is  a  ripening,  nips  his  root ; 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.    I  have  ventured. 
Like  little  wanton  boys,  th^t  fvvim  on  bladdery, 
Thefe  many  fummers  in  a  fea  of  glory  : 
But  far  beyond  my  depth :  my  high  blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me  j  and  now  has  left  me. 
Weary,  and  old  with  fervice,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rudeftream,  that  muft  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye  ; 
I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd.    01i>  how  wretched 
Is  that  pooor  man,  that  hangs  on  Princes'  favours  V 
There  is,  betwixt  that  fmile  we  would  afpire  to, 
That  fweet  afpeft  of  Princes,  and  our  ruin. 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  war  or  women  have  » 
And,  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. 

Enter  Cromwell,  landing  ama%d. 

Why,  how  now,  Cromwell? 

Crom,  I  have  no  power  to  fpeak,  Si|» 

Wol.  What,  amaz'd 
At  my  misfortunes?  can  thy  fpirit  wonder, 
A  great  man  fhould  decline?  nay,  if  you  v/eep, 
Vm  fallen  indeed. 

t>m.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 
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'  Wol,  Why,  well ; 

Never  fo  truly  happy,  my  good  CromixelL 

I  know  myfelf  now,  and  I  feel  within  nie 

A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities ; 

A  ilill  and  quiet  confcience.    The  King  has  cur'd  me, 

I  humbly  thank  his  Grace  ;  and,  from  thefe  (houlders, 

Thefe  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity  taken 

A  load  would  fink  a  navy,  too  much  honour. 

O,  'tis  a  burden,  Cromwell,  'tis  a  burden. 

Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heav'n. 

Crom.  I'm  glad  your  Grace  has  made  that  right  ufe 
of  it.  ' 

Wol.  I  hope,  I  have :  I'm  able  now,  methinks^ 
Out  of  a  fortitude  of  foul  I  feci, 
T'  endure  more  miferies,  and  greater  far. 
Than  my  weak-hearted  enemies  dare  offer. 
What  news  abroad  ? 

Crom,  The  heavieft,  and  the  worft. 
Is  your  difpleafure  with  the  King. 

mk  God  blefs  him  ! 

Crom.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  nomas  More  is  chofcn 
Lord  Chancellor  in  your  place. 

JVoL  That's  fomewhat  fudden 
But  he's  a  learned  man«    May  he  continue" 
Long  in  his  highnefs'  favour,  and  do  juftice 
For  truth's  fake  and  his  confcience ;  that  his  bonesj 
When  he  has  run  his  courfe,  and  fleeps  in  blelCngs, 
May  have  a  tomb  of  orphans'  tears  >yept  on  him  V 
What  more  ? 

Crom.  That  Cranmr  is  returned  with  welcome  5, 
Inftall'd  Lord  Archbifliop  of  Canterbury, 

WoL  That's  news,  indeed. 

Crom,  La(^,  that  the  lady  Ahne^ 
Whom  the  King  hath  in  fecrecy  long  married^ . 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  Queen,. 
Going  to  chappel ;  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  Coronation. 

Wol  There  was  the  weight  that  puU'd-me  down.  O 
Qronvwdly 
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The  King  has  gone  beyond  me  :  all  my  glories 

In  that  ore  woman  I  have  loft  for  ever. 

No  fun  (hall  ever  ufher  forth  my  honours. 

Or  gild  again  the  noble  troops,  that  waited 

Upon  my  fmiles.    Go,  get  thee  from  me,  Cromivelli'. 

I  am  a  poor  falln  man,  unworthy  now 

To  be  thy  lord  and  mafter.    Seek  the  King  ; 

(That  fun,  I  pray,  may  never  fet)  Fve  told  him 

What  and  how  true  thou  art :  he  will  advance  thee: 

Some  little  memory  of  me  will  ftir  him, 

I  know  his  noble  nature,  not  to  let 

Thy  hopeful  fervice  periih  too.    Good  Cromnxell^ 

Negledl  him  not  j  make  ufe  now,  and  provide 

For  thine  own  future  fafety. 

Crom,  O  my  lord, 
Muft  1  then  leave  you?  muft  I  needs  forego 
So  good,  fo  noble,  and  fo  true  a  mafier  ? 
Bear  witncfs,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron. 
With  what  a  forrow  Cromnjoeil  leaves  his  lord. 
The  King  fhall  have  my  fervice  ;  but  my  prayers 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  fhall  be  yours. 

Wol.  Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  fhed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miferies ;  but  thou  haft  forc'd  me. 

Gut  of  thy  honeft  trut-h,  to  play  the  woman  

Let's  dry  our  eyes ;  and  thus  far  hear  me,  Crom^a:ell% 
And  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  fliall  be. 
And  fleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 
Of  me  muft  more  be  heard  :  fay  then,  I  taught  thee 3 
■^ay,  Wolfey,  that  once  trod  the  ways  of  glory, 
And  founded  all  the  depths  and  ftioals  of  honour. 
Found  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rife  in  : 
A  fure  and  fafe  one,  though  thy  mafter  mifs'd  it*. 
Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  which  ruin'd  me : 
Crct/i'vjelly  i  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition;; 
By  thatfm  fell  the  angels;  how  can  man  then- 
( i  he  image  of  his  maker)  hope  to  win  by't  ? 
Love  thyfelf  laft  ;  cherifh  thofe  hearts  that  hate  thee: 
Corruftwn  wins  not  more  than  honefty. 
StiU  in  thy  fight  hand  carry  gejitie  psacc^ 
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To  filence  envious  tongues.    Be  juft,  and  fear  not. 
Let  all  the  enrds,  thou  aim'ft  at,  be  thy  country's. 
Thy  God's,  and  Truth's  ;  then  if  thou  fall'ft,  O  Crom^ 

Thou  fali'll  a  blefTed  martyr.    Serve  the  King ; 

And,  pr'ythee,  lead  me  in 

There,  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have  ; 

To  the  lall  penny,  'tis  the  King's.    My  robe. 

And  my  integrity  to  heav'n,  is  all 

I  dare  now  call  mine  own.    O  CromuoeJl,  Cromiuelly 

Had  I  but  ferv'd  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 

I  ferv'd  my  King,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 

Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies. 

Crom  Good  Sir,  have  patience. 

Wol.  So  I  have.  Farevvel 
The  hopes  of  Court !  my  hopes  in  heav'n  do  dwelL 

\_ExeunH 


ACT  IV. 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  Street  in  Weftminfterj. 
Enter  two  Gentlemen^  meeting  one  anotheu^ 

I  Gentleman. 

YOU'RE  well  met  once  again. 
2  Gen. ,  And  fo  are  you. 

I  Gen.  You  come  to  take  your  ftand  here>  and5 
behold 

The  lady.  JnTie-  pafs  from  her  Coronation* 

z.  Gen,  'Tis  all  my  bufmefs.    At  our  lad  encounter. 

The  Duke  of  Buckingham  came  from  his  trya!» 

I  Gen,  'Tis  very  true,.  But  that  time  offered  forrow^ 

This,  general  joy. 


2  Gen. 
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2  Gen,  'Tis  well ;  tlie  citizens, 
I'm  fure,  have  (hewn  at  full  their  loyal  minds. 
And,  let  'em  have  their  rights,  they're  ever  forward 
In  celebration  of  this  day  with  ihews. 
Pageants,  and  fights  of  honour. 

1  Gen.  Never  greater, 

Nor,  ril  afTure  you,  better  taken,  Sir. 

2  Gen.  May  I  be  bold  to  ask  what  That  contains, 
That  paper  in  your  hand  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  'tis  the  lift 

Of  thofe  that  claim  their  offices  this  da/. 

By  cudom  of  the  Coronation. 

The  Duke  of  Suffolk  is  the  firft,  and  claims 

To  be  High  Steward ;  next,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 

To  be  Earl  Marfhal ;  you  may  read  thereil. 

2  Gen,  I  thank  you.  Sir ;  had  I  not  known  thofe- 

cuftoms, 

I  fhould  have  been  beholden  to  your  paper. 
But,  I  befeech  you,  what's  become  of  Catharine^ 
The  Princefs  Dowager  ?  how  goes  her  bufinefs  ? 

1  Gen,  That  I  can  tell  you  too ;  the  Archbilliop 
Of  Canterbury,  accompanied  with  other 
Learned  and  rev'rend  fathers  of  his  order. 
Held  a  late  Court  at  Dunfiahk,  fix  miles 
From  AmfthH,  where  the  Princefs  lay  j  to  which 
She  oft  was  cited  by  them,  but  appear'd  tiot : 
And,  to  be  ITiort,  for  not  appearance  and 
The  King's  late  fcruple,  by  the  main  affent 
Of  all  thefe  learned  men  fhe  was  divorc'd^ 
And  the  late  marriage  made  of  none  efFe^  : 
Since  which,  (he  was  remov'd  to  Kimboltony 
Where  (he  remains  now  fick. 

2  Gen.  Alas,  good  Ldy  ! 
The  trumpets  found ;  ftand  clofe,  the  Queen  is  coming, 
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The  Order  of  the  Coronation. 

1 .  li^vely  fourijh  of  irufnfets, 

2.  Then^  tuuo  Judges, 

3 .  Lord  Chancellor,  ^ith  the  purfe  and  mace  before  him. 

4.  Choriften  fingtng,  [Mufick. 

5.  Mayor  of  hoxidiOXiy  bearing  the  mace.  Then  Garter 
in  his  coat  of  arms^  and  on  his  head  a  gilt  copper 
crowun. 

6.  Mar  que fs  of  Dorfet,  bearing  a  fcepter  of  goidy  on  his 
head  a  demi- coronal  of  gold,  With  him,  the  Earl  of 
Surrey,  bearing  the  rod  of  fher  nvith  the  do^Jje^ 
croivnd  ivith  an  Earl's  coronet.  Collars  of  SS, 

7.  Duh  of  Suffolk,  in  his  robe  ofejiate,  his  coronet  on  his 
head ;  bearing  a  long  fwhite  'zvand,  as  High  Steivard* 
IVith  him  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  wth  the  rod  of  mar^^ 

fhaljhipy  a  coronet  m  his  head.  Collars  of  SS, 
t.  A  canopy  born  by  four  of  the  Cinque-ports,  u'nder  it 
the  ^een  in  her  robe  ;  in  her  hair  richly  adorned  ^ith 
pearly  cro^n^d.     On  each  fid^  hsry  the  b^/hops  of 
London  and  Winchefter. 

9.  The  old  Dut  chefs  of  Norfolk,  in  a  cor  ma  I  of  gold, 
wrought  <with  floivers,  bearing  the  ^eens  train, 

10.  Certain  ladies  or  Count eJfeSy  'with  plain  circlets  of 
gold  njLHthout  foyers, 

They  pafs  over  the  ftage  in  order  and  flatty  and  then 
Exeunt,  cwith  a  great  ftourijh  of  trumpets, 

2  Gen,  A  royal  train,  believe  me ;  thefe  I  know  k 
Who's  that,  who  bears  the  Scepter  ? 

1  Gen,  Marquefs  Dorfet, 

And  that  the  Earl  of  Surreyy  with  the  rod* 

2  Gen.  A  bold  brave  gentleman^    That  fliould 
The  Duke  of  Sufolk, 

1  Gen,  'Tis  the  fame :  High  Stew^ird. 

2  Gen,  And  that  my  lord  of  Norfolk* 
I  Gen.  Yes. 

z  Gen.  Heav'n  hlefs  thee  ! 

Tboa 
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Thou  haft  the  fweeteft  face  I  ever  look'd  on.. 

Sir,  as  I  have  a  foul,  (he  is  an  angel ; 

Gur  King  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  arms, 

And  more  and  richer,  when  he  ilrains  that  lady  : 

I  cannot  blame  his  confcience. 

1  Gen.  They,  that  bear 

The  cloth  of  ft  ate  above  h^r,  are  four  barons 
Of  the  Cinque  Ports. 

2  Gen.  Thofe  men  arc  happy ;  fo  are  all,  are  near 

her. 

I  take  it,  (he  that  carries  up  the  train. 

Is  that  old  noble  lady,  the  Dutchefs  of  Norfolk. 

1  Gen.  It  is,  and  all  the  reft  are  counteffes. 

2  Gen.  Their  coronets  fay  fo.    Thefe  are  ftars  in- 

deed : 

And  fometimes  falling  ones. 

1  Gen.  No  more  of  that. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

God  fave  you,  Sir  !  Where  have  you  been  broiling  ? 

3  Gen.  Among  the  crowd  i't'  Abbey,  where  a  finger 
Could  not  be  wedg'd  in  more  ;  lam  ilifled. 

With  the  meer  ranknefs  of  their  joy.. 

2  Gen.  You  faw  the  ceremony  ? 

3  Gen.  I  did. 

1  Gen.  How  was  it  ? 

3  Gen.  Well  worth  the  feeing. 

2  Gen.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  it  to  us. 

3  Gen.  As  well  as  I  am  able.    The  rich  ftream- 
Of  lords  and  ladies,  having  brought  the  Qaeen 

To  a  prepared  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 
A  diftance  from  her;  while  her  Grace  fat  down 
To  reft  a  while,  fome  half  an  hour  or  fo, 
In  a  rich  chair  of  ftate ;  oppoftng  freely 
The  beauty  of  her  perfon  to  the  people; 
(JeHeve  me.  Sir,  (he  is  the  good  1  left  woman, 
That  ever  lay  by  man  ;)  which  when  the  people 
Had  the  foil  view  ef^  fuch  a  noife  arofe 

A^ 
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As  the  (hrouds  make  at  fea  in  a  ftifF  tempelT, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes.    Hats,  cloaks^ 
Doublets,  I  think,  flew  up ;  and  had  their  faces 
Been  Joofe,  this  day  they  had  been  loft.    Such  joy 
I  never  favv  before,    Great-belly'd  women. 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  rams 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  would  fhake  the  prefs, 
And  make  'em  reel  before  'em.    No  man  living 
Could  fay,  this  is  my  wife  there,  all  were  woven^ 
So  ftrangely  in  one  piece. 

2  Gen.  But,  pray,  what  followM  ? 

^Gen.  At  length  her  Grace  arofc,  and  with  mod  eft 
paces 

Came  to  tlie  altar,  where  ihe  kncel'd  ;  and>  faint  like, 
Caft  her  fair  eyes  to  heav'n,  and  pray'd  devoutly. 
Then  rofe  again,  and  bow'd  her  to  the  people : 
When  by  the  Arcbbi(hop  of  Canterbury^ 
Sh'  had  all  the  royal  makings  of  a  Queen ; 
As  holy  oil,  ^rf'ayWConfeflbr's  Crown, 
The  rod,  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  fuch  emblems 
Laid  nobly  on  her :  which  performed,  the  choir. 
With  all  the  choiceft  mufick  of  the  kingdom,. 
Together  fung  fe  Deum,    So  fhe  parted. 
And  with  the  fame  full  (late  pac^d  back  agai^ 
T9  York  Place,  where  the  feaft  is  held. 

1  Gen.  You  muft  no  more  call  it  York- P lace ,  thatV 

paft. 

For  fmce  the  Cardinal  fell,  that  title's  loH, 
'Tis  now  the  King's,  and  calFd  WhitehalL 

3  Gen   I  know  it : 

But  'tis  fo  lately  altered,  that  the  old  name 
Is  frefh  about  me. 

2  Gen,  What  two  reverend  bifliops 

Were  thofe,  that  went  on  each  fide  of  the  Queen  I 

3  Gsn.  Stokejly  and  Gardiner;  the  one  of  Winchtfiery 
Newly  preferred  from  the  King's  Secretary  : 

The  other,  London, 

2  Gen,  He  of  Winchefter 
Is  held  no  great  gjQod  lover  qf  th'  Archbifhop, 

Th€ 
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The  virtuous  Cranmer. 

3  Gen.  All  the  land  knows  that : 
However,  yet  there'*  no  great  breach ;  vvhen't  comes, 
Cranmer  wilt  find  a  friend  will  not  fhrink  from  him. 

2  Gen.  Who  may  that  be^,  I  pray  you  ? 

3  Gen.  I'homas  CrGmwoelly 

A  man  in  much  efteem  with  th'  King,  and,  truly, 
A  worthy  friend.    The  King  has  made  him 
Mader  o'th' jewel  houfe, 
And  one,  already,  of  the  privy-council. 

2  Gen.  He  will  deferve  more. 

3  Gen,  Yes,  without  all  doubt. 
Come,  gentlemen,  you  fhall  go  my  way, 
"Which  is  to  th'  Court,  and  there  fliall  be  my  guefls : 
Something  I  can  command  ;  as  I  walk  thither, 
I'll  tell  ye  more. 

Both,  You  may  command  us,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Kimbolton. 

Enter  Catharine  Do%vagir,  Jtck,  led  betwoeen  Griffith  her 
gentleman  ujher,  and  Patience  her  ^otnan. 

Crif,  T  T Q  W  does  your  Grace? 

JlI  Cath.  O  Griffith,  fick  tO  death  : 
My  legs,  like  loaded  branches,  bow  to  th'  earth. 
Willing  to  leave  their  burthen  ;  reach  a  chair  ■  — 
So  —  now,  methinks,  X  feel  a  li«le  eafe. 

[Sitting  doivfu, 
Didft  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  thou  led'ft  me, 
1'hat  the  great  child  of  honour,  Cardinal  Wolfeyf 
Was  dead? 

Grif.  Yes,  Madam  ;  but  I  think,  your  Grace, 
Out  of  the  pain  you  fuffer'd,  gave  no  ear  to't. 

Cath,  Pr'ythee,    good  Griffith,   tell  me  how  he 
dyM. 

If  well,  he  ftept  before  me  happily. 
For  my  example. 
Grif,  Well,  the  voice  goes,  Madam. 

For 
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For  after  the  flout  Earl  of  Northumberland 
Arreted  him  at  Torky  and  brought  him  forward 
(As  a  man  forely  tainted)  to  his  anfwer. 
He  fell  fick  fuddenly,  and  grew  fo  ill 
He  could  not  fit  his  mule. 
Cath.  Alas,  poor  man  ! 

Grif.  At  lad,  with  eafie  roads  he  came  to  Leicejier  1 
Lodg'd  in  the  Abbey  ;  where  the  rev'rend  Abbot, 
With  all  his  Convent,  honourably  receivM  him ; 
To  whom  he  gave  thefe  words,     O  father  Abbot, 
**  An  old  man,  broken  with  the  ftorms  of  date, 
"  Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye ; 
**  Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity 
So  went  to  bed  ;  where  eagerly  his  ficknefs 
Purfu  d  him  ftill,  and  three  nights  after  this. 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  (which  he  himfelf 
Foretold,  fhould  be  his  lafl)  full  of  repentance. 
Continual  meditations,  tears  and  forrowj. 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again, 
His  blelTed  part  to  heav'n,  and  flept  in  peace. 

Cath,  So  may  he  refl,  his  faults  lie  gently  on  bina  \ 
Yet  thus  far,  Grijffithy  give  me  leave  tofpcakhim, 
And  yet  with  charity  ;  he  was  araan 
Of  an  unbounded  ilomach,  ever  ranking 
Himfelf  with  Princes  :  one,  that  by  fuggeflion 
Ty'd  all  the  kingdom  ;  fimony  was  fair  play  : 
His  own  opinion  was  his  law.    I'th*  Prefence 
He  would  fay  untruths,  and  be  ever  double 
Both  in  his  words  and  meaning.    He  was  never, 
But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful. 
His  promifes  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty ; 
But  his  performance,  as  he  now  is,  nothing. 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  clergy  ill  example. 

Grif.  Noble  madam. 
Mens  evil  manners  live  in  brafs,  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water.    May  it  pleafe  your  Highnefs 
To  hear  me  fpeak  his  good  now  I 

Cath.  Yes,  good  Grifithy 

I  were 
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I  were  malicious  elfe. 

Grif,  This  Cardinal,  (17) 
Though  from  an  humble  ftock,  undoubtedly 
Was  falhion'd  to  much  honour,  from  his  cradle ; 
He  was  a  fcholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one  ; 
Exceeding  wife,  fair  fpoken,  and  perfuading; 
Lofty  and  four  to  them,  that  lov'd  him  not; 
But  to  thofe  men,  that  fought  him,  fwect  as  fummer»- 
And  though  he  were  unfatisfy'd  in  getting, 
(Which  was  a  fin)  yet  in  bellowing,  Madam^ 
He  was  moft  princely  :  Ever  witnefs  for  him 
Thofe  twins  of  learning  that  he  raised  in  you, 
Jpf^duich  and  Oxford!  one  of  which  fell  with  h'm. 
Unwilling  to  out-live  the  good  he  did  it : 
The  other,  though  unfnilh'd,  yet  fo  famous^. 
So  excellent  in  art,  and  ftill  fo  rifing, 
That  Chriflendom  (hall  ever  fpeak  his  virtue.. 
His  overthrow  heap'd  happinefs  upon  him ; 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himfelf, 
And  found  the  bleiTednefs  of  being  little: 
And  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  dy'd,  fearing  God^ 

Oath.  After  my  death  I  wilh  no  other  herald, 
No  other  fpeaker  of  my  living  adlions, 
To  keep  mine  honour  from  corruption, 
But  fuch  an  honeft  chronicler  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  moft  hated  living,  thou  haft  made  mc^ 

(17)   ■  nU  Cardinal 

Though  from  An  humble  Stock,  undoubtedly 
JVas  faf>iond  to  much  Honour,  From  his  Cradle 
He  ivas  a  Scholar,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one  j]  Thus  thl$r 
PalTage  has  hitherto  been  moft  abfurdly  pointed.  That  IVolJey 
fhould  be  a  ripe  Scholar  from  his  Cradle,  is  moft  extraordifiary 
and  incredible.  My  Alteration  of  this  Pointing,  I  dare  be 
pofitive,  gives  us  the  Poef  s  Meaning ;  and  expreires  that 
Charaftcr,  which,  Holingjhead  tells  us,  Edmund  Campian,  in  his 
Hiftory  of  Ireland,  had  given  of  the  Cardinal,  that  be  wat  a 
AUn  undoubtedly  bcrn  to  Honour* 

With. 
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With  thy  religious  truth  and  modelly. 
Now  in  his  alhes  honour.    Peace  be  with  him  f 
Patience,  be  near  me  ftill,  and  fet  me  lower, 
I  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee     Good  GriMfi, 
Caufe  the  muficians  play  me  that  fad  note, 
I  nam'd  my  knell ;  whilft  I  fit  meditating 
On  that  cekftial  harmony  I  go  to. 

SaJ  and folemn  mujlck. 

Grif.  She  is  afleep:'  good  wench,  let's  fit  down 
quiet,  "wwn. 

For  fear  we  wake  her.    Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

rhe  Vifion  Enter  Jolemnly  one  after  another,  fix  perCo. 
pes,  c lad  , «^lnt,  robes,  -rearing  on  their  heads  Jar- 
lands  of  bays  and  golden  wizards  on  their  AZ. 
branches  of  bays,  or  falm  in  their  hands.  Thev  7rfl 
congee  unto  her,  then  dance-,  and,  at  certain  clanlfs 

A^T"  t^'^f  ^l""''  her  headTat 

^htch,  the  other  four  make  reverend  curtfie..  ThL 
the  tn^o,  that  held  the  garland,  deliver  the  fame  to  the 
.thernext  f^Ji  jho  obfer^e  the  fame  order  in  VhJr 
changes,  and  loldrng  the  garland  c^er  her  head. 
Whuh  f>ne,  they  dchn,-er  the  fame  garland  to  the  lih 
izvo,  M  hienmfe  obfer-ve  the  famt order  :  (  JZhUh 
as  tfwere  by  tnfpiration,  Jhe  make,  i„  her  feet  7fJ!/r 
rejoyang,  and  holdeth  up  her  hands  to  heaven  VfJA 
tnthetr  dancing  ^anifl,,  carrying  the  garland  niitb  them 
1  he  muftck  continues,  ''"^^^em, 

Cath.  Spirits  of  peace;  where  are  ye?  areveann^> 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchednefs  behind  ye  > 

Grif.  Madam,  we  re  here.  " 

Cath.  It  is  not  you  I  call  for; 
Saw  ye  none  enter,  fince  I  flept? 

Grif,  None,  Madam. 

Cath.  No  ?  faw  you  not  e'en  now  a  blefled  troo» 
Invite  me  to  a  banquet,  whofe  bright  faces  ^ 
Caft  thoufand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  fun  > 
I  iiey  promised  me  eternal  happinefs, 

Ani 
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And  brought  me  garlands,  Griffith^  which  \  feel 
I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear  :   1  fhall  afTuredly. 

Gr//.  I  am  mofl  joyful.  Madam,  fuch  good  dreams 
Poflefs  your  fancy. 

Cath.  Bid  the  mulick  leave, 
'Tis  harlh  and  heavy  to  me.  {liiiftck  ceafes^ 

Pat,  Do  you  note, 
How  much  her  Grace  is  alter'd  on  the  fudden  ? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn  r  how  pale  fhe  looks. 
And  of  an  earthly  cold  ?  obferve  her  eyes. 

Grif.  She  is  going,  wench.    Pray,  pray,——* 

Fat,  Heav'n  comfort  her  ! 

Enter  a  MeJJfkngtr^ 

hfef,  Avit  like  your  Grace" 

Cdth,  You  are  a  favvcy  fellow, 
IDeferve  we  no  more  revVence  ? 

Grif.  You're  to  blame, 
Knowing,  flie  will  not  lofe  her  wonted  greatnefs^ 
To  ufe  fo  rude  behaviour.    Go  to,  kneel. 

Ml?/.  I  humbly  do  intreat  your  Highnefs'  pardon : 
My  hade  made  me  unmannerly.    There  is  flaying 
A  gentleman,  fent  from  the  King,  to  fee  you. 

Cath.  Admit  him  entrance,  Gri^th,    But  this  fel- 
low 

Ltt  me  ne*er  fee  again.  [Exit  M^ffengtr, 

Enter  Lord  Capucius. 
If  my  fight  fail  not. 

You  (hould  be  lord  ambafTador  from  the  Emperor, 
My  royal  nephew  ;  and  your  name  Cvpucius^ 

Cap,  Madam,  the  fame,  your  fervant. 

Cath.  O  my  lord. 
The  times  and  titles  are  now  alter'd  flrangely 
With  me,  fince  firll  you  knew  me.    But,  I  pray  yoo. 
What  is  70«r  pleafurc  with  me  ? 

Cap. 


King  H£NRY  VIII.  38^ 

Cap.  Noble  lady, 
F  rll.  mine  own  fervice  to  your  Grace ;  the  next. 
The  King  s  requeft  that  I  would  vifit  you ; 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weaknefs,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  princely  commendations. 
And  heartily  intreats  you  take  good  comfort. 

Cath.  O  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  tot 
late; 

*Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution  ; 
That  gentle  phyfick,  giv'n  in  time,  had  cur'd  me ; 
But  now  Fm  pall  all  comforts  here,  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  Highnefs  ? 

Cap,  Madam,  in  good  health. 

Catb.  So  may  he  ever  do,  and  ever  flourifh. 
When  I  fliall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor  name 
Banifh'd  the  Kingdom  !  Fatience^  is  that  letter, 
I  caus'd  you  write,  yet  fent  away  ? 

Pat.  No,  Madam. 

Cath.  Sir,  I  muft  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  lord  the  King. 
Cap   Mod  willing,  Madam. 

Cath,  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his  good- 
nefs 

The  model  of  ourchaile  loves»  his  young  daughter; 
I  (The  dew3  of  heav'n  f^ll  thick  in  bleffings  on  her !) 
!  Befeeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  Breeding, 

(She's  young,  and  of  a  noble  modeft  nature; 
i  I  hope,  (he  will  deferve  well)  and  a  little 

To  love  her  for  her  mother's  fake,  that  lov'd  him^ 
i  Heav'n  knows,  how  dearly  !  my  next  poor  petition 
;  Is,  that  his  noble  Grace  would  have  fome  pity 
I  Upon  my  wretched  v/omen,  that  fo  long 

Have  followed  both  my  fortunes  faithfully  5 

Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow, 
^And  now  I  fhould  not  lye)  but  well  deferves, 
iFor  virtue  and  true  beauty  of  the  foul. 

For  honefty  and  decent  carriage, 

A  right  good  husband,  let  him  be  a  noble  : 

And,  fure,  thofe  men  are  happy,  thac  fhall  have  'em. 

The 
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The  lall  is  for  my  men ;  /they  are  the  pooreft. 

But  poverty  could  never  draw  'em  from  me  ; 

That  they  may  have  tl>eir  wages  duly  paid  'em. 

And  fonvething  over  x.^  remember  me. 

If  heav'n  had  pleas'd  ioVe  giv'n  me  longer  life 

And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 

Thcfe  are  the  whole  contents.    And,  good  my  lord, 

By  that  you  love  the  deareft  in  this  world. 

As  you  wifh  chriflaan  peace  to  fouls  departed. 

Stand  thefe  poor  people's  friend,  and  urge  the  King 

To  do  mc  this  laft  right. 

Cap.  By  heav'n,  I  will ; 
Or  let  me  lofe  the  fafhion  of  a  man  ? 

Cath,  I  thank  you,  honed  lord.    Remember  mc 
In  all  humility  unto  his  Highnefs; 
And  tell  him,  his  long  trouble  now  is  paffing 
Out  of  this  world.    Tell  him,  in  death  I  blefthim; 
For  fo  I  will — mine  eyes  grow  dim.  Farewel, 

My  lord— ^ Griffith,  farewel  ^nay,  Patience, 

You  muft  not  leave  me  yet.    I  muft  to  bed — — 
Call  in  more  women — When  I'm  dead,  good  wench. 
Let  me  be  us'd  with  honour ;  ftrew  me  over 
With  maiden  flow'rs,  that  all  the  world  may  know 
I  was  a  chafte  wife  to  my  grave  :  embalm  me. 
Then  lay  me  forth :  although  un-qucen'd,  yet  like 
A  Queen,  and  daughter  to  a  King,  interr  me. 
I  -can  no  more  [Exeunt,  hading  Catharine. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE,  before  the  PaUcc. 

Enter  Gardiner  Bijhop  of  Winchefter,  a  Page  with 
a  torch  before  him^  met  by  Sir  Thomas  LovelK 

G  A  R  D  I  N  E  R. 

IT ' S  one  o'clock,  boy,  is't  not ? 
Boy,  It  hath  (Iruck. 

Gard,  Thefe  (bould  be  hours  for  neceHities, 
Not  for  delights ;  times,  to  repair  our  nature 
With  coniforting  repoft,  and  not  for  us 
To  wafte  thefe  times.  Good  hour  of  night.  Sir  7homas  j 
Whither  fo  late  ? 

Lov,  Came  you  from  the  King,  my  lord  ? 

Gard.  I  did.  Sir  Thomas ^  and  left  him  at  Pr/wfr#  . 
With  the  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

Lo'v,  I  muft  to  him  too. 
Before  he  go  to  bed.    I'll  take  my  leave. 

Gard,  Not  yet.  Sir  Thomas  Louell ;  what's  the  mat- 
ter ? 

It  feems  you  are  in  hafte  :  And  if  there  be 
No  great  offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  friend 
Some  touch  of  your  late  bufinefs.    Affairs,  that  walk 
(As  they  fay,  fpirits  do,)  at  midnight,  have 
In  them  a  wilder  nature,  than  the  bufinefs 
That  feeks  difpatch  by  day. 

Lou  My  lord,  I  love  you  : 
And  durft  commend  a  fecret  to  your  ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  work.   The  Queen's  in  la- 
Dour, 

They  fay,  in  great  extremity ;  'tis  fear'd. 
She'll  with  the  labour  end. 

Gard.  The  fruit  fhe  goes  with 
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J  pray  for  heartily,  that  it  may  find 

Good  time,  and  live  ;  but  for  the  Hock,  Sir  Thmas, 

I  wifh  it  grubb'd  up  now. 

Lo'v,  Methinks,  I  could 
Cry  the  Amen  ;  and  yet  my  confcience  fays. 
She's  a  good  creature,  and  (fweet  lady)  doe« 
Deferve  our  better  wiQies. 

Gar^.  But,  Sir,  Sir  - 

Hear  me,  Sir  Thomas  You're  a  gentleman 

Of  mine  own  way  j  I  know  you  wife,  religious; 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well, 
'Twill  not.  Sir  Thomas  Lowell,  take't  of  me, 
'Till  Craniner^  Crom-well,  her  two  hands,  and  fhe. 
Sleep  in  their  graves. 

Lo'v,  Now,  Sir,  you  fpeak  of  two 
The  moil  remarked  i'th'  kingdom ;  as  for  Cropfweli, 
Befide  that  of  the  jewel-houfe,  he's  made  nvafter 
O'  th'  Rolls,  and  the  King's  Secretary  :  Further, 
Stands  in  the  gap  and  trade  for  more  preferments. 
With  which  the  time  will  load  him.    Th'  Archbifliop 
Is  the  King's  hand,  and  tongue  j  and  who  dare  fpeak 
One  fyllable  againft  him  ? 

Gard.  Yes,  Sir  Thomas ^ 
There  are  that  dare  ;  and  I  myfelf  have  ventured 
To  fpeak  my  mind  of  him ;  indeed,  this  day, 
(Sir,  I  may  tell  it  you,)  I  think,  I  have 
Incens'd  the  lords  o'  th'  Council,  that  he  is 
(For  fo  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is) 
A  mod  arch  heretick,  a  peftilence 
That  does  infeft  the  land;  with  which  they  mov'd. 
Have  broken  with  the  King  ;  who  hath  fo  far 
Giv'n  ear  to  our  complaint,  of  his  great  Grace 
And  princely  care,  forefeeing  thofe  fell  mifchiefs 
Our  reafons  laid  before  him  ;  he  hath  commanded^ 
To  morrow  morning  to  the  council-board 
He  be  convented.    He's  a  rank  weed,  Sir  Thomas^ 
And  we  mufl  root  him  out.    From  your  affairs 
I  hinder  you  too  long  :  good  night.  Sir  Thomas. 

\^Ex6Hnt  Gardiner  and  Page. 

Lav. 
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Lov.   Many  good  nights,   mj  lord  ;  I  red  your 
Servant.  [^Ex.  Lov. 

SCENE  changes  io  an  Apartment  in  the 
Palace. 

Enter  King  and  Suffolk. 

King,  f^HA  RLE     I  will  play  no  more  to  night ; 
^  My  mind's  not  on't,  you  are  too  hard  for 
me. 

Suf,  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 
King.  But  little,  Charles  ; 
Nor  (hall  not,  when  my  fancy's  on  my  play. 

Re  enter  Lovell. 

Now,  Lovelly  from  the  Queen  what  is  the  news  ? 

Lov.  I  could  not  perfonally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman 
I  fent  your  meflage  ;  who  returned  her  thanks 
In  greateft  humblenefs,  and  begg'd  your  Highnefs 
Moft  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King.  What  fay 'ft  thou  \  ha  ! 
To  pray  for  her  !  what !  is  (he  crying  out ! 

Lo^v.  So  faid  her  woman,  and  that  her  fuiF  Vance 
made 

Almoft  each  pang  a  death. 

King.  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

Suf.  God  fafely  quit  her  of  her  burthen,  and 
With  gentle  travel,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  Highnefs  with  an  heir  ! 

King.  'Tis  midnight,  Charles  % 
Pr'ythee,  to  bed ;  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
Th'  eftate  of  my  poor  Queen.  Leave  me  alone ; 
For  I  muft  think  of  that,  which  company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suf.  I  wi{h  your  Highnefs 
A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  miftrefs  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 
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Khig.  Charles,  a  good  night:  [^at/V  Sttffolk. 

WclJ,  Sir,  what  follows  ? 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny^ 

Detiny.  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  lord  the  Arch-bifliop, 
As  you  commanded  me. 

King,  Hal  Canterbury ! 

Denny.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

King.  'Tis  true  where  is  he,  D^^^y 

Denny.  He  attends  your  Highnefs'  pleafure. 

King.  Bring  him  to  us.  ^Exit  Denny. 

loi;.  This  is  about  that,  which  the  Bifhop  fpake  ; 
I  am  happily  come  hither.  [ /Ifide, 

Enter  Cranmer  a7id  Denny. 

King.  Avoid  the  Gallery.        [Lovell  feemeth  to  J!  ay. 

Ha  !  1  have  faid  be  gone. 

What !   [Exeuf?t  Lovell  and  Denny. 

Cran,  I  am  fearful :  wherefore  frowns  he  thus  ? 
'Tis  his  afped  of  terror.    All's  not  well. 

Kif?g.  How  now,  my  lord  ?  you  do  defire  to  know. 
Wherefore  I  fent  for  you. 

Cran.  It  is  my  duty 
T'  attend  your  Highnefs'  pleafure. 

King.  Pray  you,  rife  ; 
My  good  and  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury: 
Come,  you  and  I  muft  walk  a  turn  together : 
JVe  news  to  tell  you.  Come,  give  me  your  hand. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  1  grieve  at  what  I  fpeak ; 
And  am  right  forry  to  repeat  what  follows. 
I  have,  and  mod  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  fay,  my  lord, 
Grievous  complaints  of  you ;  which  being  confider'd. 
Have  mov'd  us  and  our  Council,  that  you  fhall 
This  morning  come  before  us ;  where  I  know. 
You  cannot  with  fuch  freedom  purge  yourfelfi 
£ut  that,  'till  further  trial>  in  t^ofe  charges 

Which 
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Which  will  require  your  anfwer,  you  muft  take 

Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 

To  make  your  houfe  our  To^er ;  You  a  brother  of  us. 

It  fits  we  thus  proceed  ;  or  elfe  no  witnefs 

Would  comeagainft  you. 

Cran.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs, 
And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occafion 
Moll  throughly  to  be  winnovv'd,  where  my  chafF 
And  corn  (hall  fly  afunder.    For,  I  know, 
There's  none  Hands  under  more  calumnious  tongues 
Than  I  myfelf,  poor  man. 

King.  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury  y 
Thy  truth  and  thy  integrity  is  rooted 
In  us,  thy  friend.    Give  me  thy  hand,  fland  up  ; 
Pr'ythee,  let's  walk.    Now,  by  my  holy  dame, 
What  manner  of  man  are  you  ?  my  lord,  I  looked, 
Your  would  have  given  me  your  petition,  that 
I  (hould  have  ta*en  fome  pains  to  bring  together 
Yourfelf  and  your  accufers,  and  have  heard  you 
Without  indurance  further. 

Cran.  Moft  dread  Liegie, 
The  good  I  Hand  on  is  my  truth  and  honefty  : 
If  they  (hall  fall,  I  with  mine  enemies 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  perfon ;  which  I  weigh  not. 
Being  of  thofe  virtues  vacant.    I  fear  nothing 
What  can  be  faid  againft  me. 

King,  Know  you  not 
How  yowf  ftate  Hands  i'  th'  worlds  with  the  whole 
world  ? 

Your  foes  are  many,  and  not  fmall  i  their  pradices 
Muft  bear  the  fame  proportion  ;  and  not  ever 
The  jullice  and  the  truth  o'  th'  queftion  carries 
The  due  o*  tli'  verdidl  with  it.    At  what  eafe 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corrupt 
To  fvvear  againd  you  ?  fuch  things  have  been  done. 
You're  potently  oppos'd  ;  and  with  a  malice 
Of  as  great  fize.    Ween  you  of  better  luck, 
I  mean,  in  perjur'd  witnefs,  than  your  mafter, 
Whafe  minifter  you  are,  whiLe  here  he  liv'd 
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Upon  this  naughty  esrth  ?  go  to,  go  to, 
Yoa  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger. 
And  woo  your  oyvn  dellruftion. 

Cran,  God  and  your  Majelly 
Proted  mine  innocence,  or  I  fail  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me  ! 

Kin7,  Be  of  good  cheer  ; 
Tl:ey  iliall  no  more  prevail,  than  we  give  way  to: 
Keep  comfort  to  you,  and  this  morning  fee 
You  do  appear  before  them.    If  they  chance. 
In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you; 
The  belt  perfuafions  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  to  ufe  ;  and  with  what  vehemency 
Th'occafion  lhall  inilrudl  you.    If  intreaties 
Will  render  you  no  renaedy,  this  Ring 
Deliver  them,  and  your  appeal  to  us 
There  make  before  them.    Look,  the   good  man 
weeps ! 

He's  honell,  on  mine  honour.    God's  bleft  mother ! 

I  fv/ear,  he  is  true-hearted  ;  and  a  foul 

None  better  in  my  kingdom.    Get  you  gone, 

And  do  as  I  have  bid  you.  [Exit  Cranmcr. 

H'as  ftrangled  all  his  language  in  his  tears. 

Enter  an  old  Lady, 

Gen.  l^juithin  '}  Come  back  ;  what  mean  you  ? 

Lady,  ril  not  come  back:  the  tidings  that  I  bring 
Will  make  my  boldnefs  manners.  Now  good  angels 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  and  fhade  thy  perfon 
Under  their  bleffed  wings  ! 

Ki??g.  Now,  by  thy  looks 
I  guels  thy  mefTage.    Is  the  Queen  delivered  ? 
Say,  ay  ;  and  of  a  boy. 

Lady,  Ay,  ay,  my  Liege  ; 
And  of  a  lovely  boy  ;  the  God  of  heav'n 

Both  now  and  ever  blefs  her  !  'tis  a  girl, 

Promifes  boys  hereafter.    Sir,  your  Queen 
Defires  your  vifitation  ;  and  to  be 

Acquainted 
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Acquainted  with  this  flranger  ;  'tis  as  like  you. 
As  cherry  is  to  cherry. 

King.  Lou  ell ^ 

Lou,  Sir. 

Kiug,  Give  Jier  a  hundred  marks.   Til  to  the  Qaeen. 

{Exit  King, 

Lady.  An  hundred  marks  [  by  this  light,  Til  ha* 
more. 

An  ordinary  groom  is  for  fuch  payment. 

I  will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 

Said  J  for  this,  the  girl  was  hke  him  ?  I'll 

Have  more,  or  elfe  unfay't :  now,  while  'tis  hot, 

111  put  it  to  the  iffue.  [Exit  Lady* 

SCENE,  before  the  Council- Chamber. 

Enter  Cranmer. 

Cran,  T  Hope,  Tm  not  too  late ;  and  yet  the  gentlc- 

X  nxan. 
That  was  fent  to  me  from  the  Council,  pray'd  me 
To  make  great  hafle.    All  fall  ?  what  means  this  ? 
hoa  ? 

Who  waits  there  ?  fare,  you  know  me  ? 

Enter  Door-Keeper^ 

D.  Keep.  Yes,  my  lord  ; 
But  yet  1  cannot  help  you. 
Cran.  Why  ? 

Z>.  Keep,  Your  Grace  muft  wait,  'till  you  be  calFd 
for. 

Enter  DoSlor  Butts. 
Cran.  So.— — 

Butts.  This  is  a  piece  of  malice  :  I  am  glad, 
I  came  this  way  fo  happily.    The  King 
Shall  underfland  it  prefently.  [Exit  Butts. 

Cran^  'Tis  Butts^ 
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The  King's  phyfician  ;  as  he  pad  along. 

How  earneftly  he  caft  his  eyes  upon  me  ! 

Pray  heav'n,  he  found  not  niy  difgrace  f  for  certain. 

This  is  of  purpofe  laid  by  fome  that  hate  me, 

(God  turn  their  hearts!  1  never  fought  their  malice) 

To  quench  mine  honour  :  they  would  ftianie  to  make  me 

Wait  elfe  at  door  :  a  fellovv-counfellor, 

'iVIong  boys  and  grooms  and  lackeys !  but  their  plcafares 

Mull  be  fulfill'd,  and  I  attend  with  patience. 

Enter  the  King  and  Butts,  at  a  njoindouo  above, 

'  Butts,  ril  (hew  your  Grace  the  ftrangeft  fight—- 

JCing.  What's  that.  Butts  F 

Butts.  I  think,  your  Highnefs  faw  this  many  a  day. 

Khg.  Bcdy  o'  me  :  where  is  it  ? 

Butts.  There,  my  lord  : 
The  high  promotion  of  his  Grace  of  Canterbury^ 
Who  holds  his  ftate  at  door  'mongft  purfevants, 
Pas^es,  and  foot- boys. 

King.  Ha !  'tis  he,  indeed. 
Is  this  the  honour  they  do  one  another  ? 
'Tis  well,  there's  one  above  'em  yet.    I  thought. 
They'd  parted  fo  much  Honefty  among  'em. 
At  leaft,  good  manners ;  as  not  thus  to  fuffer 
A  man  of  his  place,  and  fo  near  our  favour. 
To  dance  attendance  on  their  lordlhips'  pleafures ; 
And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  poft  with  packets. 
By  holy  Mary,  Butts,  there's  knavery  ; 
Let  'em  alone,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe. 
We  (hall  bear  more  anon,  ■ 
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S    C   E   N         The  Council. 

j4  council-tahle  brought  in  ^ith  chairs  and  Jloolsy  and 
placed  under  the  Jiate.  Enter  Lo)  d  Chancellor^  places 
hifnfelf  at  the  upper  end  of  the  t^ib'e  on  the  left  hand : 
A  feat  being  left  'void  abo've  hinty  ai  for  the  Arch-bijhop 
of  Canterbury.  Duke  of  Suffolk,  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
Surrey,  Lord  Chamberlain^  and  Gardiner,  feat  them- 
fel'ves  in  order  on  each  fede,  Cromwell  at  the  loixer 
end,  as  Secretary, 

Chan,  Q  P  E  A  K  to  the  bufmefs,  Mr.  Secretary  5(18) 
O         arc  we  met  in  Council  ? 

Crom,  Pleafe  your  Honours, 
The  caufe  concerns  his  Grace  of  Canterbury, 

Card.  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it  ? 

Crom.  Yes. 

Nor,  Who  waits  there  ? 

D.  Keep.  Without,  my  noble  lords  ? 

Card.  Yes. 

D.  Keep.  My  lord  Arch-bifhop  ; 
And  has  done  half  an  hour  to  know  your  pleafure^. 
Chan.  Let  him  come  in. 
D.  Keep.  Your  Grace  may  enter  now. 

[Cranmer  approaches  the  council  table, 
Chan.  My  good  lord  Arch-bilhop,  Tm  very  forry 

(iS)  Chan.  Speak  to  the  Bufinefs,'].  This  Lord  Chancellor ,  tho' a 
Chara£ler,  has  hitherto  had  noplace  in  the  Dramatis Perfona.  In 
the  laft  Scene  of  the  fourth  A<£t,  we  heard,  that  Sir  Thomas 
More  was  appointed  Lord  Chancellors  but  it  is  not  He,  whom 
the  Poet  here  introduces.  Wo!feyy  by  Command,  deiiver'd  up 
the  Seals  on  the  i8th  of  November  1529;  on  the  25tb  of  the 
fame  Month,  they  were  deiiver'd  to  Sir  Th^^mas  More,  who 
furrender'd  them  on  the  i6th  of  May,  1532.  Now  the  Con- 
clufion  of  this  Scene  taking  Notice  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  Birth, 
(which  brings  it  down  to  the  Year  15^4)  Sir  Tho^ias  Audlie 
muft  neceflfarily  be  our  Poet's  Chancellor  5  who  fucceeded  Sir 
Thomas  More,  and  held  the  Seals  many  Years. 
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To  fit  here  at  this  prefent,  and  behold 

That  chair  fland  empty  :  but  we  all  are  men 

In  our  own  natures  frail,  and  capable 

Of  frailty,  few  are  angels ;  from  which  frailty 

And  want  of  wifdom,  you,  that  bed  fhould  teach  us, 

Have  mifdemeanM  yourfelf,  and  not  a  little  : 

Toward  the  King  firll,  then  his  Laws,  in  filling 

The  whole  realm,  by  your  teaching  and  your  chaplains, 

(For  fo  we  are  informed)  with  new  opinions 

Divers  and  dangerous,  which  are  herefies; 

And,  not  reformed,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Gar^.  Which  reformation  mull  be  fudden  too, 
My  noble  lords ;  for  thofe,  that  tame  wild  horfes. 
Pace  'era  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'em  gentle  ; 
But  flop  their  mouths  with  ftuoborn  bits  and  fpur  'em, 
"  rill  they  obey  the  manage.    If  we  fuffer 
(Out  of  our  eafmefs  and  childifli  pity 
To  one  man's  honour)  this  contagious  ficknefs, 
Farewel  all  phyfick  :  and  what  follows  then  ? 
Commotions,  uproars,  with  a  genVal  taint 
Of  the  whole  itate  :  as  of  late  days  our  neighbours 
The  upper  Germany  can  dearly  witncfs. 
Yet  fielhly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Cran.  My  g  od  lords,  hitherto,  in  all  the  progrcfs 
Botlj  of  my  life  and  office,  I  have  laboured 
(And  with  no  lictle  iludy)  that  my  teaching, 
-And  the  ftrong  courfe  of  my  Authority, 
Might  go  one  way,  and  fafely  ;  and  the  end  . 
V/as  ever  to  do  well :  nor  is  there  living 
(I  fpeak  it  with  a  fingle  heart,  my  lords) 
A  man  that  more  deteds,  more  f^irs  againfl, 
jBoth  in  his  private  confcience  and  his  place) 
iDefacers  of  the  publick  peace  than-  I  do. 
Pray  heav'n,  the  King  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  Icfs  allegiance  in  it !  Men  that  make 
Envy  and  crooked  ir:alice  nourlfnment. 
Dare  bite  the  belL    I  do  befeech  your  lord  (hips, 
That,  in  this  cafe  of  juHice,  my  accufers. 
Be  v/hat  they  will,  may  Hand  forth  flice  to  face, 
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And  freely  urge  again  ft  me. 

Suf.  Nay,  my  lord. 
That  cannot  be  ;  you  are  a  counfellor. 
And  by  that  virtue  no  man  dare  accufe  you. 

Gard.  My  lord,  becaufe  we've  bufinefs  of  more  mo- 
ment, 

We  will  be  fhort  wi'you.    'Tis  his  Highnefs'  pleafure. 
And  our  coufent,  for  better  tryal  of  you, 
P'rom  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tovoer ; 
Where,  being  but  a  private  man  again. 
You  fhall  know,  many  dare  accufe  you  boldly. 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 

Cra?i.  Ay,  my  good  lord  of  JVinchefteri  I  thank  you. 
You're  always  my  good  friend ;  if  your  will  pafs, 
I  fhall  both  find  your  lordfhip  judge  and  juror. 
You  are  fo  merciful.    I  fee  your  end, 
'Tis  my  undoing.    Love  and  meeknefs,  lord, 
Become  a  church -man  better  than  ambition  : 
Win  Graying  fouls  with  modefty  again, 
Caft  none  away.    That  I  fhall  clear  my  felf, 
{Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience) 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  conlcience 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.    J  could  fay  more. 
But  rev'rence  to  your  CalHng  makes  me  modeft. 

Gard.  My  lord,  my  lord,  you  are  a  fedary. 
That's  the  plain  truth ;  your  painted  glofs  difcovers. 
To  men  that  undcrfland  you,  words  and  weaknefs. 

Crom,  My  lord  of  Winchejler^  you  are  a  little. 
By  your  good  favour,  too  (harp ;  men  fo  noble. 
However  faulty,  yet  fhould  find  refpefl 
For  what  they  have  been :  'tis  a  cruelty 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Gard.  Good  Mr.  Secretary, 
I  cry  your  honour  mercy ;  you  may,  worft 
Of  all  this  table,  fay  fo. 

Crom,  Why,  my  lord  ? 

Gard,  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  favourer 
Of  this  new  fe6l  ?  ye  are  not  found, 

Crom.  Not  found  ? 

Card. 
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Card,  Not  found,  I  fay. 

Crofn.  'Would  you  were  half  fo  lioneft! 
Mens'  prayers  then  would  feek  you,  not  their  fears. 

Gard.  I  (hall  remember  this  bold  language. 

Crom.  Do. 
Remember  your  bold  life  too. 

Cha7tu  This  is  too  much  ; 
Forbear  for  ftiame,  my  lords. 

Gard.  I've  done. 

Crom,  And  I. 

Cham,  Then  thus  for  you,  my  lord  :  it  ftands  agreed, 
I  take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
You  be  convey'd  to  th'  To^er  a  prifoncr; 
There  to  remain,  'till  the  King's  further  pleafure 
Be  known  unto  us.    Are  you  all  agreed,  lords  ? 

j^il.  We  are, 

Cra»,  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy, 
But  I  muft  needs  to  th'  Toiver,  my  lords? 

Gard,  What  other 
Would  you  expe^l  ?  you're  fiiangely  troublefomc  ; 
Let  fome  o'th'  Guard  be  ready  there. 

Enfer  the  Guard, 

Cran.  For  me  ? 
Mull  I  go  like  a  traitor  then? 

Gard,  Receive  him, 
And  fee  him  fafe  i'th'T^^wr. 

Cran,  Stay,  good  my  lords, 
I  have  a  little  yet  to  fay.    Look  there,  lords  j 
By  virtue  of  that  Ring,  I  take  my  caufe 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a  moll  noble  judge,  the  King  my  mafter. 

Cham,  This  is  the  King's  Ring. 

^ur,  'Tis  no  counterfeit. 

^uf,  'Tis  his  right  Ring,  by  heav'n,  I  told  ye  all. 
When  we  firft  put  this  dangerous  flone  ;i  rowling, 
'Twould  fall  upon  our  felves. 

Hqv^  D'  you  think,  my  lords, 

The 
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The  King  will  fuffer  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd  ? 

Cham,  'Tis  now  too  certain. 
How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  him  ? 
'Would  I  were  fairly  out  on't. 

Crom.  My  mind  gave  me. 
In  feeking  tales  and  informations 
Againft  this  man,  whofe  honefty  the  devil 
And  his  difciples  only  envy  at, 
Ye  blew  the  fire  that  burns  ye ;  now  have  at  ye. 

Enter  King,  fronx:ntng  on  them ;  takes  his  feat. 

Card.  Dread  Sovereign,  how  much  are  we  bound  t6 
heav'n 

In  dmly  thank?,  that  gave  us  fuch  a  Prince ; 
Not  only  good  and  wife,  but  moft  religious : 
One,  that  in  all  obedience  makes  the  Church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  honour ;  and  to  flrengthen 
That  holy  duty,  out  of  dear  refpedl, 
His  royal  felf  in  judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  caufe  betwixt  her  and  this  great  offender. 

King,  You're  ever  good  at  fudden  commendations, 
Bifliop  of  Wtnchejler.    But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  fuch  fiatt'ries  now ;  and  in  my  prefence 
They  are  too  thin  and  bafe  to  hide  offences. 
To  me  you  cann;  t  reach  :  you  play  the  fpaniel. 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win  me  : 
But  whatfoe'er  thou  takTcme  for,  Tm  fure. 
Thou  hall  a  cruel  nature,  and  a  bloody. 
Good  man,  fit  down  ;  now  let  me  fee  the  proudefl 

{To  Qr^n. 

He,  that  dares  moft,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee. 

By  all  that's  holy,  he  had  better  flarve, 

Than  but  once  think,  this  place  becomes  thee  not. 

Sur.  May't  pleafe  your  Grace  —    ■  ■ 

Kifig,  No,  Sir,  it  does  not  pleafe  me. 
I  thought,  I  had  had  men  of  fome  underilanding 
And  wifdom,  of  my  Council :  but  I  find  none. 

Was 
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Was  it  dlfcretion,  lords,  to  let  this  man, 
This  good  man  (few  of  you  deferve  that  title) 
This  honeft  man,  wait  like  a  lowfie  foot-boy 
At  chamber  door,  and  one  as  great  as  you  are  ? 
Why,  what  a  ihame  was  this  ?  did  my  commilfion 
Bid  ye  fo  far  forget  yourfelves  ?  I  gave  ye 
Pow'r,  as  he  was  a  counfellur  to  try  him  ; 
Not  as  a  groom.    There's  fome  of  ye,  I  fee. 
More  out  of  malice  than  integrity. 
Would  try  him  to  the  utmolt,  had  ye  means ; 
Which  ye  (hall  never  have,  while  I  do  live. 

Cham,  My  mod  dread  Sovereign,  may  it  like  your 
Grace 

To  let  my  tongue  cxcufe  all.    What  was  purposed 
Concerning  his  iniprifonment,  \vas  rather, 
If  there  be  faith  in  men,  meant  for  his  tryal. 
And  fiir  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice; 
I'm  fure,  in  me. 

King,  Well,  well,  my  lords,  refpeft  him  : 
Take  him,  and  ufe  him  well  ;  he's  worthy  of  it. 
I  will  fay  thus  much  for  hira,  if  a  Prince 
May  be  beholden  to  a  fubjed,  I 
Am,  for  his  love  and  fervice,  fo  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him  : 
Be  friends  for  (hame,  my  lords.  My  lord  of  Canterbury ^ 
I  have  a  fuit  which  you  muft  not  deny  me. 
There  is  a  fair  young  maid,  that  yet  wants  baptifm ; 
You  muft  be  godfather,  and  anfwer  for  her. 

Cran.  The  greateft  monarch  now  alive  may  glory 
In  fuch  an  honour ;  how  may  I  deferve  it. 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  fubjed  to  you  ? 

King.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  you'd  (pare  your  fpoons : 
you  (hall  have 
Two  noble  partners  with  you  :  the  old  Dutchefs 

Of  Ncrfolk,  and  the  lady  Marquefs  Dorfet  

Once  more,  my  lord     Winch ejler^  I  charge  you 
Embrace  and  love  this  man. 

Card.  With  a  true  heart 
And  brother's  love  I  do  it. 
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Cf-an.  And  let  heaven 
Witnefs,  how  dear  1  hold  this  confirmation. 

King,  Good  man,  thofe  joyful  tears  fhew  thy  true 
heart : 

The  common  voice,  I  fee,  is  verify 'd 

Of  thee,  which  fays  thus :  do  my  lord  of  Canterbury 

But  one  (hrewd  turn,  and  he's  your  friend  for  ever. 

Come,  lords,  we  trifle  time  away  :  I  long 

To  have  this  young  one  made  a  chriftian. 

As  I  have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain  : 

So  I  grow  ftronger,  you  more  honour  gain.  {^Exeunt, 

SCENE,  the  Palace- yard. 
Noife  and  tumult  'within :  Enter  Porter  and  his  man. 

Port,  "\70u'll  leave  your  noife  anon,  ye  rafcals ;  do  yow 
X    take  the  Court  for  Paris  Garden  ?  ye  rude 
Haves,  leave  your  gaping. 

Within >  Good  Mr.  Porter,  I  belong  to  th'  larder. 

Port.  Belong  to  the  gallows  and  be  hang'd,  ye  rogue: 
is  this  a  place  to  roar  in  ?  fetch  me  a  dozen  crab  tree 
ilaves,  and  llrong  ones ;  thefe  are  but  fwitches  to  'em  : 
ril  fcratch  your  heads ;  you  muft  be  feeing  chriftnings  ? 
do  you  look  for  ale  and  cakes  here,  you  rude  rafcals  ? 

Man.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient ;  'tis  as  much  impofTible 
(Unlefs  we  fwept  them  from  the  door  with  cannons) 
To  fcatter  'em,  as  'tis  to  make  'em  fleep 
On  May-dzy  morning  ;  which  will  never  be  : 
We  may  as  well  pulh  againft  Paul's,  as  flir  'em. 

Port,  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang'd  } 

Man,  Alas,  J  know  not;  how  gets  the  tide  in  ; 
As  much  as  one  found  cudgel  of  four  foot 
(You  fee  the  poor  remainder)  could  diflribute, 
I  made  no  fpare,  Sir. 

Port,  You  did  nothing.  Sir. 

Man,  I  am  not  Samp/on,  nor  Sir  Guy,  ror  Colehrand, 
to  mow  'cm  down  before  me  ;  but  if  I  fpar'd  any  that  had 
a  head  to  hit,  either  young  or  old,  he  or  fhe,  cuckold 
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or  cuckold-maker,  let  me  never  hope  to  fee  a  chine 
again  ;  and  that  I  would  not  for  a  cow,  God  fave  her. 

Within.  Do  you  hear,  Mr.  Porter  ? 

Fort.  I  (hall  be  with  you  prefently,  good  Mr.  Puppy. 
Keep  the  door  clofe,  firrah. 

Mm,  What  would  you  have  me  do? 

Fort,  What  fhould  you  do,  but  knock  'em  down  by 
the  dozens  ?  is  this  Morejields  to  mufler  in  ?  or  have  we 
fome  flrange  Indian  with  the  great  tool  come  to  Court, 
the  women  fo  befiege  us  ?  blefs  me  !  what  a  fry  of  for- 
nication is  at  the  door  ?  on  my  chriflian  confcience,  this 
one  chriflning  will  beget  a  thoufand ;  here  will  be  father, 
god-father,  and  all  together. 

Man.  The  fpoons  will  be  the  bigger,  Sir.  There 
is  a  fellow  fomewhat  near  the  door,  he  (hould  be  a 
brafier  by  his  face ;  for,  o'  my  confcience,  twenty 
of  the  dog-days  now  reign  in's  nofe  ;  all  that  fland 
about  him  are  under  the  line,  they  need  no  other  pe- 
nance;  that  fire- drake  did  I  hit  three  times  on  the 
head,  and  three  times  was  his  nofe  difcharged  againft 
me  ;  he  flands  there  like  a  mortar  piece  to  blow  us  up. 
There  was  a  haberd  a  flier's  wife  of  fmall  wit  near  h  m, 
that  raird  upon  me  'till  her  pink'd  porringer  fell  off  her 
head,  for  kindling  fuch  a  combuftion  in  the  ftate.  I  mift 
the  meteor  once,  and  hit  that  woman,  who  cry'd  out, 
Clubs  !  when  I  might  fee  from  far  fome  forty  trunche- 
oneers  draw  to  her  fuccour  ;  which  were  the  hope  of  the 
flrand,  where  fhe  was  quarter'd.  They  fell  on  ;  I 
made  good  my  place  ;  at  length  they  came  to  th'  broom- 
ftaff  with  me,  I  defy'd  'em  ilil! ;  when  fuddenly  a  file 
of  boys  behind  'em  delivered  fuch  a  fhower  of  pibbles, 
Joofe  fhot,  that  I  was  fain  to  draw  m.ine  honour  in, 
and  let  'em  win  the  Work ;  the  devil  was  amongft  'em, 
I  think,  furely. 

Port.  Thefe  are  the  youths  that  thunder  at  a  play* 
houfe ;  and  fight  for  bitten  apples  ;  that  no  audience  but 
the  Tribulation  of  To^er-Hill,  or  the  limbs  of  Limehcufe 
their  dear  brothers,  are  able  to  endurr.  I  have  fome  of 
'cm  in  Limbo  Patrum,  and  there  they  arc  like  to  dance 

thefc 
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thcfe  three  days ;  befides  the  running  banquet  of  two 
beadles,  that  is  to  come. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Cham.  Mercy  o'  me  !  what  a  multitude  are  here  ? 
They  grow  dill  too ;  from  all  parts  they  are  coming. 
As  if  we  kept  a  fair.    Where  are  thefe  porters; 
Thefe  lazy  knaves?  yeVc  made  a  fine  hand,  fellows; 
There's  a  trim  rabble  let  in  ;  are  all  thefe 
Your  faithful  friends  o'th*  fuburbs?  we  fhall  have 
Great  Hore  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  ladies. 
When  they  pafs  back  from  th'  chriftning? 

Port,  Pleafe  your  Honour, 
We  are  but  men  ;  and  what  fo  many  may  do> 
Not  being  torn  in  pieces,  we  have  done : 
An  army  cannot  rule  'em. 

Cham,  As  I  live. 
If  the  King  blame  me  for't,  I'll  lay  ye  all 
By  th'  heels,  and  fuddenly ;  and  on  your  heads 
Clap  round  fines  for  negledl :  y'are  lazy  knaves ; 
And  here  ye  lye  baiting  of  bumbards,  when 
Ye  fhould  do  fervice.    Hark,  the  trumpets  found  ; 
Th'  are  come  already  from  the  chriftening; 
Go  break  among  the  prefs,  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pafs  fairly;  or  I'll  find 
A  Marjhalfea^  (hall  hold  you  play  thefe  two  months. 

Port,  Make  way  for  the  Princefs. 

Man,  You  great  fellow.  Hand  clofe  up,  or  I'll  make 
your  head  ake. 

Port,  You  i'th'  camblet,  get  up  o'th'  rail,  I'll  peck 
you  0  cr  the  pales  elfe.  \^ErXeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  td  the  Palace^ 

Enter  Trumpets  '"'.^nndlfig  ;  then  tivo  Aldermen^  Lord Ma^or, 
Garter,  Crann^:er,  Duke  of  l^o\'^Q\kivith  his  Mar/I^al s 
fi^ffy  Duke  of  Suffolk,  tuoo  Noblemen  bearing  great 
/landing  b(n>jis  for  the  chrifning  gifts ;  then  four  Noble- 
7nen  bearing  a  carwpw  under  n.vhiih  the  Dut chefs  of 
IS^orfolk,  god- mot  her,  bearing  the  child  richly  habited  in 
4z  mat-tie.  Sec.  Train  born  by  a  lady:  then follG'v:s  the 
Marchionefs  cf  Dorfet,  the  other  god  mother,  and  ladies. 
The  troop  pafs  once  about  the  ftagey  and  Garter  fpeaks, 

Gart,  Heav'n,  from  thy  endlefs  goodnefs  fend  long  life. 
And  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  mighty 
Princefs  of  England,  fair  Elizabeth  ! 

Elourijh.    Enter  King  and  Guard, 

Cran,  And  to  your  royal  Grace,  and  the  good  Qijcen^ 
My  noble  partners  and  myfelf  thus  pray ; 
All  comfort,  joy,  in  this  mod  gracious  lady, 
That  heav'n  e'er  laid  up  to  make  parents  happy. 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye ! 

King.  Thank  you,  good  lord  Arch  bilhop  : 
What  is  her  name? 

Cran,  Elizabeth, 

King.  Stand  up.  lord. 
With  this  kifs  take  my  bleffins; :  God  prcte<5l  thee. 
Into  whofe  hand  I  give  thy  life. 

Cran,  J  men. 

King.  My  noble  gofTips,  y'have  been  too  prodigal, 
I  thank  you  heartily  :  fo  fhall  this  lady. 
When  fhe  has  fo  much  E?tglijh, 

Cran.  Let  mc  fpeak,  Sir; 
(For  Heav'n  now  bids  me)  and  the  words  I  utter. 
Let  none  think  flattery,  for  they'll  find  'em  truth. 
This  royal  Infant,  (heaven  flill  move  about  her) 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promifes 
Upon  this  land  a  thoufand  thoafand  blelfmgs, 
Which  tLTie  fhall  bring  to  ripenefs.    She  iWl  be 
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(But  few  or  none  living  can  behold  that  goodnefs) 
A  pattern  to  all  Princes  living  with  her, 
And  all  that  fhall  fucceed.    Sheba  was  never 
More  covetous  of  wifdom  and  fair  virtue, 
Than  this  blell  foul  (hall  be.    All  Princely  graces. 
That  mould  up  fuch  a  mighty  piece  as  this^ 
With  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good. 
Shall  ftill  be  doubled  on  her.    Truth  fhall  nurfe  her  : 
Holy  and  heav'nly  thoughts  Hill  counfel  her  : 
She  fhall  be  lovM  and  fear'd.    H«r  own  fhall  blefs  her ; 
Her  foes  fhake,  like  a  field  of  beaten  corn, 
And  hang  their  heads  with  forrow.  Good  grows  with  her.** 
In  her  days,  ev'ry  man  fhall  eat  in  fafety, 
Under  his  own  vine,  what  he  plants ;  and  fing 
The  merry  fongs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbours. 
God  fhall  be  truly  known,  and  thofe  about  her 
-  From  her  fhall  read  the  perfedl  ways  of  honour, 
And  claim  by  thofe  their  Greatnefs,  not  by  blood. 
Nor  fhall  this  peace  fleep  with  her  ;  but  as  when 
The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  Phcenix, 
Her  adies  new  create  another  heir, 
As  great  in  admiration  as  herfelf ; 
So  fhall  fhe  leave  her  blefTednefs  to  one, 
(When  heav'n  fhall  call  her  from  this  cloud  of  darknefs) 
Who  from  the  facred  afhes  of  her  honour 
Shall  ilar  like  rife,  as  great  in  fame  as  fhe  was, 
And  fo  fland  fix  d.  Peace,  Plenty,  Love,  Truth,  Terrom^ 
That  were  the  fervants  to  this  chofen  infant. 
Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him  ; 
Where-ever  the  bright  fun  of  heav'n  fhall  fliine, 
His  honour  and  the  greatnefs  of  his  name 
Shall  be,  and  make  new  nations.    He  fhall  flourifh, 
And,  like  a  mountain  cedar,  reach  his  branches 
To  all  the  plains  about  him  :  childrens'  children 
Shall  fee  this,  and  blefs  heaven. 

King,  Thou  fpeakeft  wonders. 

Cran,  She  fhall  be,  to  the  happinefs  of  England, 
An  aged  Princefs ;  many  days  fhall  fee  her, 
And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 

'Would, 


404          King  Henry  VII  L 


'Would,  I  had  known  no  more  !  but  fhe  muft  die,  (19) 

She  muft,  tKe  Saints  muft  have  her  yet  a  Virgin  ! 

A  moft  unfpotted  lilly  (he  lhall  pafs 

To  th'  ground,  and  all  the  world  ftiall  mourn  her. 

Kino^.  O  lord  Arch  blfhop, 
Thou'ft  made  me  now  a  man ;  never,  before 
This  happy  child,  did  I  get  any  thing. 
This  oracle  of  comfort  has  fo  pleas'd  me. 
That  when  I  am  in  heav'n,  1  fliall  defire 
To  fee  what  this  child  does,  and  praife  my  maker. 
I  thank  ye  all. — ? — To  you,  my  good  Lord  Mayor, 
And  your  good  brethren,  I  am  much  beholden  :  (20) 
I  have  received  much  honour  by  your  prefcnce, 
And  ye  fhall  find  me  thankful    Lead  the  way,  lords: 
Ye  muft  all  fee  the  Queen,  and  ftie  muft  thank  ye, 
She  will  be  fick  eife.    This  day  no  man  think, 
H'as  bufmefs  at  his  houfe,  for  all  ftiall  ftay  j 
This  little  one  fliall  make  it  holy-day.  [^Exeunt. 

(19)  W'guIA  I  bad  known  no  more :  but  She  mufi  die, 
She  mvfty  the  Saints  mufi  hanje  her  ;  yet  a  Virgin^ 

A  moft  unfpotted  Lilly,  &c.]  Thus  the  Editors  hitherto,  irt 
their  Sagacity,  have  pointed  this  PafTage,  and  deftroy'd  the  true 
Senfe  of  it.  The  f  rft  part  of  this  Sentence  is  a  Wifh  :  The 
other  (hould  be  a  forrowful  Continuation  of  the  Bifliop's  Pro- 
phecy. But,  fure,  Cranmer  was  too  wife  and  pious  a  Man,  too 
well  acquainted  with  the  State  of  Mortality,  to  make  it  a  part 
of  h>s  Lamentation  that  this  good  Princefs  muft  one  time  or 
other  go  to  Heaven.  As  I  point  it,  the  Poet  makes  a  fine 
Compliment  to  his  Royal  Miftrefs's  Memory,  to  lament  that 
fhe  muft  die  without  leaving  an  Heir  of  her  Body  behind  her, 

(20)  And  you  good  Brethren,'}  But,  the  Aldermen  never  were 
caird  Bsethren  to  the  King.  The  Top  of  the  Nobility  are  but 
Coufms  and  Counfellors.  Dr.  Thirlhy,  therefore,  rightly  advifed  5 

And  yom  good  Brethren  

i.  c.  the  Lord  Mayor'j  Brethren  5  which  is  properly  their  Style, 


E  p  r. 


EPILOGUE. 

^  CT^  I S  ten  to  one^  this  Play  can  ne'ver  plea/e 

Jll  that  are  here :  fome  come  to  take  their  eafe^ 
And JJeep  an  a6l  or  tivo ;  but  thofe,  ^e  fear^ 
We'^ve  frighted  iiuith  our  trumpets ;  fo  ''tis  clear y 
T^htyll fay,  it's  naught.    Others^  to  hear  the  city 
Ahus^'d  extremely y  and  to  cry.  That's  witty  \ 
Which  ^e  ha've  not  done  neither :  that,  I  fear ^ 
All  the  expeSied  Good  -ivare  like  to  hear 
For  this  Play  at  this  ti?nej  is  only  in 
The  merciful  conJiruSlion  of  good  fwo?nn  ; 
( For  fuch  a  one  uje  Jhen.vd  ''em )  If  they  fmile. 
And  fay,  ''tivill  do ;  I  kno^w  nvithin  a  ^vhile 
All  the  beji  men  are  ours  ;  for  ''tis  ill  hap, 
If  they  hold,  ^hen  their  ladies  bid  "em  clap. 


The  End  of  the  Fifth  Volume. 


Knjipp  Fuiici 


